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Memoir of 

THOMAS DEKKER 

HOMAS DEKKER was one of thofe 
unfortunate poets to whom the Mufe is 
a cruel ftepmothen The little that we 
know of his life fuggefts a painful and continual 
ftrugglc with poverty, in which he often fuc- 
cumbed, and from which he never arofe viflo- 
rious. Ills ftores of wifdom and his wealth of 
imagination were for forty years lavifhed on 
the world, but with little or no reward to himfelf. 
] le wrote continually under the bitter ftrefs of 
want, and was often compelled to feek friendly 
aid to rcleafe him from the walls of a debtor’s 
prifon. A wretched hand-to-mouth exiftence, a 
career made fordid by the conftant ncceffity of 
writing for daily bread, feems to have been his lot 
from firft to laft, relieved perhaps by occafional 
glimpfes of happinefs and repofe, fuch as he 
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muft have enjoyed when compofing fonie of the 
choiceft of the lon^ ferics of dramas which coa- 
llitutc lits chief title to fame. 

That he was born in the luetropolis we may 
infer from a profc traft of his own, (i) where, 
apoftropliifmg London, he fays,— O, thou beau- 
tifullcft daughter of the two imited Monarchies ! 
from thy womb received I my being ; from thy 
brefts my nouriflimentT The exadl date of his 
birth is uncertain ; in a tra6l dated l^ebruary, 
1637, he fpcaks of *‘my threc-fcore years/’ (2) 
but the expreffion is a vague one, and may mean 
any age from fixty on towards feventy. Indeed, 
in the (unique) tra6l entitled Warres, Warres, 
Warres,” of date almoft ten years earlier (1628), 
Dekker had already fpokca of himfclf as an old 
man ; (3) and in the Dedication to his Tragi- 


I The Sencfi dccul/y Sinnes of Limhn (1606). The paf- 
fage cited will be found not far from the clofc of The 
InducTion to the Booke2^ 

3 Englifli Villanics Seven Sevemii Times Preji io 
Deaf/u In his Dedication of this trad to the Middiefe\ 
juflices of the Peace, he fays “ I preach without a Pul- 
pit : this is no S^n-mon, but an Epiftle Dedicatory, which 
dedicates thefe Difeoveries, and my i/ireiyeore yeares de- 
votedly yours in my bcfl fcrvicc.” 

3 “ For my heart danceth fprightly, when 1 fee 
{OM as 1 am) our EngliJfh gallantry 
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Comedy, called Match mce in London (1631), to 
Lodowick Carlell, he pathetically fays : I haue 
becne a Prieft in AroLLo’s Temple, many yeares, 
my voyce is decaying with my Age, yet yours 
being cleare and aboue mine, fliall much honour 
mce, if you but liften to my old Tunes.” (4) This 
is hardly the language of a man who has only 
juft paffed his fiftieth year ; though Dekker, with 
fuch a weight of forrow, if not of years, on 
his fliouldcrs, might well feel old before his 
time. (5) 


4 Vol. IV., p. X33. 

5 It is curious to compare with the above lament the 
cxprcrfion of a limilar one written at the age of fifty-five 
(1864) by our grcalcfl living poet : — 

Dedication. 

Dear, near and true — no truer Time himfelf 
Can prove you, though he make you evermore 
Dearer and nearer, as the rapid of life 
Shoots to the fall-take this and pray that he 
Who wrote it, honouring yourfweet faith in him, 
hi ay trull himfelf, and after praife and fcorn, 

As one who feels the immeafui-able world, 

Attain the wife indifference of the wife ; 

And after Autumn ]>all— if left to pals 
II is autumn into feeming Icaflefs days, 

Draw toward the long frofl and longefl night, 
Wearing his wifdom lightly, like the fruit 
Which in our winter woodland looks a flower.” 
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Another rcafoii for flxint;' the date of his biiih 
fonicwhat earlier than the Ihree-fcorc years 
of 1637 would feem to imply, is that his earlieft 
acknowledged publication (6) had already ap- 
peared in 1600, and that we hear of him in 
Henflowe's Diary as a writer for the theatre as 
early as 1597- (7) We may fafely affume him to 
have been born, therefore, fomewhere in the 
fecond decade of Elizabeth’s reign ; not earlier 
probably than 1570, and certainly not later than 
IS77- 

We learn from the regifters of St. Saviour’s, 
Southwark, that the perfon who probably was 
Dekker’s father, was buried there in IS94; nml 
from the regifters of St. Giles, Cripplcgatc 
(where Henflowe’s and Alleyn’s theatre, the 
Fortune, for which Dckkcr wrote, was fituatcd), 
that Thomas Dyckcr, gent, had a daughter 
Dorcas chriftened thereon 27th 061 ., 1594, and 
that Thomas Decker, yeoman, had a daugliter 


6 77 i£ Comedie of Old Forlunatus, 

7 Lent unto Thomas Dowton, the 8 of jenewary 1597, 
twenty iliillingcs, to by a bookc of Mr. Dickers. 

Diary of Philip Ilenjlowe^ From 1591 to 1609. 
from the Original Manufeript prcfmkd at Didwhii 
College, London : Printed for the Shakefpcarc Society, 
1845. 
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Anne cliriftcncd there on 14th 08 :., 1602. 
Neither of thefc might be our poet, and it was 
not ufual to defignate an author ‘'yeoman.’^ 
Thomas Dckkerhad a daughter Elizabeth buried 
there in iSqSj and a fon of Thomas Dekker was 
buried at St. Botolph's, Bifhopsgate, on 19th 
April in the fame year. The widow of old 
Thomas Dekker, who died in 1594, was living 
in Maid Lane, Southwark, near the Globe 
Theatre, in 1596. (7) 

We have faid that Dekker began to write for 
the ftage as early as 1597. His firft attempts, 
however, in moft of which he feems to have been 
affociated with others, have not been pre- 
ferved. (8) 


7 Collier’s BibiiciqrapMcal Acmiui of Early EngUJh 
LUeraiure (Lond. 1865), I., 195. 

8 Hcnflowc records payments to Dekker and Chettle 
in carncflc of their boocke called Troycllcs and cref- 

fida/’ on the ylh and i6th April, 1599, On the 2nd May, 
1 599, a payment of five fliillings was made to Dekker in 
earnefle of a Boocke called orefies fares,” a play in which 
he docs not appear to have had any coadjutor. In May, 
1 599, there are two payments to Dekker and Chettle for 
the tragcdic of Agamemnone.’^ In July and Augufl, 
1 599, he is mentioned in connexion with a play called the 
ftepmothers tragedy,” and on rfl Augull, IS99> he re- 
ceives forty fliillings a bookc called beare a braine.” 
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Ills two carlicil extant tlramaiic protlud-ions, 
2ke Sko/zialrr's Holiday and The Comedie of 
Old Fori wur fas — the firfl anonymous (9) and 

In September, 1599, various payments are made to 
Dekkcr, Jonfon, and Chcttlc, and ^‘another gentleman/ 
on account of a play called “ Eobert the fecond, Kingc of 
Scottes tragedic.’* 

In January, 1599 — 1600, Dckker receives a payment for 
a play called Trutlis Supplication to Candlelight ; in the 
following month payments are made to Dekkcr, Haiigh- 
ton, and Dayc, for the The Spani/h Moods Trai^cdy [by 
fomc fuppofed to be identical with the play entitled Lujds 
Dominion, fird ]>nnted in 1657, and afenbed to Marlowe]. 
In March, 1599—1600, Chcttlc, Dekkcr, Haughton, and 
Daye, received payment for a play calknl The Seven IFi/e 
Ma/lcrs» All thefc pieces appear to have remained in 
manufeript, and to have periflietL 

9 Thcabfurdity of attributing this play to liarten Holi- 
day (as in the Library Catalogue of the Britifh Mufeum, 
in Lowndes, and elfowhere) mull furely have arifen from 
feme blundering binder having lettered one of the later 
editions ‘‘The Shoemakers”— Holiday, The date of 
the firfl edition alone fliould have prevented the perpetua- 
tion of fuch a piece of futility. Barlen Holiday was born 
n 1593, and mull have been, indeed, an infant prodigy 
to have produced fuch a play £is 77te Slmemtdrds 
Ilolulay at the age of feven. Dekker’s authorfliij) of 
this play is corroborated by the following entry in Hen- 
flowe’s Diary : — Lent unto Samcwell Rowley and 
Thomas Dowton, the 15 of Julyc, 1599, to bye a Boocke of 
Thomas Dickers, called the gentle Craft the fcmie of iijl” 
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the fecond figncd with his name at the end (lo) 
— were publiflicd in 1600. With a finglc excep- 
tion, to be mentioned prcfently, he probably never 
furpaffed thefe earlier works, cither in the lighter 
or the graver ftrain. The Shoemaker' s Holiday , both 
in the feenes of wild fun and buffoonery, and in 
the tender lovc-fhory that runs through it like a 
filver thread, has all the charm of a Waverley 
novel, and poffeffes the very higheft intereft as 
an hiftorical pi6lurc of manners, Simon Eyre is 
inimitable : there is no better type of jovial hon- 
eft merriment in the whole range of Englifh 
literature. He is as original and wcll-fuftained 
a charafler as Fahlaff himfclf. Of the Come- 
dic of Old lumtunatus^ Hazlitt might well fay 
that it has the idle garrulity of age, with the 
freihnefs and gaiety of youth ftill upon its check 
and in its hcart.^’" The fongs in thefe two pieces 
are excpufitely beautiful, and the Prologues to 

K) ,77/^. The name is thus fpcil in all the ex- 

ihing autograph lignaturos of the poet, and (we believe 
without exception) in all the original editions of thofe 
pieces of which he was the foie author. To this form wc 
have ourfelves uniformly adhered. By his contemporaries, 
by his publifliers, and by his critics and annotators, the 
luimeof Dckker has been fpelt with ahnotl as many varia- 
tions as that of his ilhiflrious contemporary Shakefpeare: 
— Decker, Deckers, Dickers, Dckker, Dckcr, Dck- 
k<‘rs, Deckar, Dekkar, 
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both contain feme plcafant flattery o( Oucen 
zabeth^ before whom they were pcrfornicil 
T/^e Comedie of 0/d Forfuaa/i^s reccivctl a. 
German drefs in the prefont century. Tlic Iratif- 
lator, Dr. Schmidt, makes the following obferva- 
tions on its ftylc and verfificalion : — 

In Beziehung auf die Sprachc will ic]\ nur an Eins 
crinnern. Es ill dies der Gebrauch des Reims, des reiin- 
lofen Iambus imd der Profa. Wie in den edlcren Naturen 
Einficht xind hdhcrcs Gcfiihl beflandig die Obcrliand 
haben, fo fchlaft in den gemeinein datTelbe in fernller 
Tiefe, und giebt kein Zoichen. Aber wenn von auden tlic 
Stiinme des Hdchflendonncrt in ]dt>tzliel\ ubenwfchetuleTn 
Segen Oder Verderben, da cnlbrcnnt amii bei diefen der 
gdttlicbc Fimken, und bricht hervor mit ungcabndeter 
Kraft, in treffendem Wort So biulcn wir bei Shaldpeare 
und Decker den Reim als Organ jener Ixdehllen Lcbenb 
blitze, die reimlofen lambon fur allc anderen unendlich 
mannigfacben GemuthfzufUinde, bis zu dem gcwblmlichen 
gleicligiiltigou hinab, wo dor Menfcli lich gehn lafftj da 
tritt die Profa cin, und ill reebt cigtmtiicb zu I laufe in ilen 
feherzbaften Maffen. Bonn die in deinftdben abge- 
fpiegclic Kcbrfcitc des Lebens katxn inir crfreuliclt und 
bedeutend fein, wenn unbewusft dahintcr wie irn I'raumc 
der Ernft als Folie licgt, und niebt hervortritt mit feinem 
gewiebtigen, gemcfTenen Wort. Diefes fo natiirlicbc Ver* 
baltnifs zwifehender Spracbeund dem Wefen des Dinges 
bat gewifs auch feinen Thei! an dem imeigriimruehea 
WoblgcfaUen, mit welchem wir die Sbakfpoarefcben Er* 
zeugniffc genielTcn. In imfcrm Drama fpricht der niebtige 
Schattc nur den einzigen Vers 

*Docli Herr, dafs es niebt ende jammcriich !' 
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In dcm Augcnblick ifl cr (olinc cs zu wiffcn) nnd daran zn 
glauben, wirklichcr Profct, wie Lichlcnbcrg verficbert, 
dafs dcr gcwohnlicliftc Menfch wenigflcns drei Mai ini 
Jalir cinen genialen Augcnblick habc. Fortimaj Tiigend, 
Laflcr, Ampcdo, Orleans, dagcgen kommen in ihrer Feier- 
lich keit niemals heraus aus den kiinfllich gemcfTencn 
Worten/’(n) 

His next publifhed play was Satiro-majiix, or 
Tlie vntrujfmg of the Humorotts Poet As a per- 
fonal fatire of confiderable pungency direfted 
againft the fuppofed arrogant pretenfions of Ben 
Jonfon, it feems to have enjoyed great popularity. 
In reading it now, more than two centuries after 
the grave has clofed over both the combatants, 
it is impoffible to fupprefs a feeling of forrowful 
wonder that two men fo gifted Ihould have 
proftituted their genius to the expreffion of fuch 
narrow jealoufies and hatreds. 


II Fortunatus und feme Sohne^ erne Zauher'-Tragodie 
vm Thomas Decker* AafgefuJirt im JaJir 1600 vor der 
Konigin EUfabetJu Aus de^n Englifchen von Dr, Fr, 
Wilh. Val, Schmidt, &c, Mit einem An/iang almlicker 
Marclmt dic/es Kre^es^und einer Ahlimidlung uber die 
GeJcImJite von Fortunatus* Berlin, 1819. A German 
edition (Englifh text) of The Shoemaker^s Holiday ap- 
peared a few years ago, with fome interefling notes. The 
title is as follows The Shoemakers Holiday^ or The 
Geutie Craft Nach einem Drucke aus dem Jahre 1618 
neu hermifgegehen von Hermann FHi/che Lehrer am 
Gymnafium zu Thorn , 1862 ” Ff, 67, 
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Ah (h)d ! the petty foids of rhyme' 

'I'hat ihriek and fwent in ]>i.ipny \van» 

Ik'forc the ilouy faa' of Titne, 

And look’d .it by the iilent liars : 

That drain to make an inoh of roenn 
Kor their fweot feivcs, and oaitiud liear 
'Fhe fullcn Lethe rolling* doom 
On them and theirs and all thinits lieref’ 

That Dekkor received provocation no one will 
deny. Unworthy pcrfonalities had been (lirei^led 
aijainfl: him by his brother poet and former col- 
laborator. (12) The Piki(r/hr had I)een flung; like 
a fire-brand among* the wits and witlings, among 
the poets and the fmallcr fry who only afpinxi 
to that name. Dekker was cliofcti as the cham- 
pion of all tlicfc, and actpiittcd himfclf of the 


12 p. 155 of * Henflowtfs Diaryd occurs the fid- 
lowing entry : — 

‘ Lent unto W«t Borne, alles !>irdc. the lo of augufle 
1529, to lend unto Bengemyne Johnfone, aiul thmnas 
DckkerSyin earncfle of ther bookc they are wiittinge, ctillcd 
pagge of plimotlie, the fomc xxxr-d 
This tragedy was founded upon an event of compara- 
tively recent occurrence. The play has been hdh but the 
(lory has come down to ns. The event happeiual in 
February, 1591, and it appears that Ben Jonfon and 
Dekker had fmifhed their tragedy in September, I59<), 
when the lad payment of £6 was made to themd — 
fpearcSocietfs Papers^ vol IL (1S45), 79 * 
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office in a nioft effeftive manner. The elder 
Difracli in his Quarrels of Authors has given the 
following account of the bufinefs, which we quote 
as containing feme juft and careful criticifm : 

This quarrel is a fplcndid inRance how genius of the 
firfl order, lavifliing its fatirical powers on a number of 
contemporaries, may difeover among the crowd, fome 
individual who may return with a right aim the weapon 
he has himfelf ufed, and who will not want for encourage- 
ment to attack the common affailant : the greater genius 
is thus mortified by a viftory conceded to the inferior, 
which he himfelf had taught the meaner one to obtain over 
him 

One of the ^ fereaming graffhoppers held by the wings,' 
boldly turned on the holder with a fcorpion’s bite ; and 
Dekkcr, who had been lafiicd in The Poctajier^ produced 
his Saiiromajlix^ or tJm ’untruJfiHg of the humorous Poet 
Dekkcr was a fubordinale author, indeed ; but, what mufl 
have been very galling to Jonfon, who was the aggreffor, 
indignation proved fuch an infpirer, that Dekkcr feemed 
to have caught fome portion of Jonfon’s own genius, who 
had the art of making even Dekkcr popular ; while he 
difeovered that his own laurel- wreath had been dextroiifly 
changed by the SatiromajUx into a garland of ^ Ringing 
nettles/ 

In The Poetajicr Crifpiniis is the pidure of one of thofe 
impertinent fellows who rcfolve to become Poets, having 
an e(|ual aptitude to become anything that is in fafhion- 
ablc rcqucR. When Hennogenes, the fincR finger in 
Rome, refufed to fing, Crifpmus gladly feizes the occafion, 
and whifpers the lady near him — ‘ Entreat the ladies to 
entreat me to fmg, 1 befccch you.' This charader is 
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marked by a ludicrous peculiarity which turning on an 
individual characteriflic, niuft have affifled the audience 
m the true application. It is probable that Dekker had 
some remarkable head of hair, and that his locks hung not 
like Uhe curls of Hyperion ^(13) for the jewclicr^s wife ad- 
miring among the company, the perfons of Ovid, Tibullus, 
&c., acquaints her that they were poets, and fmcc 

fhe admires them, promifes to become a poet himfeif. The 
fimple lady further inquires, ^ if when he is a poet his 
looks will change ? and particularly if his hair will change, 
and be like thofe gentlemen’s ?’ ^ A man,’ obferves Crif’ 
^inus^ ‘may be a poet, and yet not change his hair.^ 
‘Well 1’ exclaims the fimplc jeweiler’s wife, ‘we fliall fee 
your cunning \ yet if you can change your hair, I pray 
do it’ 

The Satiromajlix may be confidcrcd as a parody on 
The Poetajler. Jonfon, with claffical taflc, had raifed his 
feene in the court of Auguflus : Dekker, with great unhap- 
pinefs, places his in that of William Rufus. The intereil 
of the piece arifes from the dexterity with which Dekker 
has accommodated thofe very characters which Jonfon 
has fatirifed in his Poetajier. This gratified thofe who 
came everyday to the theatre, delighted to take this 
mimetic revenge on the Arch Bard. .... Some cenfured 
Dekker for barrennefs of invention, in bringing on thofe 
charaaers in his own play whom Jonfon had higmatifed ; 
but ‘it was not improper/ he fays, ‘to fet the fame dog 


(13) If the rude woodcut on the title-page ^iDckhePs 
Dream be meant, as feems likely, for the vera ejfigics of 
our poet, it corroborates the above obfervation ; for he is 
there reprefented with very fhaggy locks indeed. 
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Upon Horace, whom Horace had fet to worry others* 
Dekker warmly concludes his fpirited prefatory addrefs 
‘ To the World ’ with defying the Jonfonians. 

In Dekker’s Satiro^najiix Horace junior is fii-fl ex- 
hibited in his lludy, rehearfmg to himfelf an Ode : fud- 
denly the Pindaric rapture is interrupted by the want of a 
rhyme ; this is fatirically applied to an unlucky line of 
Ben Jonfon's own. One of his fons^ Afinius Bubo, who is 
blindly woidhipping his great idol, or his Ningle, as he 
calls him, amid his admiration of Horace, perpetually 
breaks out into digreffive accounts of what fort of a man 
his friends take him to be. For one Horace in wrath pre- 
pares an epigram ; and for Cri/pmus and Fannius^ brother 
bards, who threaten ‘ they’ll bring your life and death on 
the flage, as a bricklayer in a play,’ he fays, ‘ I can bring 
a prepared troop of gallants, who, for my fake, fhall 
diflafte every unfalted line in their fly-blown comedies.’ 
‘ Ay,’ replies Afinius, ‘ and all men of my rank !’ Crifpmns 
Horace calls ^ a light voluptuous reveller,’ and Fannins 
^ the flightell cobweb-lawn piece of a poet’ Both enter, 
and Horace receives them with all friendfhip. The fcene 
is here condu6led not without Ikill. To the complaints 
of the querulous fatiriil, Cri/pinus replies with dignified 
gravity, at which the gaUed Horace winces. Fannins 
too joins, and fliows Ben the abfurd oaths he takes, when 
he fwears to all parties that he does not mean them. 
Horace is awkwardly placed between thefe two friendly 
remonllrants, to whom he promifes perpetual love. 

Captain Tucca, a dramatic perfonage in Jonfon’s 
Poetajier, and a copy of his own Bobadil, is here con- 
tinued with the fame fpirit ; and as that charadler per-* 
mitted from the extravagance of its ribaldry, it is now 

b 2 
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made the vehicle for thofe more perfonal retorts, exhibiting- 
the fecret hiflory of Ben, which perhaps twitted the great 
bard more than the keenefl wit, or the moil folemn 
admonition which Dekker could ever attain. Jonfon had 
cruelly touched on Dekker being out at elbows, and made 
himfelf too merry with the hiflrionic tribe : he who was 
himfelf a poet, and had been a Thefpian ! 

The greatnefs of Ben’s genius is by no means denied 
by his rivals ; and Dekker makes Fannius reply with 
noble feelings, and in an elevated hrain of poetry.” 

In the following year (1603) a play was pub- 
lifhed anonymonily, of which Dekker is fup- 
pofed to have written the principal portion, his 
affiftants being Haughton and Chettle. This is 
entitled The Comodie of Patient Griffil (14). 
From internal evidence there is little doubt that 
he had a fhare in it ; though, as the printed 
copy is entirely filent as to the authorfliipy 
which only refts on fome vague entries in 
Henflowe’s Diary, (15) this play has not been 

14 The Pleafant Comodie of Patient Grisfdl. As it 
hath beene fimdrie thnes lately plaid by the right honor-- 
able the Earle of Nottmgha?n {Lord high Admirall) his 
feruants. London. Imprinted for Henry Rocket, and 
are to be folde at the long Shop vnder S, Mildreds Church 
in the Poultry. 1603. 

15 December 19th 1599, and again 26th Dec. pay- 
ments were made to Dekker, Chettle and Haughton, and 
on 28th Dec. a feparate payment to Dekker. 
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included in the prefent colledlion. The following 
Song, however, has decidedly the ring of Dek- 
ker about it : — 

Art thou poore yet haft thou golden Slumbers : 

Oh ftveet content ! 

Art thou rich yet is thy minde perplexed ? 

Oh punniftiment. 

Doft thou laugh to fee how fooles are vexed ? 

To ad to golden numbers, golden numbers. 

0 fweet content, o fweet &c. 

Worke apace, apace, apace, apace, 

Honeft labour beares a louely face, 

Then hey noney, noney : hey noney, noney. 

Canft drinke the waters of the Crifped fpring, 

0 fweet content ! 

Swim^ft thou in wealth, yet fmckft in thine owne teares, 
O punniftiment. 

Then hee that patiently want’s burden beares, 

No burden beares, but is a King, a King. 

O fweet content, &c. 

Worke apace, apace, &c. 

The following pretty lullaby Song was proba- 
bly alfo written by Dekker ; — 

Golden ftumbers kiffe your eyes, 

Smiles awake you when you rife : 

Sleepe pretty wantons doe not cry, 

And I will ftng a lullabie, 

Rocke them rocke them lullabie. 

Care is heauy therefore fleepe you, 

You are care and care muft keep you : 
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Slcepc pretty wantons doc not cry. 

And I will fing a lullabie, 

Rocke them rockc them lullabie. 

In 1604 appeared the firft part of that beauti- 
ful play which moft critics have agreed in confi- 
dering as Dekker’s mafterpiece. As Mr. Swin- 
burne has faid in regard to one of the fineft 
plays of Ford, ^^it is fomewhat unfortunate 
that its very title fliould found fo ftrangely 
in the ears of a generation whofe ears are 
the chafteft part about them ” (16) Although 
the name of Dekkcr ftands alone on the title- 
page of all the editions of The Honeji Whore, 
an entry in Henflowe’s Diary, corroborated by 
fome internal evidence, would feem to imply that 
in the compofition of at any rate the firft part of 
the play he received fome aid from Thomas 
Middleton, with whom he is known to have 
written conjointly on two other occafions, Mr, 
Dyce has accordingly affumed a joint author- 


16 Fortnightly Review, July, 1871, p.43. By the bye, it is 
curious and worthy of mention, as indicative of a contem- 
plated change of title afterwards abandoned, that fheet E 
of the fmgularly corredl and interefling edition of 1605^ 
has the head-line of The Conner ted Courtizau through- 
out 
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ihip in both parts, and has included them in his 
edition of Middleton’s works, though he admits 
that that writer’s fhare in the play was probably 
infignificant. (17) 

Confidering, however, that the year before, 
when Middleton contributed a fpeech of only 
fixty lines to his Magnificent Entertainment 
given to King J antes ^ (1603) Dekker had gone 
out of his way to acknowledge the obliga- 
tion, (i 8) I fhould be inclined to think the aid 
given in the prefent cafe was of a very limited 
charafter, and was probably confined to a few 
fuggeftions on the general condudt and ground- 
work of the play ; that at any rate it did not 
extend far enough to caft a doubt on Dekker’s 
creation and authorfhip of thofe beautiful fcenes 
and charadiers of which Hazlitt has fpoken 


jy cdOf The Roaring Gzrly I believe that Middleton wrote 
by far the greater portion ; but of the two other plays 
which he produced in conjunction with Dekker — the Firfl 
and Second Parts of TheHotie/l Whore — I have no doubt 
that his fliare is comparatively fmail.’^ — Dyce’s Accotmf 
of Middleton and his Works, Lond. 1840 (Vol. L, Ivi.). 

1 8 “If there be any glorie to be won by writing thefe 
lynes, I doe freelie beftow it (as his due) on Tho, Middle- 
ton, in whofe braine they were begotten, though they were 
deliuered here : Qum nos non fecimns ipfi, vix ea nodra 
vocoT—-^, 331. 
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with fo much enthufiafm. I am moil anxiou.^; 
to cftablifh this point in the reader’s mind, 
more efpecially bccaufe in the plays which 
Dckker afterwards avowedly wrote in conjunc- 
tion with Webfter, Middleton, Maffmger, and Ford, 
it has been the fafliion from the time of Lang- 
baine down to that of Gifford and Dyce, to 
attribute to him all the coarfe and carelefs 
fcenes, and to aflign all the tender and poetical 
paffages to his collaborators, and thus to rob 
him of fome of his chief claims to our con- 
fideration as a dramatic writer. (19) 

The Second part of The Honeji Whore does 


19 “Thomas Dekker,” fays old Gerard Langbainc, 
“ was more famous for the contention he had with Ben 
J onfon for the Bays, than for any great Reputation he had 
gained by his own Writings. Yet even in that age, he 
wanted not his Admirers nor his Friends amongfl the 
Poets : in which number I reckon the Ingenious Mr. 
Richard Brome ; who always ftyled him by the title of 
F ather. He clubbed with Webber in writing Three Plays ; 
and with Rowley and Ford in another : and I think I may 
venture to fay, that thefe Plays as far exceed thofe of his 
own Brain, as a platted Whipcord exceeds a fmgle Thread 
in ftrength. Of thofe which he writ alone I know none of 
much ebeem, except The Untrujfmg of the Humorous 
Poet, and that chiefly on account of the Subjea of it, 
miiich was the witty Ben Jonfon. Of Fortunatus I can 
give no other account than that I once barely faw it, and 
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not feem to have been printed until 1630 ; (20) 
at any rate no earlier edition is known to exift. 
As, however, the two plays fucceed each other 
in proper and natural fequence, we have de- 
parted in this inftance from our otherwife uni- 
form chronological order of arrangement 

Of TIu Honeji Whore Hazlitt, in his LcSlures 
on the Dramatic Literature of the Age of Eliza- 
beth^ writes in the following terms : — 

Old honefl Dekker’s Signior Orlando Frifcobaldo I 
fhall never forget ! I became only of late acquainted with 


(that it) is printed in quarto " — G brard Langbaine : 
Account of the EngliJIi Dramaiick Poets, Oxford, 1691, 
p. 121. 

What are we to think of the valtie of a man’s criticifm 
who pronounces fo fweeping a judgment on works that he 
admits he has never read. 

20 The text is very corrupt, as is alfo that of the later 
editions of the firfl: part. Into the firft edition of this 
(1604) fome ferious errors had crept, which were corredled 
in the excellent edition of 1605 (one of the moll immacu- 
late of Elizabethan plays in regard to accuracy of print- 
ing, and evidently fuperintended by the author himfelf). 
The later editions, however, repeated all the errors of the 
firH, and gathered a good many more by the way (efpe- 
cially that of 1635). Mr. Dyce was the firft to point out 
the exiftence and peculiarities of the edition of 1605, 
which appears to be of extraordinary rarity. It has, of 
courfe, formed the bafis of our own text. 
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this lafl-mentioned worthy characfler ; but the barg-ain be- 
tween us is, I truft, for life. We fometimes re; 4 ret that we 
had not fooner met with characlcrs like this, that feem to 

raife, revive, and give a new zefl to our being 

The execution is, throughout, as exa6l as the conception 
is new and mallerly. There is the lead colour poffible 
ufed ; the pencil drags ; the canvas is almofl fecn through : 
but then, w^hat precifion of outline, what truth and purity 
of tone, what firmnefs of hand, what marking of charac- 
ter 1 The words and anfwers all along are fo tnie and 
pertinent, that we feem to fee the geflures, and to hear the 
tone with which they are accompanied. So when Or- 
lando, difguifed, fays to his daughter, ^You’ll forgive me,' 
and fhe replies, ‘ I am not marble, I forgive you i or 
again, when fhe introduces him to her husband, faying 
fimply, ‘ It is my father,’ there needs no flagc-diredlion 
to fupply the relenting tones of voice or cordial franknefs 
of manner with which thefe words are fpoken. Tt is as if 
there were fome fine art to chifcl thought, and to embody 
the inmofl movements of the mind in every-day adliohs 
and familiar fpeech. Simplicity and extravagance of flyle, 
homelinefs and quaintnefs, tragedy and comedy, . inter- 
changeably fet their hands and feais to this admirable 
produclion. We find the fimplicity of profe with the graces 
of poetry. The flalk grows out of the ground ,* but the 
flowers fpread their flaunting leaves in the air. The mix- 
ture of levity in the chief charadfer befpeaks the bitter- 
nefs from which it feeks relief ; it is the idle echo of fixed 
defpair, jealous of obfervation or pity. The farcafm 
quivers on the lip, while the tear fiands congealed on the 
eyelid. This ‘ tough fenior,^ this impradli cable old gentle- 
man, foftens into a little child ; this choke-pear melts in 
the mouth like mai-malade. In fpite of his refolute pi*o- 
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fefilons of mifantliropy, he watches over his daughter 
with kindly folicitude ; plays the careful houfewife ; broods 
over her lifelefs hopes ; nurfes the decay of her huiband^s 
fortune, as he had fupported her tottering infancy ; faves 
the high-flying Matheo from the gallows more than once, 
and is twice a father to them. The flory has all the 
romance of private life, all the pathos of bearing up 
againft filent grief, all the tendemefs of concealed affec- 
tion : there is much forrow patiently borne, and then 
comes peace. Bellafront, in the two parts of this play 
taken together, is a mofl: interefling charadler. It is an 
extreme, and I am afraid almofl an ideal cafe. She gives 
the play its title, turns out a true penitent, that is, a prac- 
tical one, and is the model of an exemplary wife. The 
change of her relative pofition, with, regard to Hippolito, 
who, in the firft part, in the fanguine enthufiafm of youth- 
ful generofity, has reclaimed her from vice, and in the 
fecond part, his own faith and love of virtue having been 
impaired with the progrefs of years, tries in vain to lure 
her back again to her former follies, has an effe6l the moft 
llriking and beautiful. The pleadings on both fides, for 
and againfl female faith and conflancy are managed vuth 
great polemical (kill, afflfted by the grace and vmdnefs of 
poetical illuflration. As an inftance of the manner in which 
Bellafront fpeaks of the miferies of her former fituation, I 
might give the lines in which fhe contrails the different 
regard fhewn to the modefl or the abandoned of her fex. 

- . . Perhaps this fort of appeal to matter of fact and 
popular opinion, is more convincing than the fcholaflic 
fubtleties of the Lady in Comus. The manner too in which 
Infelice, the wife of Hippolito, is made acquainted with 
her hufband's infidelity, is finely dramatic ; and in the 
fcene where fhe convidls him of his injuflicc, by taxing 
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herfelf with incontinence firft, and then turning his moll 
galling reproaches to her into upb raidings againfl his own 
condufl, fhe acquits herfelf with infinite fpirit and addrefs* 
The contrivance by which, in the firft part, after being 
fuppofed dead, (he is reftored to life, and married to Hip- 
polito, though perhaps a little far-fetched, is affe<fling and 
romantic. There is uncommon beauty in the Duke her 

father’s defeription of her hidden illnefs 

Candido, the good-natured man of this play, is a charac- 
ter of inconceivable quaintnefs and ftmplicity. His pati- 
ence and good-humour cannot be difturbed by anything. 
The idea (for it is nothing but an idea) is a droll one, and 

is well fupported The fudden turn of the cha- 

rader of Candido, on his fecond marriage, is, however, 
as amufing as it is unexpedled. 

‘‘Matheo, the * high-flying’ hufband of Bellafront, is 
a mafterly portrait, done with equal eafe and effed. He 
is a perfon almoft without virtue or vice, that is, he is in 
ftridnefs without any moral principle at all. He has no 
malice againft others, and no concern for himfelf. He is 
gay, profligate, and unfeeling, governed entirely by the im- 
pulfe of the moment, and utterly recklefs of confequences. 
His exclamation, when he gets a new fuit of velvet, or a 
lucky run on the dice, ‘ Do we not fly high,’ is an anfwer 
to all arguments. Puniftiment or advice has no more effed 
upon him, than upon the moth that flies into the candle. 
He is only to be left to his fate. Orlando faves him from 
it, as we do the moth, by fnatching it out of the flame? 
throwing it out of the window, and fliutting down the 
cafement upon it.” 

In comparing the genius of Dekker and Web- 
fter, he adds : — - 
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Dekker has, I think, more truth of chara<5ler, more 
inftin6live depth of fentiment, more of the unconfcious 
fimplicity of nature. He excels in giving expreffion to 
certain habitual, deeply-rooted feelings, which remain 
pretty much the fame in all circumllances, the fimple un- 
compounded elements of nature and paffion.” 

The Whore of Babylon^ which followed in 
1607, is perhaps the worft and leaft interefting 
of Dekker’s dramatic pieces. The allegory is 
without fitnefs or beauty, the introduflion of 
Queen Elizabeth, under the name of Titania, is 
clumfily managed ; the perfonification of Time, 
Truth, and Plain-dealing is equally fo. There is 
no dramatic unity or intereft, no infight into 
charafter, no beauty of dialogue. The fpeeches 
are either bald and profaic, or fwell into turgid 
bombaft. The introdudlion of the Spanifh 
Armada is at once heavy and ridiculous. That 
this dull effufion of loyalty may have given 
pleafure at the time, is likely enough ; but no 
one will read it now except for the fake of its 
antiquarian intereft. The only fcenes in any 
way relieved from the general infipidity are 
thofe in which Plain-dealing defcribes to Truth 
the fafliions of the city; and here and there 
throughout the play one comes on a line or two 
of poetry flafhing out for a moment in the 
darknefs. 

In the fame year {1607) appeared the three 
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plays written conjointly by Dckkcr and Webftci; 
viz., Wefiward Hoe^ Northward Hoe, and Sir 
Thomas Wj/at. The firft two have little to dif- 
tinguifli them from the ordinary comedies of the 
time ; and the latter, whatever merit it may 
have poffeffed in its original form, has been fo 
mutilated by the tranferiber or by the printer as 
to poffefs fcarcely any value. 

In his next dramatic produdlion, The Roaring 
Girle (i6i i), Dekker was affociated with Middle- 
ton, who, as we have feen, in the opinion of Mr, 
Dyce, wrote the larger lhare of this play. Mid- 
dleton’s name is printed firft on the title-page, if 
that be any criterion, and the Preface is figned by 
him : it is certain, however, that there are many 
places where the hand of Dekker may clearly be 
recognifed. 

In 1612 Dekker was employed to write the 
Mayoralty Pageant, which he entitled Troia 
Nova Triumphans: London Triumphing. In 
the fame year appeared his play entitled If it be 
not good, the Dmell is in it ; to which much the 
fame remarks apply as we have already made 
refpedling The Whore of Babylon. The begin- 
ning of this play (obferves Langbaine) feems to 
be written in imitation of MachiaveFs novel, 
Belphegor, where Pluto fummons the devils to 
council. 
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From 1613 to 1616 we learn, on the authority 
of Oldys, that Dekker was in King’s Bench 
Prifon. In connexion with this circumftance, an 
interefting letter has been preferved in the 
archives of Dulwich College. Mr. Payne Col- 
lier, in his Memoirs of Alleyn,’' writes as 
follows : — 

“ By the autumn of 1616, the conllruflion of Dulwich 
College, which Alleyn named ^^The College of God’s 
gift,” mull have been confiderably advanced, and ready 
for the reception of fome of the objecfls of the founder’s 
bounty. At this date Alleyn received a letter from one 
of Shakefpeare^s moll popular and diftinguifhed con- 
temporaries, — Thomas Dekker. He -was a playwright 
of great celebrity fome years before the death of Queen 
Elizabeth, and had written moll of his pieces for com- 
panies with which Alle^m and Henllowe were connedled. 
Like many of his class, he feems to have been a man of 
carelefs habits, as regarded his pecuniary affairs, living 
from hand to mouth, by turns affluent and needy, and 
fupplying his preffing wants by the produce of his prolific 
pen. At the date of the following communication he was 
a prifoner in the King’s Bench ; and it was, no doubt, 
intended to induce Alleyn to make him a prefent in re- 
turn for fome enclofed verfes in praife of charity,” and 
in celebration of the benevolent work which was now ap- 
proaching completion. The verfes themfelves have not 
furvived, but the letter containing them has : — 

To my W'orthy and woril. freind Edw. Allin Efquier, 

at his houfe at DuHidge. 

Sr 

“ Out of that refpedl wch I ever caryed to yo^^ 
Worth (now heigiitned by a Pillar of yo^ owne ere( 5 lmg) 
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doe I fend theis poore teftimonies of a more rich Affedion. 
I am glad (yf I bee the Firft) that I am the firh to Confe- 
crate to Memory (yf at leafl you fo embrace it) So noble 
and pious a Work, as This, yo^ lafl and woithiefl is. A 
paffionate defire of expreffmg gladnes to See Goodnes fo 
well delivered having bm long in labour in the world 
made mee thus far to venture. And it befl becomes mee 
to Sing any thing in praife of Charity, becaufe, albeit I 
have felt few handes warme thorough that complexion, 
yett imprifonment may make me long for them. Yf any 
thing in my Eulogium (or Praife) of you and yo’^ noble 
A£l bee offenfive, lett it be excufed becaufe I live amongft 
the Gothes and Vandalls, where Barbaroufnes is predomi- 
nant. Accept my will howfoever And mee 

‘‘ Ready to doe you any fcrvice 

‘‘Tho. DEKKER. 

King^s Bench Sept 12. 1616.’^ 

It is to be regretted that Dekker’s tribute to 
Alleyn has fhared the fate of many things he 
and his contemporaries compofed. Few things 
in the long and honourable annals of Dulwich 
College would poffefs greater intereft. We need 
entertain little doubt that Alleyn took fteps to 
relieve his old friend’s neceffities ; and as it is 
ftated that Dekker was releafed from prifon in 
the very year his letter bears date, it may not be 
too much to fuppofe that Alleyn had a hand 
in his liberation. (21) 


21 Memoirs of Edward Alleyn^ Founder of Dulwich 
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A fubfequeiit undated letter from Dekker 
to Alleyn, exifling among the papers at Dul- 
wich, may here be added : — 

“ I give you thanks for the lall remembrance of 
your love. I write nowe, not poetically, but as an orrator, 
not by w’aye of declamation, but by petition, that you would 
be pleafed, upon my lovinge 1)0) es, to receave a yong man 
(fonn to a worthie yeoman of Kent here prifoner) able by 
his owne meanes to mayntayne himfelfe, whofe fortunes 
will anfwere itt. Hee is a yonge man lovinge you, beinge 
of your name, and deiires no greater happines than to 
depend upon [you]. You fhaii doe mee much honor if you 
thinke him fitt to ferve you as a fervant, and him much 
love, becaufe of your name, to receave. The yonge man 
is of good parts, both of bodie and mynd. I knowe you 
refpe£l fuch a one, and I would not (upon that reputation 
I hold with you) offer a fervant to bee unwortliie of your 
attendance. If you pleafe to receave him upon my 
commendation and your owne tryall, I fliall tliinck my 
ielfe beholden to you, and you, as I hope, no waye repent 
the receavinge of fuch a fervant of your owne name. Soe 
I reft 

‘‘Your lovinge freind 


“ Tho. Dekker.’' 


When Dekker before made an appeal to 


College^ including feme new Pariiculars refpeMing Shake-- 
fpearej Ben Jonfon^ Majfingcr, Marjion^ Dekker, &*e. By 
J. Payne Collier, F.S.A. Lond. Printed for the Shake- 
fpeare Society, 1S4T, pp. 130— *132. 
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Alleyn’s known liberality, and fent him fomc 
laudatory verfes, he was in confinement in the 
King’s Bench, and we fee that he was again a. 
prifoner when he introduced a young man to 
Alleyn’s notice as a fervant The expreffion, 

I give you thanks for the laft remembrance of 
your love,” warrants the conclufion that Alleyn 
had fent pecuniary affiftance to Dekker on more 
than one previous occaffion. Refpedling the 
date of the letter, we can give no information, 
and the back of the fiieet having been torn off, 
the addrefs has been loft; but, confidering its 
contents and the place where it was found, there 
can be no doubt at all on the latter point (22). 

After his releafe from prifon, Dekker appears 
to have been occupied with fome of his innu- 
merable profe pamphlets. His name is not 
connedled with any new play until 1622, when 
The Virgin-Martyr^ written conjointly with 
Maffinger, appeared. Gifford has endeavoured 
to claim for Maffinger nearly all the ferious 
paffages of this play, and to fatten on Dekker 
the ftigma of having contributed all the coarfer 
feenes. Other critics have judged very diffe- 
rently. The reader fhall hear both fides of the 
queftion, and form his own opinion. 


(23) Memoirs of Alleyn^ pp, 185, s86. 
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“It fhould be obferved/' fays Giffordj “ in juflice to onr 
old plays, that few or rather none of them, are contami- 
nated with fuch deteflabie ribaldry as the prefent one. To 
“ low wit,^' or indeed to wit of any kind, it has not the 
flighted pretenfion \ being, in facl, nothing more than a 
ioathfome footerkin engendered of hlth and dulnefs. It 
was evidently the author s defign to perfonify Lujl and 
Drunkennefs in the characters of Hircius and Spungius, 
and this may account for the ribaldry in which they in- 
dulge. That hlaffmger is not free from dialogues of low 
wit and buffoonery (though certainly he is much more fo 
than his contemporaries) may readily be granted ; but 
the perfon who, after perufmg this execrable trafh, can 
imagine it to bear any refemblance to his ftyle and man- 
ner, mufl have read him to very little purpofe. It was 
afluredly written by Dekker, as was the reft of this adl, in 
which there is much to approve. 

On the paffage beginning — 

Dor. My hooke and taper (vol. iv. p. 26), 

he obferves : — 

“ What follows, to the end of the fcene, is exquifttely 
beautiful. Wliat pity that a man fo capable of intcrefting 
our beft paffions (for I am perfuaded that this alfo was 
written by Dekker) fhould proftitute his genius and his 
judgment to the production of what could only difgrace 
himfelf, and difguft his reader. 

And he concludes : — 

“ With a negleCl of precifton which pervades all the 
arguments of Mr. Monck Mafon, he declares it is eafy to 
diftinguifh the hand of Dekker from that of Maffmger, 

c 2 
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yet finds a difficulty in appropriating their mod charac- 

tcndic language With icfpc 61 to the feenes 

between the two buffoons, it would be an injury to the 
name of Maffingcr to wafle a fingle argument in proving 
them not to be his. In faying this I am adlualcd by no 
hoflility to Dekker, who in this Play has many paffages 
which evince that he wanted not talents to rival, if he 
had pleafed, his friend and affociatc.^^ 

To this Mr. Kingfley rejoins : — 

“ Every pains has been taken to prove that the indecent 
feenes in the play were not written by IVlaffingcr, but by 
Dekker : on what grounds we know not. We arc aware 
of no canons of internal criticifm which will enable us to 
decide, as boldly as Mr. Gifford docs, that all the 
indecency is DekkePs, and all the poetry MaffingcPsP(23) 

A recent writer on the Minor Elizabethan 
Dramatifts,” obferves : — 

To prove how much finer, in its effcncc, his genius 
was than the genius of fo eminent a dramatifl as Maffin- 
gcr, we only need to compare MaffmgePs portiuns of the 
play of The Virgin Martyr with DekkePs. The fcenc 
between Dorothea and Angelo, in which flic recounts her 
firil meeting with him as a “ fwccl-faced beggar-boy/’ and 
the fccne in which Angelo brings to Thcophilus the 
basket of fruit and flowers which Dorothea has plucked 
in Paradife, are inexpreffibly beautiful in their exquifite 


23 Charles Kingsley : Plays and Puritans. (Mif- 

cellanies, 1859, vol. ii. p. 114.) 
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fubtlety of imagination and artlefs elevation of fenti- 
ment.'^ (24) 

But a ftill better and earlier authority has 
fettled the queftion. In his Specimens of the 
Elizabethan Dramatifts, Charles Lamb extracts 
the fcene between Angelo and Dorothea, and 
fays : 

This fcene has beauties of fo very high an order that, 
with all my refpedl for Maffmger, I do not think he had 
poetical enthufiafm capable of fumifhing them. His affo- 
ciate Dekker, who wrote Old Fortunatus^ had poetry 
enough for anything. The very impurities which obtrude 
themfelves among the fweet pieties of this play have a 
llrength of contrail, a racinefs, and a glow in them, which 
are above Maffmger. They fet off the religion of the 
rell.^^ 

In 1628 and 1629 Dekker was, for two fucceffive 
years employed to write the Mayoralty Pageants 
Britannia! s Honor and London's Tempe are the 
rareft, though certainly far from the beft of his 
pieces. In 1631 appeared the Tragi-Comedy called^ 
Match mee in London, the plot of which is thus 
sketched in Genefte’s Bijlory of the Stage : — 

Tormiella is the daughter of Malevento — her father 
had promifed her to Gazetto — fhe elopes from Cordova 
with Cordolente — they are married — ^he is a citizen and 


24 Atlantic Monthly^ December, 1867, p. 697. 
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fliopkecpcr of Seville — Malcvento and Gazette) follow 
them to Seville — the King’s Procurefs tells him of Tor- 
miella — he vifits her in difgaife, and falls in love with her 
— he fends for her to court, and makes her one of the 
Queen’s attendants—the Queen is offended and jealous of 
Toimiella — the King endeavours to debauch Tormiclla — 
fhe continues firm in her attachment to her husband — at 
the conclufion, the King refiores her to Cordolente, and 
is reconciled to the Queen. There is an underplot — Don 
John, the King’s brother, wants to obtain the crown — in 
the lafl feene he renounces his ambitious views, and gains 
the King’s pardon. The title feems to be a challenge 
to match Tormiella in London, if one can — the King 
concludes the play with faying that Tormiella has no 
parallel.” 

In 1632 Dckker prefixed fomc commendatory 
verfes to Richard Brome’s comedy of llic North-^ 
ern Laffc. 

TO MY SONNE BROME AND PUS LASSE* 
Which, then of Both ihail I commend ? 

Or Thee (that art my Sonne and Friend) 

Or Her, by Thee begot ? A Girlc 
Twice worth the Cleopatrian Pearlc. 

No : ’tis not fit for Me to Grace 
Thee, who art Mine ; and to thy Face. 

Yet I could fay, the merriefi Mayd 
Among the Nine, for Thee has iayd 
A Ghyrlond by ; and lieres to fee 
Pied Ideots tcarc the Daphnean Tree ; 

Putting their Eyes out with thofe Boughes 
With which Shee bids me deck thy Browes. 
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But what I bring fhall crowne thy Daughter 
(My grand child) who (though full of laughter) 

Is Chaft and Witty to the Time ; 

Not Lumpifh Cold, as is her Clime 
By Phoebus Lyre, Thy Northern Laffe 
Our Southern proudeft Beauties paffe : 

Be louiaii with thy Bra^uies (her mother; 

And helpe her (Dick) to fuch Another. 

THO. DEKKER. 

Of T/ie Wonder of a Kingdom^ publiflied in 
1636, the German critic(25) already quoted fpeaks 
as follows : 

Das gewaltige Jugendfeuerj welches den Fortunatus 
durch”dringt, ill in diefem Drama erlofchen. Beilandiger 
Mangel an den erllcn Bedurfniffen des Lebens, Neid 
feiner Fcinde, vielieicht eigene Schwache und Siinde ver- 
bunden mit dem Alter, fcheinen die Kraft des fo viel ver- 
fprechendeii Mannes gebrochen zu haben. Mit Wehmuth 
erinnern ivir uns bei diefer Gelegenheit der Worte ienes 
Dichters : 

Nicht blofs erbleichen junge Rofenwangen, 

Dem Geifl aucli drohfs, dafs er fich iiberlebe 

Hazlitt, however, fpeaks of the characler of 
lacomo Gentili in this play as “ that truly ideal 
charafter of a magnificent patron,” 

The two remaining plays of Dekker, written 
in conjun6;ion with '¥otA~The Sufis Darling 


25 Dr. Schmidt, ubt fnpra. 
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and The Witch of Edmonton — were not publiflicd 
until fome years after liis death — the former in 
1656, and the latter in 1658. 

Of The Suns Darling Gifford writes as fol- 
lows : — 

I know not on what authority Langbaine fpeaks [we 
have feen in another cafe on what a {lender one] ; but he 
expreffly attributes the greater part of this moral mafque 
to Ford. As far as concerns the laft two adls, I agree 
with him ; and a long and clear examination of this poet’s 
manner enables me to fpeak with fome degree of confi- 
dence. But I trace Dekkcr perpetually in the other three 
ads, and through the whole of the comic part. 1 think 
well of this poet, and fliould panfc before I admitted the 
inferiority of his genius — as far, at lead, as imagination is 
concerned — to that of Ford: but his rough vigour and 
his irregular metre generally enable us to mark the line 
between him and his more harmonious coadjutor.” 

He remarks thus on The Witch of Edmon- 
ton : — 

‘Ht is very eafy to fneer at the fupernaturai portions of 
this play — which I confider creditable to the talents and 
feelings of both poets. I believe in witchcraft no more 
than the critics ; neither, perhaps, did Ford and Dckker, 
but they dealt with thofe who did ; and we are Icfs con- 
cerned with the vifionary creed of our forefathers than 
with the skill and dexterity of thofe who wrote in con- 
formity to it, and the moral or ethical maxims which they 
enable us to draw from it. 
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The ferious part of this drama is fweetly witten. 
The chara6ler of Sufan is delineated in Ford’s [?] hap> 
piefl manner ; pm*e, aifedlionate, confiding, faithful, and 
forgiving ; anxious as a wife to prove her love, but fearful 
to offend, there is a mixture of waimth and pudency in 
her language, particularly in the concluding fcene of the 
fecond act, wliich cannot fail to pleafe the mofl faflidious 
reader. Winnifride is only fecond to her unfortunate 
rival ; for, though highly culpable before marriage, fhe 
redeems her charadler as a wife, and infenfibly fleals upon 
our pity and regard. Even Katherine, with any other 
filler, would not pafs unnoticed. 

Carter is no unfair reprefentative of the refpecTable 
yeoman (freeholder) of thofe days; and his frank and 
independent conduct is well contrafled with that of Banks, 
a fmall farmer, as credulous and ignorant as his labourers, 
pofitive, overbearing, and vindicative. The character of 
Sir Arthur Clarington is fuflained with care and ability. 
Terrified, but noi reclaimed from his profligacy by the 
law, he is ever 3 'where equally odious, and ends the fame 
mean, heartlefs, avaricious wretch he fhowed himfelf at 
difl. 


Of the two plays,” fays Mr. Swinburne, which bear 
conjointly the names of Ford and Dekker, The Sub^s 
D arlmg is evidently, as Gifford calls it, a ‘ piece of patch- 
work^ haflily flitched up for fome momentary purpofe ; I 
fufpedl that the tw’o poets did not work together on it, but 
that our prefent text is merely a recaft by Ford of an 
earlier mafque by Dekker : probably, as Mr. Collier has 
fuggefted, his loll play of Phaeton, for which w’e might be 
glad to exchange the ^ loop’d and uindow’d nakedness’ of 
this ragged verfion. In tliofe parts which are plainly 
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remnants of Dekker’s handiwork there are fomc fcattcrcd 
lines of great fweetnefs, fuch as thofe of lament for the 
dead fpring. For the latter feeneSj as Gifford obfci veSj it 
is clear that Ford is in the main rcfponfible j the intrufion 
in the hflh a6l of political fatire and adulation is lingularly 
perverfe and infelicitous. In the opcning-fccnc, alfo, be- 
tween Ray bright and the Priefl of the Sun, I recognife 
the moral tone and metrical regulation of Ford’s verfe. 
Whatever the original may have been— and it was pro- 
bably but a thin and hafly piece of work — it has doubtlefs 
fuffered from the incongruous matter ioofely fewn on to 
it ; and the mafquc as it {lands is too lax and incoherent 
in flriuflure to be worth much as a fample of its flight 
kind, or to fhew if there was anything of more fignificance 
or value in the firfl conception. 

The Witch of Edmonton is a play of rare beauty and 
importance both on poetical and focial grounds. It is 
perhaps the firfl protefl of the flage againfl the horrors 
and brutalities of vulgar fupcrftition ; a protefl all the 
more precious for the abfolute faith in witchcraft and 
devilry which goes hand in hand with compaffion for the 
inflruments as well as the vidlims of magic. . . . Vidor 
Hugo could hardly fhow a more tender and more bitter 
pity for the fordid and grovelling agonies of outcafl old 
age and reprobate mifery, than that which fills and fires 
the fpeech of the wretched hag from the firfl fccne where 
fhe appears gathering flicks to warm herfelf, fiarved, 
beaten, lamed and bent double with blows, pitiable and 
terrible in her fierce abjedion, to the lafl moment when 
fhe is led to execution through the roar of the rabble. In 
all this part of the play I trace the hand of Dekker ; his 
intimate and familiar fcience of wretchednefs, his great 
and gentle fpirit of compaffion for the poor and fuffering, 
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with whom his own lot in life was fo often cafl, in prifon 
and out The two chief foliloquies of Mother Sawyer, 
her firft and iafl invocations of the familiar, are noble 
famples of his paffionate dramatic power ; their flyie has 
a fiery impulfe and rapidity quite unlike the ufual manner 
of his colleague* . . . The part of Sufan is one of Dekker s 
moil beautiful and delicate fludies ; in three fhort fcenes 
he has given an image fo perfecl in its fimpie fweetnefs as 
hardly to be overmatched outfide the galleiy of Shake- 
fpeare’s women. The tender frefhnefs of his pathos, its 
plain frank qualities of grace and ftrength, never fhowed 
themfeives with purer or more powerful effecl than here ; 
the afterfeene where Frank’s guilt is difeovered has the 
fame force and vivid beauty. The interview of Frank 
with the difguifed Winnifrede in this feene may be com- 
pared by the {ludent of dramatic ftyle with the parting of 
the fame characlers at the clofe ; the one has all the 
poignant fmiplicity of Dekker, the other all the majeftic 
energy of Ford. The rough buffoonery and horfeplay of 
the clown and the familiar we may probably fet down to 
Dekkeffs account ; there is not much humour or meaning 
in it, but it is livelier and iefs offenfive than mofl of Ford’s 
attempts in that line.”(26) 


The precife date of Dekker’s death is as un- 
certain as that of his birth ; but “ we hear nothing 
of him,” fays Mr. Collier, “after 1638, and he is 
fuppofed to have died before the Civil Wars.” 

The only portrait of Dekker known to exift 


26 Fortnightly Review. Art. on John Ford by A. 
C. Swinburne, July 1871, pp. 55 — 57. 
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is in a rude woodcut on the title-page of Dckkcr 
his Drcajuc : Lend. 162c. 

Mr. HalHwell, in the preface to his reprint 
(i860) of this pamphlet, fays : “There can be 
but little doubt that the woodcut on the title- 
page contains a genuine portrait of Dekker ; and, 
as fuch, it is of great intere/l.’’ 

Some brief notices of a few of Dekker's profe 
produ6lions, extracted from Mr. Payne Collier’s 
Bibliographical Account of the Rarcf Books in the 
Englijh LanguagCy may be not without intereft 
here : — 

The (unique) tradl entitled Warres, Warres, 
WarreSy 1628, i2mo, is dedicated to Hugh 
Hammerfley, Lord Mayor, and to the two 
Sheriffs of London and Middlefcx for the year ; 
and Dekker ftates that, as City Poet, he had 
been employed to write the pageant for Ham- 
merfley’s Mayoralty, and he feems to have been 
not a little proud of it He fays, “What I 
offred up then was a Sacrifice cx officio. Cuftomc 
tooke my Bond for the Performance; and on 
the day of the Ceremony I hope the debt was 
fully difeharged.” If it were ever printed it has 
not furvived. 

The Ravens Ahnanackc (1609) is fubferibed 
“ T. Deckers,” which was probably the printer’s, 
certainly not the author’s, mode of fpclling his 
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name. There is a good “ fong fung by an olde 
Woman in a Medowe.” 

Of the Double PPy 1606, 4to, publifhed ano- 
nymoufly, a prefentation copy, with Dekker’s 
autograph, is in exiftence. It has little but its 
rarity to recommend it ; it is a violent, and, as 
far as we can underftand the allufions, not very 
witty attack upon the Catholics, provoked by 
the Gunpowder Plot of the year preceding its 
publication. 

The Seven Deadly Shines of Londo^i. 1606. 4to. 

This tra6l was one of thofe which Dekker 
produced on the fpur of his neceffities, and he 
makes it a boaft on his title-page that it only 
coft him a week’s work. . . . As if deter- 

mined not to lofe any credit, or perhaps profit, 
by this produ6lion, Dekker not only placed 
his name prominently on the title-page, but he, 
fomewhat unufually, fubferibed it at the end, 
thus : — 

“ Dii me terrent, et Jupiter hoftis.” 

Finis 

Tho. Deldker.^’ 

The Jupiter and Dii were, perhaps at this 
time a bailiff and his followers, in fearch of the 
author for the non-payment of fome debt 
The Guls Horne-booke, 1609, B. L. 4to. 

This is unqueftionably the moft entertaining, 
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and, cxclufive of his plays, perhaps the beft of 
Dekker’s numerous works in verfc and profe. It 
is full of lively deferiptions of the manners of 
the beginning of the reign of James I., including 
accounts of, or allufions to, mofl: of the popular 
and fafliionable amufements. The work is en- 
tirely profe, and is divided into eight chapters, 
which are introduced by a Proemiuim 

A writer, already quoted, has well fummed up 
the character and career of Dekker in thefe 
words : — 

“ A man whofc inborn fwcetnefs and glecfulncfs of foul 
carried him through vexations and miferies which would 
have crufhed a fpirit lefs hopeful, cheerful, and humane. 
He was probably born about the year 1575 ; commenced 
his career as player and playwright before 1 598 ; and for 
forty years was an author by profeffion, that is, was occu- 
pied in fighting famine with his pen. The firft intelligence 
we have of him is charaderillic of his whole life. It is 
from Henflowe’s Diaiy, under date of Fcbniary, 1598: 

^ Lent unto the company, to difeharge Mr. Decker out of 
the counter in the powltry, the fum of 40 ihiilings.’ Oldys 
tells us that ^he was in King^s Bench Prifon from 1613 to 
1616/ and the antiquary adds ominouily, Miow much 
longer I know not.^ Indeed, Dr. Johnfon’s celebrated con- 
denfation of the fcholar’s life would hand for a biography of 
Dekker : — 

^ Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail/ 

“ This forced familiarity with poverty and dihrefs does 
not feem to have imbittered his feelings or weakened the 
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force and elafticity of his mind. He turned his calamities 
into commodities. If indigence threw him into the fociety 
of the ignorant, the wretched, and the depraved, he made 
the knowledge of lo\v life he thus obtained ferve his pur- 
pofe as dramatill or pamphleteer. Whatever may have 
been the effecl of his vagabond habits on his principles, 
they did not flain the fweetnefs and purity of his fenti- 
mcnts. There is an innocency in his ver^^ coarfenefs, and 
a brifK:, bright good-nature chirps in his ver)' fcumlity. In 
the midft of diflreffes of all kinds, he feems, like his own 
Fortunatus, ‘all felicity up to the brims but that his con- 
tent with Fortune is not owing to an unthinking ignorance 
of her caprice and injuflice is proved by the words he puts 
into her mouth.’’ (27) 

It is a fad flory of genius allied to misfortune ; 
of a man of the rareft gifts and infight, whom 
the iron tyranny of circumftance prevented from 
being wife for himfelf. Even the guerdon of 
Fame — that fallacious confolation and hope of 
the difappointed — feemed as if it were to evade 
him. The renewed impulfe towards the ftudy 
of our earlier poets has at laft awakened a long- 
ilumberlng curiofity; but more than two cen- 
turies -were to elapfe after Thomas Dekker was 
laid in his grave before his immortal contribu- 
tions to the Engliih drama were deftincd to be 
placed within the reach of general readers. 

27 Ailmitk MonMy^ 1867. § Minor Elizabethan 

Dramatijls, 
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The text has been reprinted verbatim ct litera- 
tim from the original editions ; the fpclling* and 
pun6luation, and even the charadlcr of the type 
as far as poffible, have been preferved. A few 
Notes and Illuftrations (elucidative of difficult 
paffages, and embodying the refearches of Ma- 
lone, Steevens, Reed, Collier, Dilke, Gifford, 
Fairholt, Dyce, and others) have been added to 
each volume ; but the bickerings of rival editors 
have been carefully eliminated. Only a few 
of the notes arc entirely original, but thofe 
borrowed from the fources above indicated, 
have in many cafes been confidenibly altered, 
correfted, abridged, or amplified. This general 
acknowledgment will doubtlcfs be deemed fuffi- 
cient. 




THE 


SHOMAKERS 


Holiday. 

OR 


‘I he Gentle Craft, 

With the humorous life of Simon 
Eyre, fhoomaker, and Lord Maior 
of London. 


As it was afled before the Queenes moft excellent 
Maieflie on New-yeares day at night lall, by 
the right honourable the Earle of Notingham, 
Lord high Admirall of England, his feraants. 



Printed by Valentine Sims dwelling at thefoote of AdHng 
hilij'neere Bainards Caffle, at the figne of the White 
Swanne, and are there to be fold. 

1600. 



[There are three later editions of The Skoemakeri 
Holiday publifhed in Dekker’s lifetime, bearing date 
i6io, i6i8, and 1631 refpedlively. The prcfent text 
has been formed by a careful collation of thefe with 
the firfl edition. Some of the verbal differences are 
indicated in footnotes.] 




To all good Fellowes, Profeffors of 
the Gentle Craft; of what degree 
foeuer. 



|lnde Gentlemen, and honefl boone Com- 
panions, I prefent you here with a 
merrie conceited Comedie, called, the 
Slioomakers Holyday^ acled by my Lorde 
Admiralls Players this prefent Chriflmaffe, before the 
Queenes mofl excellent Maieflie. For the mirth 
and pleafant matter, by her Highneffe graciouily 
accepted j being indeede no way oftenffiue. The 
Argument of the play I will fet downe in this Epiflle : 
Sir Hugh Lade Earle of Lincolne^ had a yong Gentle- 
man of his owne name, his nere kinfraan, that loued 
the Lorde Maiors daughter of London ; to preuent 
and croffe which loue, the Earle caufed his kinfman 
to be fent Coroneil of a companie into France : who 
rehgned his place to another gentleman his friend, 
and came difguifed like a Dutch Shoemaker, to the 
houfe of S}mon Eyre in Tower flreete, who fenied 
the Maior and his houlhold with fhooes. The merri- 
ments that paFed in Eyres houfe, his comming to be 
Maior of Londo7i^ Lades getting his loue, and other 
accidents ; with two merry Three-mens fongs. Take 
all in good worth that is well intended, for nothing is 
purpofed but mirth, mirth lengtheneth long life; 
which, with all other bleffmgs I heartily wifh you. 

Farewell 





The firji Three-^tans 

Song. 


O the month of Male, the merrie month of Male, 

So froiicke, fo gay, and fo greene, fo greene, fo greene ; 
O and then did I vnto my true lone fay, 

Sweete Peg, thou lhalt be my Summers Queene. 

N Ow the Nightingale, the prettie Nightingale, 

The fweetefl finger in all the Forreft quier : 
Intreates thee fweete Peggie, to heare thy true loues tale, 
Loe, yonder fhe fitteth, her breall againfl a brier. 

But 0 I fpie the Cuckoo, the Cuckoo, the Cuckoo, 

See where Ihe fitteth, come away my ioy : 

Come away I prithee, I do not like the Cuckoo 
Should fing where my Peggie and I kiffe and toy. 

O the month of Maie, the merrie month of Maie, 

So frolike, fo gay, and fo greene, fo greene, fo greene : 
And then did I, vnto my true loue fay, 

Sweete Peg, thou thalt be my Summers Queene. 





The fecond Three-mans 

Song. 

This is to he fwtg at the latter end. 

Old’s the wind, and wet’s the raine, 

Saint Hugh be our good fpeede : 

111 islhe weather that bringeth no gaine, 

Nor helpes good hearts in neede. 

Trowle the boll, the iolly Nut-browne boll, 

And here kind mate to thee : 

Let’s fing a dirge for Saint Hughes foule, 

And downe it merrily. 

Downe a downe, hey downe a downe, 

Hey derie derie down a down, Clofe with the tenor 
boy : 

Ho well done, to me let come, 

Ring compafle gentle ioy. 

Trowle the boll, the Nut-browne boll, 

And here kind, &c. as often as there be men to drinke. 

At laji when all haue dnmke, this verfe* 

Cold’s the wind, and wet’s the raine, 

Saint Hugh be our good fpeede : 

111 is the weather that bringeth no gaine, 

Nor helpes good hearts in neede. 





The Prologtie as it was pronounced 

♦ 

before the Queenes 
Maieftie. 


A S wretches in a florme (expe6lmg day) 

With trembling hands and eyes cafl vp to heauen, 
Make Prayers the anchor of their conquerd hopes, 

So we (deere Goddeffe) wonder of all eyes, 

Your meanefl vaffalls (through miflmll and feare, 

To fincke into the bottome of difgrace, 

By our imperfit paflimes) proflrate thus 
On bended knees, our faiies of hope do llrike, 
Dreading the bitter flormes of your diflike. 

Since then (vnhappy men) our hap is fuch, 

That to our felues our felues no help can bring, 

But needes mufl perifh, if your faint-like eares 
(Locking the temple where all mercy fits) 

Refufe the tribute of our begging tongues. 

Oh graunt (bright mirror of true Chaflitie) 

From thofe life-breathing llarres your fun-like Eyes, 
One gratious fmile : for your celelliall breath 
Mull fend vs life, or fentence vs to death. 






A pleafant Comedie of 
the Gentle Craft. 

Enter Lord Maior^ Lincolne. 


Lincolne. 



Lord Maior, you haue fundrie times 
Feafled my felfe, and many Courtiers more, 
Seldome, or neuer can we be fo kind, 
To make requitall of your curtefie : 

But leaning this, I heare my cofen Lacie 

Is much aSedled to your daughter Rofe. 

Z. Maior. True my good Lord, and (he loues him 
fo wel, 

That I millike her boldnelTe in the chace. 

Lineal Why my lord Maior, think you it then a 
lhame, 

To ioyne a Lacie with an Otleys name ? 

L. Maior. Too meane is my poore girle for his high 
birth, 


Poore Cittizens mull not with Courtiers wed, 

Who will in hikes, and gay apparrell Ipend 
More in one yeare, then I am worth by farre, 
Therefore your honour neede not doubt my girle. 
Lincolne. Take heede my Lord, aduife you what 
you do, 

A verier vnthrifl Hues not in the world. 

Then is my cofen, for lie tel you what, 
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Tis BOW almofl a yeare fmce lie reqiiefled 
To trauell countries* for experience-, 

I fuittifbt him with cqjhq^ billea of exchange. 

Letters of credite, men to, waite on him,, 

Solicited my Mends in Italie 

Well to refpe<ft him : but to fee the end : 

Scant had he iornied through halfe Germanie, 

But all his coyne was fpent, his men call off, 

His billes imbezeld, and my iolly coze, 

Afham’d to fhew his bankenipt prefence here, 
Became a Shoemaker in Wittenberg, 

A goodly fcience for a gentleman 

Of fuch difeent : now iudge the refl by this. 

Suppofe your daughter haue a thoufand pound, 

He did confume me more in one halfe yeare, 

And make him heyre to all the wealth you haue, 

One twelue moneth’s rioting wil wafle it all, 

Then feeke (my Lord) fome honefl Cittizen 
To wed your daughter to. 

Z. Maior. I tlianke your Lordfliip, 

Wei Foxe,,I vnderfland yom fubtiltie,. 

As for your nephew, let your lordfhips eie 
But watch his aftions, and you neede not feare, 

For I haue my daughter farre enough, 

And yet your cofen Rowland might do well 
Now he hath learned an occupation, 

And yet- 1 fcorne to call him fonne in law. 

Lincolne, I but I haue a better trade for him,. 

I thanke his grace he hath appointed him, 

Chiefe colonell of all thofe companies 
Muflred in London, and the fhires about, 

To ferae his highneffe in thofe. wanes of France : 

See where he comes : Lauel wlmt. newes with you ? 

Enter Louell^ Lacie^ and Askew, 

LouelL My Lord of lincolne, tis his Mghndle 
will, 

That prefently your cofen fhip for France 
With all his powers, he would not for a million, 
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But they Ihould land at Deepe within foure dales. 
Line, Goe certifie his grace it fhall be done : 

Exit LouelL 

Now cofen Lacie, in what forwardneffe 
Are all your companies ? 

Lade, All wel prepar’d, 

The men of Hartford&ire lie at Mile end, 

Suffolke, and Effex, traine in Tuttle fields, 

The Londoners, and thofe of Middlefex, 

All gallantly prepar’d in Finfbury, 

With frolike fpirits, long for their parting houre. 

Z. Maior, They haue their inaprefl, coates, and 
furniture, 

And if it pleafe your cofen Lacie come 
To the Guild Hall, he fhall receiue his pay, 

And twentie pounds befides my brethren 
Will freely giue him,, to approue our loues 
We beare vnto my Lord your vncle here. 

Lacie. I thanke your honour. 

Lincoln. Thankes my good Lord Maior. 

Z. Ma. At the Guild Hal we wil expedl your 
comming. Exit. 

Lincolne. To approue your loues to me? no 
fubtiltie 

Nephew : that twentie pound he doth bellow, 

For ioy to rid you from his daughter Rofe : 

But cofens both, now here are none but friends,, 

I would not haue you cail an amorous eie 
Upon fo meane a proiedl, as die loue 
Of a gay wanton painted cittizen, 

I know this churle, euen in the height of fcome, 

Doth hate the mixture of his blond with thine, 

1 pray thee do thou fo, remember coze, 

What honourable fortunes wayt on thee, 

Increafe the kings loue which fo brightly Ihines, 

And gilds thy hopes, I haue no heire but thee : 

And yet not thee, if with a wayward fpirit, 

Thou Hart from the true byas of my loue. 

Lade. My Lord, I will (for honor (not defire 
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Of lands or linings) or to be your heire) 

So guide my adlions in purfuit of France, 

As fliall adde glorie to the Lacies name. 

Lincolne Coze, for thofe words heres thirtie Por- 
tugues, 

And Nephew Alkew, there’s a few for you, 

Faire Honour in her loftiell eminence 
Staies in France for you till you fetch her thence, 
Then Nephewes, clap fwift wings on your dilTignes, 
Be gone, be gone, make hafle to the Guild Hall, 
There prefently lie meete you, do not flay, 

Where honour becomes, lhame attends delay. Exit 

Askew, How gladly would your vncle haue you 
gone? 

Lack, True coze, but He ore-reach his policies, 

I haue lome ferious bufmeffe for three dayes, 

Which nothing but my prefence can difpatch, 

You therefore cofen with the companies 
Shall hafle to Douer, there He meete with you, 

Or if I flay pail my prefixed time, 

Away for France, weele meete in Normandie, 

The twentie pounds my Lord Maior giues to me 
You ihall receiue, and thefe ten portugues, 

Part of mine vncles thirtie, gentle coze, 

Haue care to our great charge, I know your wifedome 
Hath tride it felfe in higher confequence. 

Askew, Coze, al my felfe am yours, yet haue this 
care, 

To lodge in London with al fecrefie, 

Our vncle Lincolne hath (befides his owne) 

Many a iealous eie, that in your face 
Stares onely to watch meanes for your difgrace. 

Lack, Stay cofen, who be thefe ? 

Enter Symon Eyre, his wife, Hodge, Firk, Jane, ^ 
Eafe with a feece, 

Eyre, Leaue whining, leaue whining, away with 
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this whimpering, this pewling, thefe blubbring teares, 
and thefe wet eies, He get thy hufband difcharg’d, I 
warrant thee fweete Jane : go to. 

Bodge. Mailer, here be the captaines. 

Eyre. Peace Hodge, hufht ye knaue, hulht. 

Firke. Here be the caualiers, and the coronels, 
maifter, 

Eyre. Peace Firke, peace my fine Firke, Hand by 
with your pilhery palherie, awsijy I am a man of the 
bell prelence, He fpeake to them and they were 
Popes, gentlemen, captaines, colonels, commanders : 
braue men, braue leaders, may it pleafe you to giue 
me audience, I am Simon Eyre, the mad Shoemaker 
of Tower llreete, this wench with the mealy mouth that 
wil neuer tire, is my wife I can tel you, heres 
Hodge my man, and my foreman, heres Firke my fine 
firking iourney-man, and this is blubbered Jane, al 
we come to be filters for this honell Rafe keepe him 
at home, and as I am a true fhoomaker, and a gentle- 
man of the Gentle Craft, buy fpurs your felf, and He 
find ye bootes thefe feuen yeeres. 

JV^e. Seuen yeares hufband ? 

Eyre. Peace Midrilfe, peace, I know what I do, 
peace. 

F^rA Truly mailer cormorant, you lhal do God 
good feruice to let Rafe and his T^e flay together, 
Ihees a yong new married woman, if you take her 
hufband away from her a night, you undoo her, Ihe 
may beg in the day time, for hees as good a workman 
at a pricke and awle, as any is in our trade. 

ya;fie. O let him Hay, elfe I lhal be vndone. 

F/rj^e. I truly, Ihe lhal be laid at one fide like a 
paire of old Ihooes elfe, and be occupied for no vfe. 

Zae/e. Truly my friends, it lies not in my power, 
The Londoners are preH, paide, and fet forth 
By the Lord Maior, I cannot change a man. 

Bodge. Wliy then you were as good be a corporall, 
as a colonel, if you cannot difeharge one good fellow, 
and I tell you true, I thinke you doe more then you 
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can anfwere, to preffe a man within a yeare and a 
day of his marriage. 

Eyre, Wei faid melancholy Hodge, gramercy my 
fine foreman. 

Wife, Truly gentlemen, it were il done, for fuch 
as you, to Hand fo fliffely againft a poore yong wife : 
confidering her cafe, fhe is newly married, but let that 
paffe : I pray deale not roughly with her, her hufband 
is a yong man and but newly entred, but let that 
paffe. 

Eyre. Away with your pifherie pafherie, your pols 
and your edipolls, peace MidafFe, filence Cifly Bum- 
trincket, let your head fpeake. 

Firke, Yea and the homes too, mailer. 

Eyre. Too foone, my fine Firk, too foone : peace 
fcoundrels, fee you this man? Captaines, you will 
not releafe him, wel let him go, he is a proper fliot, let 
him vanifh, peace Jane, drie vp thy teares, theile 
make his powder dankifli, take him braue men, 
Hedlor of Troy was a hackney to him, Hercules and 
Termagant fcoundrelles, Prince Arthurs Round table, 
by the Lord of Ludgate, nere fed fuch a tall, fuch a 
dapper fwordman : by the life of Pharo, a braue 
refolute fwordman, peace Jane, I fay no more, mad 
knaues. 

Firk. See, fee Hodge, how my maifler raues in 
commendation of Rafe. 

Hodge. Raph, thoukt a gull by this hand, an thou 
goefl not 

Askew. I am glad (good mafter Eyre) it is my hap 
To meete fo refolute a fouldiour. 

Trufl me, for your report, and loue to him, 

A common flight regard fhall not refpecil him. 

Zade. Is thy name Raph ? 

Eqpk. Yes fir. 

Zade. Giue me thy hand, 

Thou fhalt not want, as I am a gentleman ; 

Woman, be patient, God (no doubt) wil fend 
Thy hufband fafe againe, but he mufl go, 
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His countries quarrel fayes, it fhall be fo. 

Hedge. Thart a gull by my llirrop, if thou doil not 
goe, I wil not haue thee Hrike thy gimblet into thefe 
weake velTels, pricke thine ememies Rafe. 

Enter Dodger. 

Dodger. My lord, your vncle on the Tower hill, 
Stayes with the lord Mayor, and the Aldermen, 

Ajid doth requefl you with al fpeede you may 
To haflen thither. Exit Dodger. 

Askew. Cofm, come let vs go. 

Lacy. Dodger^ runne you before, tel them we come. 
This Dodger is mine uncles parafite, 

The arrantil variet that ehe breathd on earth, 

He fets more difcord in a noble houfe, 

By one daies broching of his pick-thanke tales, 

Then can be faluM againe in twentie yeares. 

And he (I feare) lhali go with vs to France, 

To prie into our adlions. 

Askew. Therefore coze, 

It lhall behooue you to be circumfpedt 

Lacy. Feare not good cofen : Raph, hie to your 
colours. 

Raph. I mull, becaufe there is no remedie, 

But gentle mailler and my louing dame, 

As you haue alwaies beene a Mend to me, 

So in mine abfence thinke vpon my wife. 

Jane. Alas my Raph. 

Wife. She cannot fpeake for weeping. 

Eyre. Peace you crackt groates, you muflard 
tokens, difquiet not the brave souldier, goe thy waies 
Raph. 

Jane. 1 1, you bid him go, what lhal I do when he 
is gone % 

Firk. Why be doing with me, or my fellow Hodge, 
be not idle, 

Eyre. Let me fee thy hand Jane, this fine hand, 
this white hand, thefe prettie fingers mufl fpin, mufl 
card, mufl worke, worke you bombafl cotten-candk' 
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queane, worke for your lining with a pox to you : hold 
thee Raph, heres hue fixpences for thee, fight for the 
honour of the Gmtle Crafty for the gentlemen Shoo- 
makers, the couragious Cordwainers, the flower of S. 
Martins, the mad knaues of Bedlem, Fleetflreete, 
Towerftreete, and white Chappell, cracke me the 
crownes of the French knaues, a poxe on them, 
cracke them, fight, by;the lord of Ludgate, fight my 
fine boy. 

Firke. Here Rafe, here’s three two pences, two 
carry into France, the third fhal wafh our foules at 
parting (for forrow is drie) for my fake, Firke the 
Bafa mo7i cues. 

Hodge. Raph, I am heauy at parting, but heres a 
fhilling for thee, God fend thee to cramme thy flops 
with French crownes, and thy enemies bellies with 
bullets. 

Raph. I thanke you maifler, and I thanke you all : 
Now gentle wife, my louing lonely Jane, 

Rich men at parting, giue their wines rich gifts, 

Jewels and rings, to grace their lillie hands, 

Thou know’fl our trade makes rings for womens 
heeles : 

Here take this paire of fhooes cut out by Hodge, 
Sticht by my fellow Firke, feam’d by my felfe, 

Made vp and pinckt, with letters for thy name, 

Weare them my deere Jane, for thy hufbands fake, 
And euerie morning when thou pulFfl them on, 
Remember me, and pray for my returne, 

Make much of them, for I haue made them fo, 

That I can know them from a thoufand mo. 

Sound drumme^ enter Lord Maior, Lincolne, Lacy^ 
Askew^ Dodger., and Jouldiers, They paffe ouer 
the Jtage, Rafe falles in amongeji them, Firke and 
the reft cry farewel, 6^^. and fo Exmnt 

Enter Rofe alone making a Garland. 

Rofe. Flere fit thou downe vpon this flowry banke, 
And make a garland for thy Lacies head, 
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Thefe pinkes, thefe rofes, and thefe violets, 

Thefe blufliing gilliflowers, thefe marigoldes, 

The faire embrodery of his coronet. 

Carry not halfe fuch beauty in their cheekes, 

As the fweete countnaunce of my Lacy doth. 

0 my mofl vnkinde father ! O my flarres 1 
Why lowrde you fo at my natiuity, 

To make me ioue, yet line robd of my loue ? 

Here as a theefe am I imprifoned 

(For my deere Lacies fake) within thofe wallas, 

Which by my fathers coil were builded vp 
For better purpofes : here mufl I languifli 
For him that doth as much lament (I know) 

Mine abfence, as for him I pine in woe. 

Enter Sibil. 

Sibil Good morrow yong Miflris, I am fure you 
make that garland for me, againfl I fhall be Lady of 
the Haruefl. 

Eqfe. Sibil, what news at London ? 

Sibil None but good : my lord IMayor your 
father, and maifler Philpot your vncle, and maifler 
Scot your coofm, and miflris Frigbottom by Doctors 
Commons, doe all (by my troth) fend you mofl hearty 
comm endation s. 

Rofe. Did Lacy fend kind greetings to his loue ? 
Sibil O yes, out of cry, by my troth, I fcant 
knew him, here a wore a fcarfie, and here a fcarfe, here 
a bunch of fethers, and here pretious Hones and 
iewells, and a paire of garters : O monflrous I like one 
of our yellow filke curtains, at home here in Old-ford 
houfe, here in maifler Bellymounts chamber, I floode 
at our doore in Comehili, lookt at him, he at me 
indeed, fpake to him, but he not to me, not a word, 
mary gup thought I with a wanion, he paffl by me as 
prowde, mary foh, are you growne humorous thought 

1 ? and fo fhut the doore, and in I came. 

Rofe, O Sibill how dofl thou my Lcuy woiig ? 
My Rowland is as gentle as a lambe, 
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No done was euer halfe fo milde as he. 

Sibil Milde 2 yea, as a bufliel of flampt crabs, 
he lookt vpon me as fowre as veriuice : goe thy 
wayes thought I, thou maifl be much in my gafkins, 
but nothing in my neather flockes : this is your fault 
miftris, to loue him that loues not you, he thinkes 
fcorne to do as he’s done to, but if I were as you, Ide 
cry, go by Iero7iivio, go by, Ide fet mine olde debts 
againfl my new driblets, and the hares foot againfl 
the goofe giblets, for if euer I figh when ileepe I 
fliould take, pray God I may loofe my mayden-head 
when I wake. 

Rofe, Will my loue leaue me then and go to 
France 1 

Sihill I knowe not that, but I am fure I fee him 
flalke before the fouldiers, by my troth he is a 
propper man, but he is proper that proper doth, let 
him goe fnicke-vp yong miflris. 

Rofe. Get thee to London, and learne perfedlly, 
Whether my Lacy go to France, or no : 

Do this, and I wil giue thee for thy paines, 

My cambricke apron, and my romifli gloues, 

My purple dockings, and a domacher, 

Say, wilt thou do this Sibil for my fake 

Sibil Will I quoth a? at whofe fuitel by my 
troth yes, He go, a cambricke apron, gloues, and a 
paire of purple dockings, and a domacher, He fweat 
m purple midris for you, ile take any thing that comes 
a Gods name, O rich, a Cambricke apron ; faith then 
haue at vp tailes all, lie go, Jiggy, Joggy to London, 
and be here in a trice yong Midris. Exit 

Rofe. Do fo good Sibiil, meane time wretched I 
Will fit and figh for his lod companie. Exit 

Enter Rowland Lacy like a Dutch Shooe-maker. 

Lacy. How many fhapes haue gods and kings 
deuifde, 

Thereby to compade their defired loues ? 

It is no thame for Rowland Lan^ then, 
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To clothe his cunning with the Gentle Craft, 

That thus difguifde, I may vnknowne pofleffe, 

The onely happie prefence of my Rofe : 

For her haue I forfooke my charge in France, 

Incurd the kings difpleafure, and ftidd vp 
Rough hatred in mine vncle Lincolnes brefl : 

0 loue, how powerfull art thou, that canil change 
High birth to bafeneffe, and a noble mind, 

To the meaiie femblance of a shooemaker : 

But thus it mull be, for her cmeil father, 

Hating the fmgle vnion of our foules, 

Hath fecretly conueyd my Rofe from London, 

To barre me of her prefence, but I trull 
Fortune and this difguife will furder me 
Once more to view her beautie, gaine her fight, 

Here in Towerflreete with Eyre the fhooe-raaker, 
Meane I a while to worke, I know the trade, 

1 learn’t it when I was at Wittenberge : 

Then cheere thy hoping fprites, be not difmaide, 

Thou canfl not want, do fortune what fhe can. 

The Gentle Craft is liuing for a man. jExit 

Enter Eyre making hi?nfelje readie. 

Eyre. Where be thefe boyes, thefe girles, thefe 
drabbes, thefe fcoundrels, they wallow in the fat 
brewiffe of my boutie, and licke vp the crums of my 
table, yetwil not rife to fee my walkes cleanfed : come 
out you powder-beefe-queanes, what Nan, what 
Madge-mumble-cruft, come out you fatte Midrifife-fwag- 
belly whores, and fweepe me thefe kennels, that the 
noyfome flench offende not the nofe of my neigh- 
bours ; (i) what Firke I fay, what Hodge 1 open my 
fhop windowes, what Firke I fay. 

Enter Firke. 

Firke. O Mailer, ill you that fpeake bandog and 


(i) The later Editions read “ that the nojrfome filth offend not 
thenofes of neighbors.” 
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Bedlam this morning, I was in a dreame, and mufed 
what mad-man was got into the flreet fo earely, haue 
you drunk this morning that your throat is fo cleere ? 

Eyre, Ah well faid Firkc^ well faid Firke^ to worke 
my fine knaue, to worke, wafii thy face, and thou’lt be 
more blefl. 

F/rke. Let them wafh my face that will eate it, 
good Mailer fend for a Soufe-wife, if you will haue my 
face cleaner. 


Enter Hodge, 

Eyre, Away llouen, auant fcoundrell, good mor- 
row Hodge, good morrow my fine Fore-man. 

Hodge. O IVIaller, good morrow, y’are an earely 
flirrer, heere’s a faire morning, good morrow Firkc, I 
could haue flept this houre, heer’s a braue day to- 
wards. 

Eyre, O hall to worke my fine Fore-man, haft to 
worke. 

FIrke, Mailer, I am drie as diifl to heare my fel- 
low Eo^er talke of faire weather, let vs pray for good 
leather, and let Clownes and Plow-boyes, and thofe 
that worke in the fields pray for braue daies, wee 
W'orke in a drie flioppe, what care I if it raine ? 

Enter Eyres wife, 

Eyre. How now dame Margerie, can you fee to 
rife ? trip and go, call up the drabs your maides. 

Wife, See to rife? I hope lis time enough, tis 
early enough for any Woman to bee feene abroad, I 
marueli how many wuues in Tower Hreet are vp fo 
foone .* Gods me tis not noone, heeres a yawling. 

Eyre, Peace Margerie, peace, wher’s Cifly Bum- 
trinket your maid ? fhee hath a priuie fault, Ihee farts 
in her ,lleepe, call the queane vp, if my men want 
fhooe threed. He fwinge her in a flirrop. 

Firke, Yet that’s but a drie beating, heere’s ftill a 
figne of drought 
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Enter Lacy finging. 

Lacy. Ber Ilia'S em fiurt ban (Selijer-- 
lanit, fi fipen, 
iDas als Ijraitfee fie jcoDj npet ftanJj, 
iip Colre fe figen, 

Caj) eeits Ue eannefeen Urintfe ft^one 
maumfem* 

Firke. Maifler, for my life yonders a brother of 
the Gentle Craft, if hee beare not Saint Hughes bones 
lie forfeit my bones, bee’s fome \’plandilh workeman, 
hire him good mafler, that I may leame fome gibble 
gabble, ^twill make vs worke the fafler. 

Eyre. Peace Fh'kc, a hard world, let him paffe, let 
him vanifh, we haue iournymen enow, peace my fine 
> Fke. 

Wife. Nay nay y’are befl follow your mans coun- 
cell, you fliall fee what will come on’t, 'we haue not 
men enow, but wee mull entertaine euery butterboxe ; 
but let that paffe. 

Hodge. Dame, fore God if my mafler follow your 
counfell hee’le confume little beefe, he fliall be glad 
of men, and he can catch them- 

Firke. I that he flialL 

Hodge. Afore God a proper man, and I warrant a 
fine workeman : Mailer farewell, dame adue, if fuch a 
man as he cannot find worke, Hodge is not for you. 

Offer to goe. 

Eyre. Stay my fine Hodge. 

Firke. Faith and your foreman goe, dame you mull 
take a journey to feeke a new iourneyman, if Roger re- 
moue, Firke followes, if Saint Hughes bones fhall not 
be fet a worke, I may pricke mine awle in the wals, 
and goe play : fare ye wel mafler, God buy dame. 

Eyre. Tarrie my fine Hodge, my brifke foreman, 
flay Firke peace pudding broth, by the Lord of Lud- 
gate I loue my men as my life, peace you gallimafrey, 
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Hodge if hee want worke He hire him, one of you to 
him, ftay he comes to vs. 

Lacy. (§oeljfn Jiari) imffter, mtie Jj bro 
oat* 

Firke, Nailes if I fliould fpeak after him without 
drinking, I fhould choak, and you friend Oake, are 
you of the gentle craft ? 

Lacy, ^ato, gab, I'ri) ben fboo- 

mafeer* 

Fir/ce. Den flioomaker quoth a, and hearke you 
fhoomaker, haiie you all your tooles, a good rubbing 
pin, a good flopper, a good dreffer, your foure forts of 
Allies, and your two balles of waxe, your paring 
knife, your hand and thum-leathers, and good Saint 
Hughes bones to fmooth vp your worke. 

Lacy. §t^ab, gab, bee luet bor bearb, 
ife bab all be bingen, bom* mack Cbooesi 
groot anb cleane. 

Fi7'ke. Ha, ha, good mafler hire him, heele make 
me laugh fo that I fliall worke more in mirth than I 
can in eamefl. 

Eyre, Heere you friend, haue you any d^ill in the 
myderyof Cordwainersi 

Lacy. Jcfe beet nlet bat gou teg itb 
berftab gou nlet 

Firh Why thus man, fch verfle v niet, quoth a. 

Lacy ^ab, gato, gab, I'tk ran bat bell 
boeit. 

Firke, Yaw, yaw, he fpeakes yawing like a Jack 
daw, that gapes to be fed with cheefe curdes, O heele 
giue a villanous pull at a can of double beere, but 
Hodge and I haue the vantage, wee mull drinke firfl, 
becaufe wee are^the eldeh lourneymen. 
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Eyre. What is thy name ? 

Lacy. JLauSy JLaus, Meidter. 

Eyre. Giue me^ thy hand, thou art welcome, 
Hodge^ entertaine him, Firke bid him welcome, come 
Ha7is, run wife, bid your maids, your trulli-bubs, make 
ready my fine mens breakfails : to him Hodge. 

Hodge. Hans, th’art welcome, vfe thy felfe friendly, 
for we are good fellowes, if not, thou lhalt be fought 
with, wert thou bigger than a Gyant 

Firk. Yea, and drunk with, wert thou Gargaiiiiia^ 
my mafier keeps no Cowards, I tell thee : hoe, boy, 
bring him an heele-blocke, heers a new iourneyman. 

Enter Boy. 

Lacy. 0 toerCto idf) moet 

wit i&altie Cau0 fietalen t tog 
mmjjt fkillutg, tap wits frwlicfee* 

Exit Boy. 

Eyre. Quicke fnipper fnapper, aw’^ay Firk., fcowre 
thy throat, thou flialt wafh it with Caftillian liquor. 

Enter Boy. 

Come my lad of the fiues, give mee a Can, haue to 
thee HanSy here HodgCy here Firke^ drinke you mad 
Greekes, and worke like true Troyans, and pray for 
Simo7i Eyre the Shoomaker, heere Hans and th’art 
welcome, 

Firke. Lo dame, you would haue loll a good fel- 
low that will teach vs to laugh, this beere came hop- 
ing in well 

Wife. Simon, it is almoll feuen. 

Eyre. Ift fo dame clapper dudgeon, ill feuen a 
clocke, and my mens breakfad not readie ? trip and 
go you fowd cunger, away, come you madde Hiperbo- 
reans, follow me HodgCy follow me HanSy come after 
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my fine Flrke^ to worke, to worke a while, and then to 
break fafl. Exit. 

Firke. Soft, yaw, yaw, good Hans^ though my 
mafler haue no more wit but to call you afore me, 1 
am not fo foolifli to go behind you, 1 being the elder 
iourneynien. Exeunt. 

Hollowmg within. Enter Warner and Hanunon, 
like hunters. 

Hammon. Cofen beate eiiery brake, the game’s 
not farre, 

This way with winged feet he fled from death, 

Whilfl the purfuing hounds fenting his fLeps, 

Find out his high way to deflriuflion. 

Befides, the Millers boy told me euen now, 

He faw him take foile and he hallowed him : 

Affirming him fo emboli, 

That long he could not hold. 

Warner. If it be fo, 

Tis bell we trace thefe meddowes by Old-Ford. 
j 4 noife of hunters within., enter a boy. 

Hammon. How now boy, where’s the Deere % 
{peak, fawll thou him ? 

Boy. O yea, I faw him leape through a hedge, and 
then ouer a ditch, then at my Lord Maiors pale 
oner he fleipt mee, and in he went me, and holla the 
hunters cride, and there boy, there boy, but there he 
is a mine honellie. 

Ham. Boy God a mercie, Cofen lets away, 

I hope we fliall find better fport to day. Exeunt. 

Huntmg within., enter Rofe and Sibil!. 

Rqfe. 'Wiry Sihill., wilt thou proue a Forrefleil 
SibilL Upon fome no. Forreller go by : no faith 
miflris, the Deere came running into the Bajne, 
through the Orchard and ouer the pale, I wot well, I 
look’t as pale as a new cheefe to fee him, but whip faies 
goodman Pinclofe, vp with his fiaile, and our Nuke 
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witli a prong, and downe he fell, and they vpon him, 
and I vpon them, by my troth wee had fuch fport and 
in the end we ended him, his throat wee cut, head 
him, vnhorned him, and my Lord Maior fhall eate of 
him anon when he comes. 

Homes found witJim, 

Rqfe, Heark, heark, the hunters come, y’are befl 
take heed, 

They’l haue a faying to you for this deed. 

Enter Ham77ion^ Wa7'7ier^ huntfnwi^ a7id hoy, 

Hain, God faue you faire Ladies. 

Sihill, Ladies, O groffe ! 

War, Came not a Bucke this way ? 

Rofe, No, but two Does. 

IIa 7 }i, And which way went they % faith weed hunt 
at thofe. 

Sihill, At thofe 1 vpon fome no : when, can you 
tell? 

Wa7', Vpon fome, 1. 

Sihill. Good Lordl 
Wa 7 \ Zounds then farewell. 

IIa 7 n, Boy, which way went he ? 

Boy. This way fir he ran. 

Ha 77 i. This way he ran indeed, faire Miflris Rofoj 
Our game was lately in your orchard feene. 

JVar, Can you aduife which way he tooke his 

flight ? 

Sihill. Follow your nofe, his homes will guide you 
right. 

War, Th’art a mad wench. 

Sihill. O rich ! 

Rofe, Triifl me, not T, 

It is not like that the wild forreH deere, 

Would come fo neere to places of refort, 

You are deceiu’d, he fled fome other way. 

War. Which way my fugar-candy, can you fliew ? 
Sihill, Come vp good honnifops, vpon fome, no. 
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Rofe, Wliy do you flay and not purfue your 
game % 

StbilL He hold my life their hunting nags be 
lame. 

Hmn, A deere, more deere is found within this 
place. 

Rofe, But not the Deere (fir) which you had in 
chace. 

IIa77i, I chac’d the deere, but this deere chafe th 
me. 

Rofe. The ilrangefl hunting that euer I fee, 

But where’s your parke ^ 

She offers to go away. 

Mam, Tis here : O flay. 

Rofe, Impale me, and then I will not flray. 

War, They wrangle wench, wc arc more kind 
than they, 

Sihill, What kind of heart is that (deere heart) 
you feeke 1 

War. A Hart, deere heart 

SibilL Who euer faw the like ? 

Rofe. To lofe your heart, is’t pohible you can % 

Main. My heart is lofl. 

Rofe. Alacke good Gentleman. 

Mam. This poore loft heart would I wifli you 
might find. 

Rofe. You by fuch luck might proue your heart a 
hind. 

Mam, Why Lucke had homes, fo haue I heard 
fome fay % 

Rofe. Now God and’t be his will fend luck into 
your way. 

Enter L. Maior, and feruants. 

L. Ma. Wlrat M. Mammon.^ welcome to Old Ford. 

Sihill. Gods pittikins, hands off fir, heeres my 
Lord. 



the Gentle Craft. 27 

Z. Ma. I heare you had ill lucke, and loll your 
game. 

Mam. Tis true my Lord. 

Z. Ma. I am forrie for the fame. 

What gentleman is this % 

Ham. My brother in law. 

Z. Ma. Y’are welcome both, fith Fortune offers 
you 

Into my hands, you fhall not part from hence, 

Untill you haue reffefht your wearied iimbes. 

Go Sibill couer the boord, you lhall be gueft 
To no good cheere, but euen a hunters feafl. 

Ham. I thanke your Lordfhip : coufen, on my life. 
For our lofl venifon I fhall find a wife. Exeunt. 

L. Ma. In gentlemen, He not be abfent long. 

This Hanimon is a proper gentleman, 

A citizen by birth, fairely allide, 

How fit a huf band were he for my girle % 

Well, ,I will in, and do the bed I can, 

To match my daughter with this gentleman. Exit. 

Enter Lacy\ Hodge, and Firk. 

Skip. fal 50SJ0 tuat feggen ^an^, 
Uis ffei'l) Xiat wmeK from ©aitUp albjol, 
Ijg got^ farrament, ban fugar, ruitt, al-- 
monbsi, Cambrirke, mb alle iimgmtoto-' 
fanb toinfanb bmg, nempt it JIans, 
nempt it bor b mrrfttr, bam br ban 
labm, pour imefter ^gmon Cprr fal bar 
goob jfopm, ioat frggm pobj ®ans I 

Firhe. What feggen. de reggen de copen, flopen, 
laugh Hodge laugh. 

Lade. ;^ine llTUer brobrr Firke, 
bn'ngt mrrftrr Eyre lot bet figur bn 



28 A pleafant Comedie of 

fbjaimcfem, Jjatt falpou finlje 5ji£i Ot!p= 
per eitJj me, toat feggeit poiu , JjroUer 

Firkef ftoot it Hodge COUte ^fel'ppeiV 

Exeunt. 

Firhe. Bring him qcl. you, heeres no knaiierie, to bring 
my maifler to buy a lliip, worlh the lading of 2. or 3. 
hundred thoufand pounds, alas that’s nothing, a triiie, 
a bable Hodge. 

Hod. The truth is FEkc., that the Marchant owner 
of the Ship dares not fliew his head, and therfore this 
Skipper that deales for him, for the lone he beares to 
HanSf offers my mailer Eyre a bargaine in the commo- 
dities, he fnal haiie a reafonable day of payment, he 
may fell the wares by that time, and be an huge gainer 
himfelfe. 

Firk. Yea, but can my fellow /fans lend my maf- 
ter twenty porpentines as an earnell pennie. 

Hod. Portegues thou wouldll hxy, here they be 
Firke, 

hark, they gingle in my pocket like S, Jlfary Queries 
bels. 


Enter Eyre arid his Wife. 

Firk. Mum, here comes my Dame and my Mailer, 
fheele fcold on my life, for loytering this Monday, but 
al’s one, let them all fay what they can, Monday’s our 
holyday. 

Wife. You fing fir fauce, but I beflirew your heart, 
I feare for this your finging we lhall fmart. 

Firk. Smart for me dame, why dame, why ? 

Hod. MaEer, I hope yowle not fulfer my Dame to 
take downe your Journeymen. 

Firk. If die take me downe, He take her vp, yea 
and take her downe too, a button-hole lower. 

Eyre. Peace Firkc^ not I Hodge^ by the life of 
Pharao, by the Lord of Ludgatc^ by this beard, euery 
haire whereof ^ I value at a Kings ranlome, die diall 
not meddle with you, peace you bumbad-cotten-candle 
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queane, away Qiicenc of Clubs, quarrel not with me 
and my men, with me and my fine Firke, ile firke you 
if you do. 

Wife, Yea yea man, you may vfe me as you 
pleafe : but let that paffe. 

Eyre, Let it paffe, let it vanifh away : peace, am 
I not Simon Eyre ? are not thefe my braue men ? 
braiie Shoemakers, all gentlemen of the Gentle Craft ? 
Prince am I none, yet am I nobly borne, as being the 
foie fonne of a Shoemaker, away rubbiih, vaniQi, melt, 
melt like kitchin fluffe. 

Wife. Yea, yea, tis well, I muft be cald rubbifli, 
kitchin-fiuffe, for a fort of knaues. 

Fir/ee. Nay dame, you fhall not weepe and waile 
in woe for me : mailer lie flay no longer, heere’s a 
vennentorie of my fhop tooles : adue mailer, Hodge 
farewell. 

Hodge, Nay flay Firke,^ thou flialt not go alone. 

Wife. I pray let them go, there be more maids 
than Mawkin, more men than Hodge, and more fooles 
than Firke, 

Firke. Fooles % nailes if I tarrie now, I would my 
guts might be turned to fiioo-thread. 

Hodge, And if I flay, I pray God I may be tumd to 
a Turk, and fet in Finfburie for boyes to flioot at : 
come Firke. 

Eyre, Stay my fine knaues, you armes of my trade, 
you pillars of my profeffion, What, fhall a tittle tattles 
words make you forfake Sbnon Eyre? auaunt^Kitchm- 
fluffe, rippe you browne bread tannikin, out of my 
fight, moue mee not, haue not I tane you from felling 
Tripes in Eaflcheape, and fet you in my fhop, and 
made you haile fellow with Smon Eyre the Shoo- 
maker? and now doe you deale thus with my Jour- 
ney-men? Looke you powder-beefe queane on the 
face of Hodge : heeres a face for a Lord. 

Firke. And heere's a face for any Lady in Chriflen- 
dome. 

Eyre. Rip you chitterling, auaunt boy, bid the Tapf- 
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ter of the Bores head fill me a doozen Cannes of 
beere for my ioiirneymen. 

Fh^ke. A doozen Cans 1 O braue^ now lie 
day. 

Ffre. And the knaiie dls any more than two, lice 
payes for them : a doozen Cans of beere for my Jour- 
nemen, heere you mad Mefopotamians^ wadi your 
liuers with this liquour, where bee the odde ten 5 no 
more Madge, no more, well faid, drink & to work : 
what work dod thou Hodge ? what work ? 

Hod, I am a making a paire of diooes for my Lord 
Maiors daughter, midreffe Rofe. 

Firh And I a paire of fhooes for Slbill my Lords 
maide, I deale with her. 

Eyre, SiMll? fie, defile not thy fine workemanly 
fingers with the feet of Kitchin duffe, and bading 
ladles. Ladies of the Court, fine Ladies, my lads, 
commit their feet to our apparelling, put groffe worke 
to Ha7is : yarke and feame : yarke and feame. 

Firk, For yarking and feaming let me alone, & I 
I come toot 

Hod. Well mader all this is from the bias, doe 
you remember the Shippe my fellow Hans told you of, 
the Skipper and he are both drinking at the Swan ? 
here be the Portigues to giue earned, if you goe 
through with it, you cannot clioofe but be a Lord at 
lead. 

Firk, Nay dame, if my mader prone not a Lord, 
and you a Lady, hang me. 

Wife. Yea like enough, if you may loyter-and 
tipple thus. 

Firke. Tipple Dame % no we haue beene bargain- 
ing with Skelium Scanderbag : can you Dutch fpreaken, 
for a Shippe of Silke Cipreffe, laden with Sugar 
Candy. 

Enter the hoy with a veluet coat^ and an Aldermans 
gowne, Eyre puts it on, 

Eyr, Peace Firk,^ filence tittle tattle : Hodge^ ile go 
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through with it, beers a feale ring, and I haue fent for 
a'garded gown and a damafke cafocke, fee where it 
comes, looke heere Maggy, helpe me Firk, apparrell 
me Hodge, filke and fatten you mad Philiflines, filke 
and fatten. 

Firk, Ha, ha, my mailer will be as proud as a 
dogge in a doublet, all in beaten damalke and 
veluet 

Eyr, Softly Firke, for rearing of the nap, and wear- 
ing thread-beare my garments : how doft thou like mee 
Firke f how do I looke my fine Hodge % 

Hoi. Why now you looke like your felfe mafler, I 
warrant you, thePs few in the citie, but will giue you 
the wall, and come vpon you with the right worlhip- 
full 

Firk. Nailes my mailer lookes like a thread-beare 
cloake new turn’d, and drell : Lord, Lord, to fee what 
good raiment doth 1 dame, dame, are you not ena- 
moured 

Ey 7 % How fain thou Maggy, am I not brilk? 
am I not fine ? 

Wife. Fine ? by my troth fweet heart very fine : 
by my troth I neuer likt thee fo well in my life fweet 
heart But let that palfe, I warrant there bee many 
women in the citie haue notfuch handfome hufbands, 
but onely for their apparell, but let that paffe too. 

Enter Hans and Skipper. 

Ha 7 is. Godden day meller, dis be de Ikipper dat 
heb de Ikip van marchandize, de commodity ben 
good, nempt it meller, nempt it 

Eyr. God a mercy Hans, welcome Skipper, where 
lies this lliip of marchandize % 

Skip. De Ikip beene in rouere : dor be van fugar, 
ciuit, Almonds, Cambricke, and a towfand towfand 
tings, gots facrament, nempt it meller, yo fal heb good 
copen. 

Firk. To him maifler, O fweet mailler, 0 fweet 
wares, Prunes, Almonds, Suger-candy, Garret roots, 
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Turnips, 0 brauc fatting meat, let not a man buy a 
nutmeg but your felf. 

Eyre. Peace Firkc., come Skipper, lie goc abooixf 
witli you, Hans liaue you made him drinke ? 

Skip. Yaw, yaw, ic heb veale ge drunke. 

Eyre. Come Hans follow me : Skipper thou flialt 
haue my countenance in the citie. Exeunt 

Firke. Yaw heb vealc ge drunke, quoth a : they 
may well be called butter-boxes, when they drinke tat 
veale, and thicke bcere too : but come Dame, I hope 
youle chide vs no more. 

Wife. No faith Firke ^ no perdy Heuke, I do feele 
honour creepe vpon me, and which is more, a certaine 
rifing in my flefli, but let that paffe. 

Firke. Rifmg in your llefli do you feele fay you ? I 
you may be with child, but why fliould ]iot my maflcr 
feele a rifmg in his liefli, hauing a gowne and a gold 
ring on, but you are fuch a llirew^ youle foone pull liiin 
downe. 

Wife. Ha, ha, prethee peace, thou makfl my wor- 
fliip laugh, but let that paffe : come ilc goe in Hodge^ 
prethee goe before me, Firke follow me. 

Firke. Firke doth follow, Hodge paffe out iii flate. 

Exeunt 


Enter Lincolne and Dodger. 

Lincoln. How now good Dodger^ whats the newes 
in France ? 

Dodg. My Lord, vpon the eighteenth day of May, 
The French and Englifh were prepared to fight, 

Each fide with eager furie gaue the figne 
Of a moll hot encounter, fine long houres 
Both armies fought together : at the length, 

The lot of vidlorie fell on our fides, 

Twelue thoufand of the Frenchmen that day dide, 
Four thoufand Englilh, and no man of name, 

But Captaine Hya^n^ and young Ardington, 

Two gallant gentlemen, I knew them well 

Lin. But Dodger, prethee tell me in this light, 
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How did my cozen Lacy beare himfelfe 1 
Dod, My Lord, your cozen Lcay was not there. 
Lin. Not there 1 
Dod. No, my good Lord. 

Lin. Sure thou miflakefl, 

I faw him Ihipt, and a thoufand eyes befide 
Were witneffe of the farewells which he gaue. 

When I with weeping eyes bid him adew : 

Dodger take heed. 

Dodg. J^Iy Lord I am aduifde 
That what I ipeake is true ; to prone it fo, 

His cozen Askew that fupplide his place, 

Sent me for him from France, that fecretly 
He might conuey himfelfe hither. 

Lin. Ifl euen fo, 

Dares he fo careleffely venture his life, 

Upon the indignation of a King? 

Hath he defpif ’d my lone, and fpurnd thofe fauours 
Which I with prodigall hand powr’d on his head 1 
He fhall repent his rafhnefie with his foule. 

Since of my lone he makes no eflimate, 

Tie make him with he had not knowne my hate, 

Thou hafl no other newes ? 

Dodg. None eife, my Lord. 

Line. None worfe I know thou hafl : procure the 
King 

To crowne his giddie browes with ample honours, 
Send him chiefe Colonell, and all my hope 
Thus to be dafht % but tis in vaine to grieue, 

One euill cannot a worfe releeue : 

Upon my life I haue found out this plot, 

The old dog Lone that fawnd vpon him fo, 

Loue to that puling girle, his faire cheekt Rofe^ 

The Lord Maiors daughter hath diflradled him. 

And in the fire of that loues iunacie, 

Hath he burnt vp himfelfe, confum'd his credit, 

Lofl the Kings loue, yea and I feare his life, 

Oneiy to get a wanton to his wife : 

Dodger^ it is fo. 


D 
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Dod^. I feare fo, my good Lord. 

Linco, It is fo, nay fare it cannot be. 

I am at my wits end Dodger. 

Dodg. Yea my Lord. 

Len. Thou art acquainted with my Nephewes 
haunts, 

Spend this gold for thy paines, go feeke him out. 
Watch at my Lord Maiors, there (if he Hue) 

Dodger^ thou fhalt be fure to meet with him : 

Prethee be diligent. Lac}\ thy name 
Lin’d once in honour, now dead in Hiame : 

Be circumfpe<fl. Exit. 

Dod. I \yarrant you my Lord. Exit 


Efiter Lord Maior^ mid Majler Scot. 

L. Ma. Good mailer Scot^ I haue bccne bold with 
you, 

To be a witnelTe to a wedding knot, 

Betwixt young mailer Mammon and my daughter. 

0 Hand aMe, fee where the loners come. 

Enter Mammon and Rofe. 

Rofe* Can it be poffible you loue me fo 
No, no, within thofe eye-balls I efpie, 

Apparant likelyhoods of flatterie, 

Pray now let go my hand. 

Mam. Sweet millres Rofe, 

Mifconflrue not my words, nor mifconceiue 
Of my affection, whofe denoted foule 
Sweares tliat I loue thee deerer than my heart. 

Rofe. As deere as your owne heart ? 1 iudge it 
right. 

Men lone their hearts bell when th’ are out of light 
Mam. I loue you by this hand. 

Rofe. Yet hands off now ; 

If fielh be ffaile, how weak and frail’s your vow % 

Mam. Then by my life I fweare. 
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Rqfe. Then do not brawle, 

One quarreil loofeth wife and life and all, 

Is not your meaning thus ?• 

Ham. In faith you ieil. 

Rofe. Loue loues to fport, therefore ieaue loue 
y’are beft. 

L. Ma. What ? fquare they mailer Scot % 

Scot Sir, never doubt, 

Louers are quickly in, and quickly out 
Ham. Sweet Rofe.^ be not fo ilrange in fanfying 
me, 

Nay neuer tume afide, Hiun not my fight^ 

I am not growne fo fond, to fond my loue, 

On any that fliall quit it with difdaine, 

If you will loue me, fo : if not, farewell. 

L, Ma. Why how now louers, are you both 
agreed ? 

Ham. Yes faith my Lord. 

Z. Ma. Tis well, giue me your hand, give me yours 
daughter. 

How now, both pull backe, what meancs this, Girle ? 
Rofe. I meane to line a maide. 

Ham. But not to die one, pawfe ere that be faid. 

afide. 

L. Ma. Will you flill croffe me ? Hill be obfli- 
nate ? 

Ham. Nay chide her not my Lord for doing well, 
If Ihe can Hue an happie virgins life, 

Tis far more bleffed than to be a wife. 

Roje. Say fir I cannot, I haiie made a vow, 

Who euer be my luifband, tis not you. 

Z. Ma. Your tongue is quicke, but M. Hammofi 
know, 

I bade you welcome to another end. 

Ham. What, would you have me pule, and pine, 
and pray, 

With lonely Lady millris of my heart, 

Pardon your feruant, and llie rimer play, 

Rayling on CuJ>id^ and his tyrants dart ? 


D 2 
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Or {hall I vndertake fome martiall fpoile, 

Wearing your gloiie at Turney, and at Tilt, 

And tell how many gallants I vnhorfl, 

Sweet, will this pleafure you ? 

Rofe, Yes, when wait begin i 
WhdX loue-rimes man ? fie on that deadly finne. 

Z. Ma. If you will haue her, He make her agree. 
Ham. Enforced loue is worfe than hate to me. 
There is a wench keeps fiiop in the old change, 

To her will I, it is not wealth I feeke, 

I haue enough, and will prefer her loue 
Before the w^orld : my good Lord Maior adew. 

Old loue for me, I haue no lucke with new. Exit, 
Z. Ma, Now mammet you haue well behau'd 
your felfe. 

But you lhall curfe your coyneffe if I Hue : 

Who’s within there ? fee you conuey your millris 
Straight to th’ old Ford, He keepe you flraite enough, 
Fore God I would haue fworne the puling girle 
Would willingly accepted Hammom loue ; 

But banifh him my thoughts, go minion in. 

Exit Eofe, 

Now tell me mafler Scot^ would you haue thought 
That mafler Symon Eyre the Shoomaker 
Had beene of wealth to buy fuch merchandize ? 

Scot, ’Twas well my Lord, your honour, and my 
felfe, 

Grew partners with him, ^ for your billes of lading 
Shew that Ey?'es gaines in one coramoditic 
Rife at the leafl to full three thoufand pound, 

Befides like gaine in other merchandize. 

Z. Ma, Well, he fhall fpend fome of his thoufands 
now. 

For I haue fent for him to the Guild Hall, 

Enter Eyre. 

See where he comes : good morrow mailer Eyre. 

Eyre, Poore Simon Eyre^ my Lord, your flioo- 
maicer. 
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L. Ma. Well well, it likes your felfe to terme you fo, 

Enter Eodger, 

Now M. Dodger^ whats the newes with you ? 

Dodg, Ide gladly fpeake in priuate to your Honor. 
Z. Ma, You fhall, you lhall : mailer Eyre^ and M. 
Scot, 

I haue forne bufineffe with this gentleman, 

I pray let me intreat you to walke before 
To the Guild hall, He follow prefently, 

Maifler Eyre^ I hope ere noone to call you Sherife. 

Eyre, I would not care (my Lord) if you might 
call me king of Spaine, come mailer Scot. 

L, Ma, Now mafler Dodger,, what^s the newes you 
bring ? 

Dod, The Earle of Lincolne by me greets your 
Lordfliip, 

And earnellly requefls you (if you can) 

Informe him where his nephew Lacy keepes. 

Z. Ma, Is not his nephew Lacy now in France ? 
Dod, No I aflure your Lordlhip, but difguif d 
Lurkes here in London. 

Z. Ma, London ? ill euen fo ? 

It may be ; but vpon my faith and foule, 

I know not where he hues, or whether he hues, 

So tell my Lord of Lincolne : lurke in London ? 

Well mailer Dodger, you perhaps may Hart him, 

Be but the meanes to rid him into France, 

He giue you a dozen angells for your paines, 

So much I loue his honor, hate his nephew, 

And prethee fo informe thy Lord from me. 

Dodger, I take my leaue. Exit Dodger, 

L. Ma. Farewell good mailer Dodger. 

Lade in London ? I dare pawne my life, 

My daughter knowes thereof, and for that caufe, 
Denied young Mafler Hammon in his loue, 

Well, I am glad I fent her to old Forde, 

Gods Lord tis late, to Guild Hall I mull hie, 

I know my Brethren flay my companie. (2) Exit, 
(2) lacke my companie. 1631. 
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Enter Firke^ Eyres wifCj Hans and Roger. 

Wife. Thou goefl too fail for me Roger. O Firkc. 
Firke. I forfooth. 

Wife. I pray thee run (doe you hearc) run to 
Guild Hall, and leame if my hufband maflcr^j//v will 
take that worfhipfull vocation of M. Sherife \^on 
him, hie thee good Firke. 

Firke. Take it? well I goe, and he dioiild not 
take it, Firke fweares to forfweare him, yes forfooth I 
goe to Guild Hall. 

Wife. Nay when? th’art two compendious and 
tedious. 

Firk. 0 rare, your excellence if full of eloquence, 
how like a new Cart wheele my dame fpcakes, and 
fhe lookes like an old miiflie Ale-bottle going to 
calding. 

Wife Nay when ? thou wilt make me melancholy. 
Firkc, God forbid your Worfliip IhouUl fall into 
that humour, I run. Exit 

Wife. Let me fee now Roger and Jfam. 

Ro. I forfooth dame, (miRris I fliouid fay) hut the 
old terme fo Rickes to the roofe of my mouth, I can 
hardly licke it off. 

Wife. Euen what thou wilt good Roger^ Dame is 
a faire name for any lioneR ChriRian, but let that 
paffe, how doR thou Hanst 
Bans. Me tanck you vro. 

Wife. Well Ba?is and Roger ^ you fee God hath 
bleR your maiRer, and perdic if euer he come to be 
M. Sherife of London, (as we are all mortal!) you 
Riall fee, I will haue fome oclde thing or other in a 
corner for you, I will not bee your backe friend, but 
let that paffe, Eans^ pray thee tye my shoe. 

Bans. Yaw ic fal vro. 

Wife. Roger, thou knoweR the length of my 
foote, as it is none of the biggeft, fo I thaiike God 
it is handfome enough, prethee let me haue a 
paire of fhooes made, Corke good Roger, w^oodden 
heele too. 
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Hodge. You fliall. 

Wife. Art thou acquainted with neuer a Farding- 
ale-malcer, nor a French-hood maker, I mull enlarge 
my bumme, ha, ha, ha, how fhall I looke in a hood 
I wonder ? perdie odly I thinke. 

Roger. As a Cat out of a Pillory, very wel I war- 
rant you Miftreffe. 

Wife. Indeed all fieili is graffe, and Roger ^ canll 
thou tell where I may buy a good haire ? 

Roger. Yes forfooth, at the Poulterers in Gracious 
ftreete. 

Wife. Thou art an vngracious wag, perdye, I 
meane a falfe haire for my perewig. 

Roger. lYhy Miflris, the next time that I cut my 
beard, you fhall have the iliauings of it, but mine are 
all true haires. 

Wife. It is very hot, I mull get me a fan or elfe 
a mafke. 

Roger. So you had need to hide your wicked face. 

Wife. Fie vpon it, how coflly this world’s calling, 
is, perdie, but that it is one of the wonderfull workes 
of God, I would not deal with it : is not Firke come 
yet ? HarSf be not fo fad, let it paffe and vaniih as 
my hiif bands worfliip faies. 

Hans. Ick bin vrolicke, lot fee you foo. 

Roger. Miflris, will you drinke a pipe of Tobacco ? 

wife. O fie vpon it Roger, perdy, thefe filthy 
Tobacco pipes are the mofl idle flauering babies that 
euer I felt : out vpon it, God bleffe vs, men looke not 
like men that vfe them. 

Enter Rafh bemg lame. 

Roger. Wliat fellow Rafh ? Miflrefle looke heere 
Janes hufband : why how now, lame ? Haiis make 
much of him, hee’s a brother of cur Trade, a good 
workeman, and a tall Souldier. 

Hans. You be welcome broder. 

Wife. Pardie I knew him not, now doH thou good 
Raf/i ? 
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I am glad to fee thee well. 

Raph, I would God you faw me dame as well 
As when I went from London into France. 

Wife. Trufl mee I am fome Rafh to fee thee 
impotent, Lord how the wanes haue made him Sun- 
burnt : the left leg is not well, 'twas a fairc gift of 
God, the iniirmitie took not hold a little higher, 
confidering thou camll from France, but let that paffe. 

Raph, I am glad to fee you well, and I rejoyce 
To heare that God hath blefl my mailer fo 
Since my departure. 

Wife. Yea truely Raph^ I thanke my maker : but 
let that paffe. 

Roger, And firra Raph^ what news, what news in 
France ? 

Raph. Tell me good Roger firfl what newes in 
England ? 

How does my fane 'I when didll thou fee my wife ? 
■^Vhere hues my poore heart? flieele be poorc indeed, 
Now I want limbs to get whereon to feed. 

Rog. Limbes ? hall thou not hands man ? thou 
lhalt neuer fee a shoemaker want bread, tliough he 
haue but three fingers on a hand. 

Raph. Yet all this while I heare not of my Jane. 
Wife. 0 Raph your wife, perdie wee know not 
what’s become of her : flie was here a while, and 
becaufe llie was married, grew more llately than 
became her, I checkt her, and fo forth, away flic Hung, 
neuer returned, nor faid bih nor bah : and Rajdi you 
know, ka me, ka thee, And fo as I tell ye, Roger is 
not Firke come yet ? 

Roger. No forfooth. 

Wife. And fo indeed we heard not of her, but I 
heare fhee lines in London : but let that paife. If 
Ihee had wanted, Ihee might haue opened her cafe 
to me or my hufband, or to any of my men, I am 
fure there is not any of them perdie, but would haue 
done her good to his power. Bans, looke if Firke 
bee come. 

Hans. Yaw ic M vro. 


Exit Hans. 
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Wife. And fo as I faid : but RapJi, why doft thou 
weepe ? thou knowefl that naked we came out of our 
mothers womb, and naked we mufl returne, and 
therefore thanke God for all things. 

Roger. No faith, Jane is a llranger heere, but 
Raph pull vp a good heart, I know thou hall one, 
thy wife man is in London, one told me he faw her a 
while agoe very braue and neat, wee’le ferret her out, 
and London hold her. 

Wife. Alas poore foule, hee’s ouercome with 
forrow, he does but as I doe, weepe for the Ioffe of 
any good thing : but RapJi^ get thee in, call for fome 
meat and drink, thou fhalt find me worfhipfull to- 
wards thee. 

Raph. I thanke you dame, since I want limbs 
and lands, 

He trufl to God, my good friends, and to my hands. (3) 

Exit. 

Enter Hans and Firke 7 nmning. 

Firke. Runne good Hans., O Hodge, O Miflris; 
Hodge heaue vp thine eares, miflreffe fmugge vp your 
lookes, on with your befl apparell, my mafler is 
chofen, my mafler is called, nay condemned by the 
cry of the Countrie to be fiierife of the Citie, for this 
famous yeare now to come : and time now being, 
a great many men in black gownes were afkt for 
tlieir voices, and their hands, and my mafler had 
all their fills about his eares prefently, and they 
cried I, I, I, I, and fo I came away, wherefore 
without all other grieue, I doe falute you miflris 
Shrieue. 

Hans. Yaw, my meefler is de groot man, de 
Shrieue. 

Roger. Did not I tell you Miflris, now I may 
boldly fay, good morrow to your worfhip. 

Wife. Good morrow good Roger, I thanke you 
my good people all, Firke, hold vp thy hand, heer’s 
a three pennie peece for thy tydings. 

{3) He to God, my good friends, and to thcfe my hands. 

1600—1610. 
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Firk, Tis but three halfe pence, I think : yes, tis 
three pence, I fmell the !Rofe. 

Ilod^e. But Miflris, be ml’d by me, and do not 
fpeake fo pulingly. 

Fh'k. 'Tis her worfliip fpeakes fo and not flie, no 
faith miflris fpeake mee in the old key, to it Firke^ 
there good Firke^ ply your biifineffe dlodge^ Hodge 
with a full mouth: He fill your bellies with good 
cheare till they cry twang. 


Enter Simon Eyre wearing a gold chaine. 

Ham, See mine iieuer broder, heere compt my 
meefter. 

Wife, Welcome home maifler Shrieue, I pray 
God continue you in health and wealth. 

Eyn, See here my Maggy, a Chaine, a gold Chaine 
for Simon Eyre, I fliall make thee a lady, lieere’s a 
French hood for thee, on with it, on with it, dreffe 
thy browes mth. this flap of a flroulder of mutton, to 
make thee looke lonely : where be my flue men ? 
Eager, He make ouer my fliop and toolcs to dice : 
Eirli, thou fhalt be the foreman : 11‘ans, thou flialt 
haue an^ hundred for twenty, be as mad knaues as 
your maifler Sm Eyre hath beene, and you fliall 
hue to be Sherifes of London : how doll thou like 
mee Margerie % Prince am I none, yet am I princely 
borne, Firkc, Hodge, and Hans, 

^ forfooth, what fayes your worfliip miflris 

Eyre. Worfliip and honour ye Babilonian knaues. 
for the Gentle Craft: but I forgot my fclfe, I anJ 
bidden by my Lord Maior to dinner to old Foord 
hees gone before, I mull after : come Madge, on with 
your tankets : now my true Troians, my fine Firhe 
my dapper Hodge, my honeft Hans, fome deuice’ 
fome odde crochets, fome morris, or fuch like, for 
the honour of the gentle Shoo-makers, meet mee 
at old Foord, you know my mind : come Madge, 
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away, fliut vp the fhop knaues, and make Holi- 
day. 

Exeimt. 

Firke. O rare, O braue, come Hodge,, follow me 
Hansy 

Wee’le be with them for a Morris dance. Exeimt 

Enter Lord Maior, Eyre,, Ms wife in a French hood^ 
Sibiil and other Seniants, 

L, Maior, Trufl me you are as welcome to old 
Foord, as I myfelfe. 

Wife. Truely, I thanke your Lordfhip. 

L, Maior, Would our bad cheere were worth 
the thankes you glue. 

Eyre. Good cheere my Lord Maior, fine cheere, a 
fine houfe, fine walles, all fine and neat 

Z. Ma. Now by my troth, He tell thee maifler 
Eyre, 

It does me good and all my Brethren, 

That fuch a mad-cap fellow as thy felfe 
Is entred into our focietie. 

JVife, I but my Lord hee mull learne now to 
put on grauitie. 

Eyre, Peace Maggy, a fig for grauitie, when I goe 
to Guild Hall in my Scarlet gowne, i’le looke as de- 
murely as a Saint, and fpeake as grauely as a JufLice 
of Peace, but now 1 am here at old Foord, at my 
good Lord Maiors houfe, let it goe by, vanifli 
Maggy, ile be merrie, away with flip flap, thefe 
fooleries, thefe gulleries : what himny ? Prince am I 
none, yet am I Princely borne : what fayes my Lord 
Maior 1 

Z. Ma. Pla, ha, ha, I had rather than a thoufand 
pound, 

I had an heart but halfe fo light as yours. 

Eyre. Why what fliould I doe my Lord 1 a pound 
of care payes not a dram of debt: hum, let’s be 
menie whiles wee are young, old Age, facke and fugar 
will fleale vpon vs ere we be aware. 
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L. Ma. Its well done, Miaris Eyre, pray giue 
good couiifell to my daughter. 

Wife. I hope miflris Rofe will haue the grace 
to take nothing that’s bad. 

L. Ma. Pray God die doe, for ifaith miflris Eyrc^ 
I would bellow vpon that peeuifli giiie 
A thoufand markes more than I meane to giue her, 
Upon condition fheed be rul’d by me. 

The Ape flill croffeth me : there came of late 
A proper gentleman of faire reuenewes, 

Whom gladly I would call Sonne in law ; 

But my fine Cockney would haue none of him, 

Youle proue a Cockfcombe for it ere you die, 

A Courtier or no man muft pleafe your eye. 

Eyre. Bee rul’d fweet Rofe, th’art ripe for a man : 
marrie not with a boy that has no more haire on his 
face than thou hafl on thy cheekes : a Courtier, wafli, 
goe by, fland not vpon piflieiy paflieric ; thofe filkcn 
feliowes are but painted Images, outfides, outlidcs 
Roje., their inner linings are tome : no my fine moufc, 
manie me with a Gentleman Grocer like my Lorcl 
Maior your father, a Grocer is a fweet trade, plums, 
plums : had I a fonne or daughter fliould marrie out 
of the generation and blood of the fiioomakers, he 
fhould pack : what, the gentle trade is a lining for a 
man through Europe, through the world. 

A noyfe wiihm of a Taber a?td a Rife. 

L. Ma. What noyfe is this ? 

Eyre. 0 my Lord Maior, a crue of good feliowes 
that for loue to your honour, are come hither with a 
Morrifdance ; come in my Mefopotamians cheerily* 

Enter Hodge^ Mans, RapJi, Eirke, and other Shoo- 
makers in a morris \ after a Utile dancing the 
Lord Maior ffeaks. 

L. Ma. Maifler Eyre, are all thefe Sh comakers I 

Eyre. All Cordwainers my good Lord Maior. 

Rofe. How like my Lade lookes yond Shoomaker. 

Mans. O that I durfl but fpeake vnto my loue I 
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R Ma. Sibiil, go fetch fome wine to make tliefe 
drinke, 

You are all welcome. 

AiL We thanke your Lordfhip. 

Roje takes a cup of wine and goes to Hans, 

Rqfe. For his fake whofe faire fhape thou repre- 
fentil. 

Good friend I drinke to thee. 

Mans, Ic be dancke good friiler. 

Eyres Wife. I fee miflris Rofe you do not want 
iudgement, you haue drunke to the propej*efl man I 
keepe. 

Firke. Here be fome haue done their parts to be 
as proper as he. 

L, Ma. Well, vrgent bufmefle cals me backe to 
London : 

Good fellowes, firfl go in and tail our cheare, 

And to make merrie as you homeward goe, 

Spend thefe two angels in beere at Stratford Boe. 

Eyre. To thefe two (my mad lads) Sim Eyre 
addes another, then cheerily A/Hr, tickle it Hans^ and 
all for the honour of Shoemakers. 

All go dancing out. 

L. Ma, Come maifler Eyre^ let’s haue your com- 
pany. Exeunt. 

Rofe. Sibill, what fliall I doe ? 

Sibil Why whats the matter ? 

Rofe. That Mans the flioo-maker is my loue Lacy, 
Difguifd ill that attire to find me out, 

How ihould I find the meanes to fpeake with him ? 

Sib. What miflris, neuer feare, I dare venter my 
maidenhead to nothing, and thats great oddes, that 
Mam the Dutchman when we come to London, fliall 
not onely fee and fpeake with you, but in fpight of all 
your Fathers pollicies, ileale you away and marrie 
you, will not this pleafe you ? 

Rofe. Do this, and euer be affured of my loue. 
Sibil. Away then, and follow your father to London, 
leil your abfence caufe him to fufpedl fomething : 
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To morrow if my counfell be obaide. 

He bind you prentife to the gentle trade. 

Enter lafie in a Semjiers JIwp working, a?id Hammon 
muffled at another doore, he /la nds aloofc. 

Ham. Yonders the ihop, and there my faire lone 
fits, 

Shee’s faire and lonely, but fiie is not mine. 

0 would file were, thrice haue I courted lier, 

Thrice hath my hand beene moiflned with her hand, 
Whilfi my poore famifht eyes do feed on that 
Which made them famifh : I am infortunate, 

1 flill loue one, yet no bodie loues me, 

I mufe in other men what women fee, 

That I fo want % fine miflris Rofe was coy, 

And this too curious, oh no, fiie is chad, 

And for fiie thinkes me wanton, fiie denies 
To cheare my cold heart with her funny eyes, 

How prettily die workes, oh preltic hand ! 

Oh happie worke, it doth me good to fland 
Unfeene to fee her, thus I oft haue flood, 

In frofly euenings, a light burning by her, 

Enduring biting cold, only to eye her, 

One onely looke hath feem’d as rich to me 
As a Kings crowne, fuch is loues iunacie : 

Muffeled He paffe along, and by that try 
Whether the know me. 

Jane. Sir, what ill you buy 
What id you lacke fir? callico, or lawnc, 

Fine cambricke fhirts, or bands, what will you buy ? 
Ham. That which thou wilt not fell, faith yet ile 
trie : 

How do you fell this handkercher % 

Jaiie. Good cheape. 

Ham. And how thefe ruffes 1 
yafie. Cheape too. 

Ham. And how this band ? 

J-o>ne. Cheape too. 

Ham. All cheape, how fell you tlicn this hand ! 
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J^ane, My hands are not to be fold. 

Ham. To be giuen then, nay faith I come to buy. 
yane. But none knowes when. 

Ham. Good fweet, leaue worke a little while, lets 
play. 

fafie. I cannot line by keeping holliday. 

Ham. He pay you for the time which fliall be lofl. 
J^ane. With me you lhali not be at fo much coft. 
Ham. Looke how you wound this cloth, fo you 
wound me. 
fane. It may be fo. 

Ham. Tis fo. 
fane. What remedy % 

Ham. Nay faith you are too coy. 
fane. Let go my hand. 

Ham. I will do any tallce at your command, 

I would let go this beaiitie, were I not 
In mind to difobey you by a power 
That controules Kings : I loue you. 
fane. So, now part. 

Ham. With hands I may, but neuer with my 
heart. 

In faith I lone you. 
fane. I beieeue you doe. 

Ham. Shall a true loue in mee breed hate in you % 
fa?ie. I hate you not. 

Ham. Then you miiH loue. 
fa?ie. I doe, what are you better now ? I loue not 
you. 

Ham. All this I hope is but a w^omans fray. 

That meanes come to me, when fhe cries, away : 

In earnell miflris I do not ieh, 

A true chad loue hath entred in my bred, 

I loue you dearely as I doe my life, 

I loue you as a huf band loues a wife, 

That, and no other loue my loue requires, 

Thy wealth I know is little, my defires 

Third not for gold, fweet beautious 5^^;/^whafs mine, 

Shall (if thou make my felfe thine) all be thine, 
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Say, iudge, what is thy fentence, life, or death ? 
Mercy or cmeltie lies in thy breath. 

yane. Good fir I do beleeue you loue me well ; 
For tis a feely conquell, feely pride, 

For one like you (I mean a gentleman) 

To boafl, that by his loue tricks he hath brought, 
Such and fuch women to his amorous lure : 

I thinke you do not fo, yet many doe, 

And make it euen a very trade to wooe, 

I could be coy, as many women be, 

Feed you with fumlhine fmiles, and wanton lookes, 

But I deteil witch-craft ; fay that I 

Doe conftantly beleeve you, conllant haue. 

Ham, Why doeil thou not beleeue me ? 

Jane. I beleeue you, 

But yet good fir, becaufe I will not greeue you, 

With hopes to tafle fruit which will neiier fall, 

In fimple truth this is the fumme of all, 

My huf band Hues, at leafl I hope he Hues, 

Preil was he to thefe bitter warres in France, 

Bitter they are to me by wanting him, 

I haue but one heart, and that hearths his due, 

How can I then beftow the fame on you % 

Whileft he Hues, his I Hue, be it neere lo poore, 

And rather be his wife, than a kings whore. 

Ham. Chall and deare woman, I will not abiife 
thee, 

Although it cofl my life, if thou refufe me, 

Thy huf band prefl for France, what was his name % 
Jajie, Rape JDamport. 

Ham. Damporty heres a letter fent 
From France to me, from a deare friend of mine, 

A gentleman of place, here he doth write, 

Their names that haue beene flaine in eueiy fight. 
Jane. I hope deaths fcroll containes not* my 
loues name. 

Ham. Can you not read ? 

Jane. I can. 

Ham. Penife the fame. 
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To my remembrance fuch a name I read 
Amongfl the refl ; fee here. 

yam. Aye me^ hee’s dead, 

Hee's dead, if this be true my deare hearts fiaine. 
Ham. Haue patience, deare loue. 
yarn. Hence, hence. 

Ham. Nay fweet yane^ 

Make not poore forrow prowd with thefe rich teares, 

I mourne thy huf bands death becaufe thou mourhll. 
yam. That bill is forgde, tis %nde by forgerie. 
Ham. He bring thee letters fent b elides to many 
Carrying the like report : yam tis too true, 

Come, weep not : mourning though it rife from loue, 
Helpes not the mourned, yet hurts them that mourne. 
yam. For Gods fake leaue me. 

Ham. Whither dofl thou turne ? 

Forget the dead, loue them that are aliue. 

His loue is faded, trie how mine will thriue. 
yam. Tis now no time for me to think on loue. 
Ham. Tis now bell time for you to thinke on loue, 
becaufe your loue hues not. 
yane. Though he be dead, my loue to him lhal 
not be buried : 

For Gods fake leaue me to my felfe alone. 

Ham. TVould kill my foule to leave thee drownd 
in mone : 

Anfwere me to my fute, and I am gone, 

Say to me, yea, or no. 
ya?ie. No. 

Ham. Then farewell : one farewell will not ferue. 

I come againe, come drie thefe wet cheekes, 
tell me faith fweete Jane, yea, or no, once more. 

yam. Once more I fay no, once more begone 
I pray, elfe will I goe. 

Ham. Nay then I will grow rude by this white 
hand, 

Untill you change that cold no, here ile Hand, 

Till by your hard heart, 
yam. Nay for Gods loue peace, 


E 
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My forrowes by your prefence more increafcj 
Not that you thus are prefent, but all griefe 
Defires to be alone, therefore in briefe 
Thus much I fay, and faying bid adew, 

If euer I wed man it Ihail be you. 

Ham. Oh bleffed voice, deare fane, ile urge no 
more, 

Thy breath hath made me rich. 
fane. Death makes me poore. Exit 

Enter Hodge at his Jhop boord, Eafe^ Firke^ HanSy 
and a boy at worke. 

AIL Hey downe, a downe dery. 

Hodge. Well faid my hearts, pile your worke to 
day, wee loytred yeflerday, to it pell mell, that we 
may line to be Lord Maiors, or Aldermen at lead. 

Firk. Hey downe a downe dery. 

Hodge. Well faid ifaith, how faifl thou HanSy doth 
not Firk tickle it ? 

Hans. Yaw meder. 

Firke. Not fo neither, my organe pipe fqueaks 
this morning forwant of licoring : hey downe a downe 
dery. 

Hans. Forward Firky tow bed vn iolly yongder hort 
I meder ic bid yo cut me vn paire vanpres vor meder 
iffires boots, 

Hodge. Thou ihalt Hans. 

Firke. Maiden 
Hodge. How now, boy ? 

Firke. Pray, now you are in the cutting vaine, cut 
me out a paire of counterfeits, or elfe my worke will 
not pade currant, hey downe a downe. 

Hod. Tell me firs, are my cozen M. Prifcillaes 
Ihooes done 1 

Firke. Your cozen 1 no mader, one of your aunts, 
hang her, let them alone. 

Fafe. I am in hand with them, die gaue charge 
that none but I Ihould do them for her. 

Firke. Thou do for her? then twill be but a lame 
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doing, and that fhe loues not : Rafe^ thou might'll haue 
fent her to me, in faith I would haue yearkt and hrkt 
your Frif cilia, hey downe a downe dery, this geere will 
not hold. 

Hodge. How faifl thou Firk % were we not merry 
at Old-Ford ? 

Firke. How merry % why our buttockes went liggy 
ioggy like a quagmire : well fir Roger Oatemeale, if I 
thought all meate of that nature, I would eate nothing 
but Bag puddings. 

Raph. Of all good fortunes, my fellow Hafis had 
the beft. 

Firke. Tis true, becaufe miftris Rofe dranke to 
him. 

Hodge. Well, well, worke apace, they fay feuen of 
the Aldermen be dead, or very fick. 

Firke. I care not, ile be none. 

Rafe. No nor I, but then my M. Eyre will come 
quickly to be L. Maior. 

Enter SihilL 

Firke. Whoope, yonder comes SihilL 

Hodge. Sihill, welcome ifaith, and how doft thou 
madde wench % 

Firke. Sib whoore, welcome to London. 

SihilL Godamercy fweet Firke : good Lord, Hodge, 
what a delicious Ihop you haue got, you tickle it 
ifaith. 

Rafe. God a mercy SihilL for our good cheere at 
old Ford. 

SihilL That you fhall have Rafe. 

Firke. Nay by the maffe, we had tickling cheere 
SihilL, and how the plague dofl thou and raiflris Rofe, 
and my L. Maior ? I put the women in firft. 

SihUL. Well Godamercy: but gods me, I forget 
my felfe, where's Hans the Flemming % 

Firke. Hearke butter-boxe, now you muft yelp 
out fome fpreken. 

Hans. Vat begaie gon vat vod gon Frifter. 
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SiUlL Marry you mufl come to my young miflris, 
to pull on her Ihooes you made lafl. 

Hans. Var ben your egle fro, vare ben your mif- 
tris? 

Sibil Marrie here at our London houfe in Corne- 
hilL 

Firke. Will no bodie feme her turne but Hans % 

Sibil No fir, come Hans I fland vpon needles. 

Hod. "Why then Sibill, take heed of pricking. 

SibiU. For that let me alone, I haue a tricke in 
my budget, come Hafis. 

Hans. Yaw, yaw ic fall meete yo gane. 

Exit Hans and Sihill 

Hodge. Goe Ha^is^ make haft againe : come, who 
lackes worke ? 

Firke. I mafler, for I lacke my breakefall, tis 
munching time, and pall. 

Hodge. Ill fo, why then leaue worke Faph, to 
breakefkll, boy looke to the tooles, come Rafe^ come 
Firke. Exetmt. 


Enter a Seruingman. 

Ser. Let me fee now, the figne of the LaH in Tower- 
ftreet, mas yonders the hoiSe: what haw, whoes 
within 1 


Enter Rafe. 

Rafe. Who calls there, what want you fir % 

Ser. Marrie I would haue a paire of Ihooes made 
for a Gentlewoman againfl to morrow morning, what, 
can you do them % 

Rafe, Yes fir, you lliall haue them, but what 
lengths her foote? 

Ser. Why, you mull make them in all parts like 
this Ihooe, but at any hand faile not to do them, for 
the Gentlewoman is to be married veiy early in the 
morning. 
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Rafe. How f by this ihooe mull it be made ? by 
this ? are you fure fir by this ? 

Ser, Howj by this am I fure, by this 1 art thou in 
thy wits 1 I tell thee I mull haue a paire of fliooes, 
doll thou marke me ? a paire of Ihooes, two fliooes, 
made by this very Ihooe, this fame fliooe, againfl to 
morrow morning by foure a clocke, doll vnderftand 
me, canfl thou do it ? 

Ra/e, Yes lir, yes, I, I, I can do’t^ by this lliooe 
you fay : I fhould know this Ihooe ? yes fir, yes, by 
this fhooe, I can do't, foure a clocke, well, whither 
lhall I bring them ? 

Ser, To the figne of the golden bail in Watling- 
llreet, enquire for one maifler Ham77i07i^ a Gentleman, 
my mafler. 

Raph. Yea fir, by this Ihooe you fay. 

Ser, I fay mailer Ha7jmwn at the golden Ball, 
hee’s the Bride-groome, and thofe Ihooes are for his 
bride. 

Raph. They lhall be done by this Ihooe; well, 
well, mafler Hammofi at the gold fliooe, I would fay 
the golden Ball, wel, very well, but I pray you fir, 
where mufl mafler Hmmnon be married ? 

Ser, At Saint Faith's Church vnder Paules*: but 
whafs that to thee? prethee difpatch thofe Ihooes, 
and fo farewell. Exit, 

Raph. By this fhooe faid he, how am I amazd 
At this flrange accident ? vpon my life. 

This was the very fhooe I gaue my wife 
When I was prefl for France ; fince when, alas, 

I neuer could heare of her. ^Tis the fame, 

And Hammons bride no other than my fane. 

Enter Firke, 

Firke, Snailes Raph thou hafl loll thy part of three 
pots, a countrieman of mine gaue me to breakefall. 

Raph, I care not, I haue found a better thing. 

Firke, A thing? away; is it a mans tiling or a 
womans thing ? 
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Eqpk Firke^ dofl thou know this fliooe ? 

Firke. No by my troth, neither doth that know 
me; I haue no acquaintance with it, tis a meere 
llranger to me. 

FapL Why then I doe ; this ihooe I durfL be 
fwome 

Once couered the infiep of my yane : 

This is her fize, her breadth, thus trod my loue, 

Thefe true-Ioue knots I prickt, I hold my life, 

By this old fhooe I fhall find out my wife. 

Firke, Ha, ha old Ihooe that wert new, how a 
murren came this ague fit of foolifhneffe vpon thee % 
Fqph, Thus Firke euen now here came a feruing- 
man, 

By this fhooe would he haue a new paire made, 

Againfl to morrow morning for his miflris, 

That’s to be married to a gentleman, 

And why may not this be my fweet fane 
Firke, And why maiefl not thou be my fweet Affe ? 
ha, ha. 

Rapk Well, laugh and fpare not, but the truth is 
this, 

Againfl to morrow morning Ileprouide 
A lufly crew of honefl flioomakers, 

To watch the going of the bride to Church : 

If fhe prone fane. He take her in difpite 
Oi Hanmion and theDeuill, were he by, 

If it be not my yane, what remedy ? 

Hereof I am fure, I fhall Hue till I die, 

Although I neuer with a woman lie. 

Firke, Thou lie with a woman to build nothing 
but Cripplegates ? Well God fends fooles fortune, 
and it may be hee may light vpon his matrimony by 
fuch a deuice, for wedding and hanging goes by def- 

Exit, 
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Enter Hans andEofe aniiein arme, 

Hans, How happie am I by embracing thee, 

O I did feare fucli crohe mifhaps did raigne, 

That I Ihould neuer fee my Eofe againe. 

Eofe. Sweet Zacy^ fmce faire opportunitie, 

Offers her felfe to further our efcape, 

Let not too ouerTond efleeme of me, 

Hinder that happie houre, inuent the meanes, 

And Eofe will follow thee through all the world, 

Hans. Oh how I furfet with exceffe of ioy, 

Made happie by thy rich perfedlion : 

But fmce thou payfl fweet interefl to my hopes, 
Redoubling loue on loue, let me once more 
Like to a bold-fac’d debtor craue of thee, 

This night to fleale abroad, and at Eyres houfe, 

Who now by death of certaine Aldermen, 

Is Maior of London, and my maifler once, 

Meete thou thy Zaey, where in fpight of change, 

Your fathers anger, and mine vncles hate, 

Our happy nuptials will we confumraate. 

Enter SihiL 

StbilL Oh God, what will you do miflris ? fhift for 
your felfe, your father is at hand^ hee's comming, hee's 
comming, mailer Lacy hide your felfe in my millris, 
for Gods fake Ihift for your felues. 

Hans, Your father come, fweet Rofe^ what lhall I 
doe ? 

Where fliall I hide me ? how fhall I efcape % 

Rofe, A man, and want wit in extremitie. 

Come come, be Hans Hill, play the fhoomaker. 

Pull on my Ihooe. 

Enter Lord Maior. 

Hans. Mas and that’s well remembred. 

SzMl Here comes your father. 

Hans. For ware metreffe, ’tis vn good Ikow, it fall 
vel fute, or ye fal neit betallen. 
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Rofe. 0 God it pincheth me, what will you do? 

Hans, Your fathers prefence pincheth, not the 
fhooe. 

Z. Ma, Well done, fit my daughter well, and Ihe 
fhall pleafe thee well. 

Hans, Yaw, yaw, ick weit dat well, for ware tis vn 
good Ikoo, tis gi mait van neits leither, fe euer mine 
here. 


Enter a Prentife, 

L, Maior, I do beleeue it, whats the newes with 
you? 

Pren, Pleafe you the Earle of Lincolne at the gate 
is newly lighted, and would fpeake with you. 

Z. Ma, The Earle of Lincolne come fpeake with 
me ? 

Well, well, I know his errand: daughter Rofe 
Send hence your fhoomaker, difpatch, haue done : 

Sih make things handforae, fir boy follow me. Exit 
Hans, Mine vncle come : O what may this por- 
tend t 

Sweet Rofe,, this of our loue threatens an end. 

Rofe, Be not difmaid at this, what ere befall, 

Rofe is thine owne, to witneffe I fpeake truth, 

Where thou appoints the place, He meet with thee i 
I will not fixe a day to follow thee, 

But prefently Ileale hence : do not replie, 

Loue which gaue flrength to beare my fathers hate, 
Shall now adde wings to further our efcap^. Exmnt, 

Enter Lord Maior and Lincolne, 

Z. Maior, Beleeue me on my credit I fpeake truth, 
Since firfl your nephew Lacy went to France, 

I haue not feene him : It feemM flrange to me, 

When Dodger told me that he llaied behind, 

Negleaing the high charge the king impofed. 

Line, Trull me (fir Roger Otley) I did thinke 
Your counfell had giuen head to this attempt, 

Drawne to it by the loue he beares your child, 
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Here I did hope to find him in your houfe, 

But now I fee mine error, and confeffe 
My iudgement wrong’d you by concerning fo. 

Z. Ma. Lodge in my houfe, fay you % truifl me my 
Lord, 

I loue your nephew Lacy too too dearely, 

So much to wrong his honour : and he hath done fo, 
That firfl gaue him aduice to flaie from France. 

To witnelfe I fpeake truth, I let you know 
How carefull I haue beene to keepe my daughter 
Free from all conference or fpeech of him, 

Not that I fcorne your nephew, but in loue 
I beare your honor, left your noble blood, 

Should by my meane worth be difhonoured. 

Line, How far the churles tongue wanders from 
his heart, 

Well, well fir Roger Otley^ I beleeue you, 

With more than many thankes for the kind loue, 

So much you leeme to beare me : but my I^ord, 

Let me requeft your helpe to feeke my nephew, 

Whom if I find, i’le ftraight imbarke for France ; 

So fliall your Rofe be free, my thoughts at reft, 

And much care die which now lies in my breft. 

Efiter SibilL 

SiUlL 0 Lord, helpe for Gods fake my miftris, 

Oh my young miftris. 

Z. Ma, Where is thy miftris ? whafs become of 
her? 

SthilL Sheets gone, fiiee’s fled. 

Z. Ma, Gone ? whither is fhe fled ? 

SiUlL I know not forfooth, fliee^s fled out of doorcs 
with Hans the Shoemaker, I faw them feud, feud, 
feud, apace, apace. 

Z. Ma, Which waie ? what fohn ? where be my 
men ? which waie % 

Sibil!, I know not and it pleafe your worfliip. 

Z. Ma, Fled with a flioomaker, can this be true ? 
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SihiL 0 Lord fir, as true as 70U are L. Maior.(4) 

Lin. Her loue turned Ihoomaker,. I am glad of this. 

Z. Ma, A Flemming butter-boxe, a flioomaker. 
Will file forget her birth ? requite my care 
With fuch ingratitude ? fcorn’d fiie young Mammon^ 
To loue a honnikin, a needy knaue 1 
Well let her fiie, ile not fiie after her, 

Let her fiarue if fiie will, fiiee's none of nfine. 

Lin, Be not fo cruell fir. 

Enter Firke with Jhooesr. 

SibilL I am glad fiiee’s fcapt. 

L, Ma, lie not account of her as of my child', 

Was there no better obied for her eyes, 

But a foule drunken lubbery fwill-bellie, 

A fiioomaker, that’s braue. 

Firke, Yea forfooth 'tis a verie braue fiiooe, and 
as fit as a pudding. 

Z. Ma, How now, what knaue is this, from whence 
commefl thou ? 

Firke, No knaue fir, I am Firke the flioomaker, 
luflie Rogers chiefe lully journey-man, and I come 
hither to take vp the prettie legge of fweet mifiris- 
Rofe^ and thus hoping your worfliip is in as good 
health as I was at the making hereof, I bid you fare- 
well, yours Firke, 

L, Ma, Stay, fiay, fir knaue. 

Lin, Come hither flioomaker. 

Firke, Tis happie the knaue is put before the 
fiioomaker, or elle I would not haue vouchfafed to 
come backe to you, I am moued, for I flirre. 

Z. Ma, My Lord, this villaine calls vs knaues by 
craft ^ 

Firke. Then 'tis by the Gentle Craft, and to call 
one knaue gently is no harme : fit your worfliip 
merrie : Sib your young miflris. He fo bob them, 
now my mailler M. Eyre is Lord Maior of London. 

(4) as true as Gods in heauen. 1600, 
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Z. Ma. Tell me firra, whofe man are you ? 

Firke. I am glad to fee your worlhip fo merrie, I 
haue no maw to this geere, no llomacke as yet to a 
red petticoat. Pointmgto Sibil, 

Lm. He meanes not fir to wooe you to his maid, 
But onely doth demand whofe man you are. 

Firke, I fmg now to the tune of Rogero, 

Roger my fellow is now my maifler. 

Lmc, Sirra knowfL thou one Ham a Ihoomaker ? 

Fir, Hans Shoemaker, oh yes, flay, yes I haue 
him, I tell you what, I fpeake it in tecret, miflris 
Rofe and he are by this time, no not fo, but ihortly are 
to come ouer one another, with Can you dance the 
fhaking of the iheets? it is that Hans, He fo gull 
thefe diggers. 

Z. Ma. Knowfl thou then where he is ? 

Firke. Yes forfooth, yea marry. 

Lin. Canft thou in fadneffe ? 

Firke. No forfooth, no marry. 

Z. Ma. Tell me good honeil fellow where he is, 
And thou fhalt fee what He beflow of thee. 

Firke. Honefl fellow, no fir, not fo fir, my pro- 
feffion is the Gentle Craft, I care not for feeing, I loue 
feeling, let me feel it heere, aurium taius, ten peeces 
of gold, genuum tenus, ten peeces of hluer, and then 
Firke is your man in a new paire of flretchers. 

Z. Ma. Here is an angell, part of thy reward, 
Wliich I will giue thee, tell me where he is. 

Firke. No point, fhall I betray my brother ? no, 
lhal I proue fudas to Hans ^ no ; fhal I crie treafon 
to my corporation ? no, I ihall be firkt and yerkt then, 
but giue me your angell, your angell fhall tell you, 

Lin. Doe fo good fellow, ’tis no hurt to thee. 

Firke. Send fimpring Sib away. 

Z. Ma. Hufwife get you in. Fxif Sib. 

Firke. Pitchers haue eares, and maids haue wide 
mouthes : but for Hans praunce, vpon my word to 
morrow morning hee and young millris Rofe goe to 
this geere, they ihall be married together by this'rufh, 
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or elfe turne Firk to a firkin of butter to tan leather 
withall. 

Z. Ma. But art thou fiire of this ? 

Firke. Am I fure that Paules-fleeple is a handfull 
higher than London flone ? or that the piffmg Con- 
duit leaks nothing but pure mother Bunch? am I fure 
I am lufly Firk ? Gods nailes do you thinke I am fo 
bafe to gull you % 

Lmcolne, ^^Tiere are they married ? doll thou 
know the Church % 

Firke, I neuer goe to Church, but I know the 
name of it, it is a fwearing Church, flay a while, *tis, 
I by the mas ; no, no, tis I by my troth, no nor that, 
tis I by my faith, that that, tis I by my Faiths Church 
vnder Paules Croffe, there they fhall bee knit like a 
paire of flockings in matrimony, there theyle be in 
cony. 

Line, Upon my life my Nephew Lacy walkes. 

In the difguife of this Dutch Shoomaker. 

lirke. Yes forfooth. 

Line, Doth he not honeil fellow ? 

Fh'ke, No forfooth I thinke Ha^is is no body but 
Mafis, no fpirit 

Z. Ma, My mind mifgiues me now tis fo indeed. 

Lmc, My Cofen fpeaks the language, knowes the 
trade. 

Z. Ma, Let me requefl your company my Lord, 
Your honorable prefence may, no doubt, 

Refraine their head-flrong raflmeffe, when my felfe 
Going alone, perchance may be ore-borne : 

Shall I requefl this fauour ? 

Lin, This, or what elfe. 

Firk. Then you mufl rife betimes, for they meane 
to fall to their hey paffe, and repaffe, pindy pandy, 
which hand will you haue, very early. 

Z Ma. My care fhall euery way equall their hall, 
This night accept your lodging in my houfe, 

The earlier fhal we flir, and at Saint Faiths 
Preuent this giddy haxe-braind Nuptiall, 
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This trafficke of hot loue fliall yeeld cold gaines, 

They ban our loues and weele forbid their baines. 

Exit. 

Lin. At Saint Faiths Church thou faiil ? 

Fb'k. Yes, by their troth. 

Line. Be fecret on thy life. Exit. 

Firk. Yes when I kiffe your wife, ha, ha, heres no 
craft in the Gentle Craft, I came hither of purpofe with 
fhooes to Sir Rogers worfhip, whilfl Rofe his daughter 
be cony-catcht by Hans : foft now, thefe two guiles wil 
be at Saint Faithes Church to morrow morning to take 
maifler Bridegroome, and miflris Bride napping, and 
they in the meane time fhall chop vp the matter at 
the Sauoy : but the bed fport is, Sir Roger Otley will 
find my fellow lame Rapks wife going to marrie a Gen- 
man : and then heele flop her in dead of his Daughter; 
O braue, there will bee fine tickling fport : foft now, 
what haue I to do ? 0 1 know, now a meffe of 

fhoomakers meate at the Wooll-facke in luy lane, to 
cozen my Gentleman of lame Raphs wife, that^s true, 
•alacke alacke, girles hold out tacke, for now fmockes 
for this iumbling fhall go to wracke. Exit. 

Enter Eyre^ his wife, Hans and Rofe. 

Eyre. This is the morning then, day my bully, 
my honed Hans, is it not ? 

Hans. This is the morning that mud make vs two 
happie or miferable, therefore if you 

Eyre. Awsiy with thefe ifs and ands Hans, and 
thefe et ceteraes, by mine honor Rowland Lacy, none 
but the king fliall wrong thee : come feare nothing, 
am not I Sim Eyre ? Is not Sim Eyi'^e Lord Maior 
of London % feare nothing Rofe, let them fay all what 
they can, daintie come thou to mee, laughed thou ? 

Wife. Good my Lord dand her friend in what 
thing you may. 

Eyre. Why my fweete Ladie Madgy, thinke you 
Simon Eyre can forget his fine Dutch iourneyman ? 
JSTo vah. Fie I fcome it, it fhall neuer be cad in my 
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teeth, that I was vnthankefull. Lady Madgy, thou 
hadfl neuer couered thy Saracens head with this 
French flappe, nor loaded thy biimme with this far- 
thingale, tis tralh, tnimperie, vanitie, Simon Eyre had 
neuer waikt in a red petticoate, nor wore a chaine of 
Gold but for my fine Journeymans Portigues, and 
fiiall I leaue him % No : Prince am I none, yet beare 
a Princely minde. 

Hans. My Lord, ’tis time to part from hence. 

Eyre. IjeAy Madgy\ Lady Madgy^ take two or three 
of my Pie-cruft eaters, my Buffe-ierkin varlets, that 
doe walke in blacke gownes at Simon Eyres heeles, 
take them good Ladie Madgy^ trip and go, my browne 
Queene of Perriwigs, with my delicate Rofe, and my 
iolly Rowland to the Sauoy, fee them linkt, counte- 
nance the marriage, and when it is done, cling cling 
together, you Hamborow Turtle Doues, He beare you 
out, come to Simon Eyre, come dwell with me Hans, 
thou fhalt eate minc’d pies, and marchpane. Rofe, 
away cricket, trip and goe, my Lady Madgy to the 
Sauoy. Ba?ts, wed, and to bed, kiffe and away, go 
vanilh. 

Wife, Farewell my Lord. 

Rqfe. Make haft fweet loue. 

Wife, Sheede faine the deed were done. 

Hans. Come my fweet Rofe, falter than Deere 
weele run. They goe out 4 

Eyre.-- Goe, yanifii, vanifii, auant I fay : by the 
Lord of Ludgate, it’s a mad life to be a Lord Maior, 
it’s a llirring life, a fine life, a veluet life, a careful! 
life. Well Simon Eyre, yet fet a good face on it, in 
the honour of Saint High, Soft, the king this day 
comes to dine with me, to fee my new buildings, his 
maieftie is welcome, hee fhall haue good cheere, 
delicate cheere, princely cheere. This day my fellow 
prentices of London come to dine with me too, they 
fhal haue fine cheere, gentlemanlike cheere. I pro- 
mifed the md Cappadofians, when we all femed at 
the Conduit together, that if euer I came to bee 
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Maior of London, I would feafl them all, and i’ie 
-doot, i’le doot by the life of Pharaoh^ by this beard 
Sim Eyre mil be no flincher. Befides, I haue pro- 
cured, that vpon euery Shrouetuefday at the found of 
the Pancake bell, ray fine dapper AlTirian lads lhall 
clap vp their fhop windowes, and away, this is the 
day, and this day they fhall doot, they fhall doot : 
boyes, that day are you free, let maifters care, and 
prentifes fhall pray for Simon Eyre. 

Enter Hodge^ Firke^ Raph^ and flue or fix Shoomakers^ 
all with cudgels^ or fuck weapons. 

Hodge. Come Rafe^ Hand to it Firhei my mafters, 
as wee are the braue bloods of the Shoemakers, heires 
apparant to Saint Hiigh^ and perpetuall benefadlors to 
all good fellowes : thou fhalt haue no wrong : were 
Hammon a King of Spades, he ihould not delue in 
thy clofe without thy fufferance ; but tell me Rafe^ art 
thou fure tis thy wife % 

Rape. Am I fure this is Firke% This morning 
when I flrokt on her Ihooes, I lookt vpon her, and the 
vpon mee, and figlied, afkt me if euer I knew one 
Rape. Yes faid I: for his fake faid fhe (teares {landing 
in her eyes) and for thou art fomewhat like him, 
fpend this peece of gold : I tooke it : my lame leg, 
and my trauell beyond fea made me vnknowne, ail is 
•one for that, I know’s fhee’s mine. 

Firke. Did fhee giue thee this gold % O glorious 
,glittering gold : fliees thine owne, tis thy wife, and 
Siee loues thee, for He fland toot, there’s no woman 
will giue gold to any man, but fhe thinkes better of 
him than fhee thinkes of them thee giues filuer to : 
,and for Hammon^ neither Hammon nor Hangman 
fhall wrong thee in London : Is not our old Matter 
Eyre Lord Maior ? Speake my hearts. 

All. Yes, and Hammon fhall know it to his coil. 

Enter Hammon his man, fane, and others. 

Hodge. Peace my bullies, yonder they come. 
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Rafe. Stand toot my hearts, Mrk^ let me fpeake 
foil, 

Hodge, No Rafe^ let me : Hammon, whither away 
fo earely '2 

Ham, Unmannerly rude llaue, what’s that to thee ? 

Firk, To him fir ? yes fir, and to me, and others : 
good morrow Jane,^ how dofl thou ? good Lord, how 
the world is changed with you, God be thanked. 

Ham, Yillaines, hands off, how dare you touch 
my loue 1 

All. Villaines : do'wme with them, cry clubs for 
prentifes. 

Hod, Hold, my hearts : touch her Hammon 2 yea 
and more than that, weele carrie her away with vs. 
My maihers and gentlemen, neuer draw your bird 
fpits, Ihoomakers are ileele to the backe, men euery 
inch of them, all fpirit., 

All of Hammons fide. Well, and what of all this ? 

Hod. He fhew you : Jane., dooll thou know this 
man 1 tis Rafe I can tell thee : nay, tis he in faith, 
though he be lam’d by the warres, yet looke not 
llrange, but run to him, fold him about the necke and 
kiffe him. 

Jane. Liues then my hufband ? oh God let me go, 
Let me embrace my Rqfe. 

Ham. What meanes my Jane 1 ^ 

Jane. Nay, what meant you to tell me was he 
flaine ? 

Ham. Pardon me deare loue for being milled, 

Twas rumord here in London thou wert dead. 

Firke. Thou feeh he liues : Laffe, go packe home 
with him ? now M. Hammon^ wheres your miflris your 
wifel 

Seru. Swounds M. fight for her, will you thus lofe 
her? 

^ All, Downe with that creature, clubs, downe with 
him. 

Hodge. Hold, hold. 

Ham. Hold foole : firs he fhall do no wrong, 



the Gentle CrafL 65 

Will my yam leaue me thus, and breake her faith ? 

Firke, Yes fir, fiie mull fir, file fliall fir, what then % 
mend it 

Hod, Hearke fellow Rafe,, follow my counfell, fet 
the wench in the midfi, and let her chufe her man, 
and let her be his woman. 

yarn. Whom fliould I chufe ? whom fiiould my 
thoughts affe6l 1 

But him whom Heauen hath made to be my loue, 
Thou art my hufband, and thefe humble weedes, 
Makes thee more beautifull than all his wealth, 
Therefore I will but put off his attire, 

Returning it into the owners hand. 

And euer after be thy conftant wife. 

Hodge, Not a ragge yane^ the law's on our lide, 
hee that fowes in another mans ground forfeits his 
haruefl, get thee home Raph,^ follow him yane, hee 
fiiall not haue fo much as a bufke point from thee. 

Firke, Stand to that Rafe,, the appurtenances are 
thine owne, Hammon, looke not at her. 

Ser 2 ^. O fwounds no. 

Firke, Blew coate be quiet, weele giue you a new 
liuerie elfe, weele make Shroue Tuefday Saint Georges 
day for you : looke not Hamnion^ leare not, He firke 
you, for thy head now, one glance, one flieepes eye, 
any thing at her, touch not a ragge, left I and my 
brethren beate you to clowtes. 

Ser, Come maiffer Hammon, theres no flriuing 
here. 

Ham, Good fellowes, heare me fpeake : and honeff 
Rafe^ 

Whom I haue iniured moll by louing yane^ 

Marke what I offer thee : here in faire gold. 

Is twentie pound, lie giue it for thy yam, 

If this content thee not, thou fhalt haue more. 

Hodge, Sell not thy wife, Rafe, make her not a 
whore. 

Ham, Say, wilt thou freely ceafe thy claime in her, 
And let her be my wife ^ 
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AIL No do not RapL 

Rapk. Sirra Hanimon Hammon, dofl thou thinke a 
fhooe-maker is fo bafe, to be a bawd to his own wife 
for comodity 1 take thy gold, choake with it ; were I 
not lame, I would make thee eate thy words. 

Firke. A Ihoomaker fell his flelh and blood, oh 
indignitie ! 

ITodg. Sirra, take vp your pelfe, and be packing. 

Ham. I will not touch one pennie, but in liew, 

Of that great wrong I offered thy yane^ 

To yane and thee I giue that twentie pound, 

Since I haue faild of her, during my life, 

I vow no woman elfe fhall be my wife : 

Farewell good fellowes of the Gentle trade, 

Your morning mirth my mourning day hath made. 

Exit 

Firke. Touch the gold creature if you dare, y’are 
befl be trudging : here yane take thou it, now lets 
home my hearts. 

Hodge. Stay, who comes here % yane^ on againe 
with thy mafke. 

Efiter Lincolne^ L. Maior^ and fcruants. 

Lin. Yonders the lying varlet mockt vs fo. 

L. Ma. Come hither firra. 

Firke. I fir, I am firra, you meane me, do you 
not! 

Line. Where is my Nephew married % 

Firke. Is he married f God giue him ioy, I am 
glad of it : they haue a faire day, and the figne is in a 
good Planet, Mars in Vefius. 

L. Ma. , Villaine, thou toldll me that my daugh- 
ter Rofe^ 

This morning Ihould be married at Saint Faiths, 

Wee haue watcht there thefe three houres at the leaft, 
Yet fee we no fuch thing, 

Firke. Truely I am forry fort, a Bride’s a prettie 
thing. 

Hodge. Come to the purpofe, yonder’s the Bride 
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and Bridegroome you looke for I hope : though you 
be Lords, you are not to barre, by your authoritie, 
men from women, are you ? 

Z. Ma. See fee my daughter's msJkt, 

Lin, True, and my nephew, 

To hide his guilt, counterfeits him lame. 

Firke, Yea truely, God helpe the poore couple, 
they are lame and blind. 

Z. Ma, He eafe her blindneffe. 

Lin, He his lameneffe cure. 

Firke, Lye downe firs, and laugh, my fellow Raph 
is taken for Rowland Lacy,, and J^ane for millris 
damafke Rofe, this is all my knauerie. 

Z. Ma. What haue I found you minion ? 

Lin. O bafe wretch, 

Nay hide thy face, the horror of thy guilt 
Can hardly be wafht off : where are thy powers ? 

What battells haue you made ? O yes I fee, 

Thou foughtfl with fiiame, and fiiame hath conquer’d 
thee ; 

This lameneffe with not feme. 

Z. Ma. Unmafke your felfe. 

Lin, Lead home your daughter. 

Z. Ma, Take your nephew hence. 

Raph, Hence, fwounds, what meane you 1 are you 
mad % I hope you cannot enforce my wife from me, 
wher’s Hammon ? 

Z. Ma. Your wife % 

Lin. What ILa?nmon ^ 

Raph. Yea my wife, and therefore the proudefl of 
you that laies hands on her firff, He lay my Crutch 
croffe his pate. 

Firke. To him lame Raph, here’s braue fport. 
Raph. Rofe call you her % why her name is Jane, 
looke here felfe, do you know her now % <r 
Lin. Is this your daughter % 

L. Ma, No nor this your nephew : 

My Lord of Lincolne, we are both abuf ’d, 

By this bafe craftie varlet. 
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Firke, Yea forfooth no varlet, forfooth no bafe, 
forfooth I am but meane, not craftie neither, but of 
the Gentle Craft. 

L, Ma, Where is my daughter Fo/e ? where is my 
child ? 

Line, Where is my Nephew Lacy married ? 

Firke, Why here is good lac’d mutton as I pro- 
mill you. 

Line, Villaine He haue thee punilht for this wrong. 
Firke, Punilh the loumeyman villaine, but not the 
loumeyman Shoomaker. 

Enter Dodger, 

Dodg. My Lord, I come to bring vnwelcome 
newes, 

Your Nephew Laey and your daughter Eofe^ 

Earely this morning wedded at the Sauoy, 

None being prefent but the Lady Mayreffe : 

Befides I learnt among the Officers, 

The Lord Maior vowes to hand in their defence, 
Gainh any that lhall feeke to croffe the match. 

Lin, Dares Eyre the Shoomaker vphold the deed ? 
Ftrk, Yes fir, Shoemakers dare hand in a womans 
quarrel 

I warrant you, as deepe as another, and deeper too. 
Dod. Befides his Grace to day dines with the 
Mayor, 

Who on his knees humbly intends to fall, 

And beg a pardon for your Nephews fault 
Lin ^ But He preuent him, come Sir Roger Otley, 
The King will do vs iuhice in this caufe, 

How ere their hands haue made them man and wife, 

I will dilioyne the match, or lofe my life. Exeunt 
Firk, Adue Monheur Dodger, farewell fooles, 
ha, ha. 

Oh if they had haid I would haue fo lamb’d them 
with^ flouts, O heart, my Codpeece-point is ready to 
. flye in peeces euery time I thinke vpon mihiis Rofe^ 
but let that pafle, as my Ladie Mayreffe faies. 
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Hodge, This matter is anfwerd : come Rap If home 
with thy wife, come my fine Shoomakers, lets to our 
mailers the new Lord Mayor, and there fwagger this 
Shroue Tuefday, He promife you wine enough, for 
Madge keepes the Seller. 

All Oh rare ! Aiadge is a good wench. 

Firh And He promife you meat enough for fimp- 
ring Sufan keeps the Larder, He lead you to vidluals 
my braue fouldiers, follow your Captaine, O braue, 
harke, harke. Bell rings. 

All, The Pancake bell rings, the Pancake bell, 
tri-lill my hearts. 

Firke, O braue, oh fweet bell, O delicate Pancakes, 
open the doores my hearts, and ihut vp the wind owes, 
keepe in the houfe, let out the Pancakes, oli rare my 
hearts, let’s march together for the honour of S. Hugh, 
to the great new hall in Gracious flreete corner, which 
our mafler the new Lord Maior hath built. 

Rafe. O the crew of good fellowes that will dine 
at my Lord Maiors cofl to day ! 

Hodge, By the lord, my Lord Maior is a moft braue 
man, how fhall Prentifes be bound to pray for him 
and the honor of the Gentlemen Shooemakers 1 lets 
feed and bee fat with my Lordes bountie. 

Firke, O muficall Bell ftill ; O Hodge, O my bre- 
thren ; there’s cheere for the heauens, venifon 
pailies walke vp and downe piping hot like Serieants : 
Beefe and brewes comes marching in drifattes, fritters 
and pancakes come trowling in in wheele-barrowes, 
hens and orenges hopping in Porters bafkets, collops 
and egges in fcuttles, and tarts and cuflards comes 
quauering in in malt fhouels. 

Enter more Prentifes, 

AIL Whoop, looke here, looke here. 

Hodge, How now mad lads whither away fo fall % 

I Pren, Whither? why to the great new Hall, know 
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you not why ? the Lord Maior hath bidden all the 
prentifes in London to breakfafl this morning. 

AIL Oh braue Shoomaker, oh braue Lord of in- 
comprehenfible good fellowfhip, whoo, hearke you, 
the Pancake-Bell rings. Caji vp Caps, 

Firk, Nay more my hearts, euerie Shroue-tuefday 
is our yeare of Jubile : and when the Pancake-Bell 
rings, we are as as free as my Lord Maior, wee may 
ihut up our fhoppes and make holiday : I’le haue it 
card Saint Hughs Holiday. 

All Agreed, agreed, Saint Hughs Holiday. 

Hodge, And this fhall continue for euer. 

AIL Oh braue; come come my hearts, away, 
away. 

Firke, ^ 0 etemall credit to vs of the Gentle Craft, 
march faire my hearts, O rare. Exeunt 

Enter the King and his trahie ouer the Jlage. 

King, Is our Lord Maior of London fuch a gal- 
lant ? 

Nobleman, One of the merriefl madcaps in your 
Land, 

Your Grace will thinke when you behold the man, 

Hees rather a wild Ruffian than a Maior : 

Yet thus much He enfure your Majeftie, 

In all his a<5lions that concerne his Hate, 

He is as ferious, prouident, and wife, 

As full of ^auitie amongff the graue, 

As any Maior hath been thefe many yeares. 

King, I am with child till I behold this hulfecap, 
But all my doubt is when we come in prefence, 

His madneffe will be daffit cleane out of counte- 
nance. 

Noblem, It may be fo, my Liege. 

King Which to preuent, 

Let fome one giue him notice 'tis our pleafure, 

That he put on his wonted merriment : 

Set forward. All, On afore. 


Exeunt, 
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Enter Eyre^ Hodge^ Firke^ Rapk^ and other Shoo- 
makers^ all with napkms on their Jhoulders. 

Eyre, Come my fine Hodge^ myiolly Gentlemen 
Shoemakers, foft^ where be thefe Caniballes, thefe 
varlets my officers, let them all walke and wait vpon 
my brethren, for my meaning is, that none but Shoo- 
makers, none but the liuerie of my Companie fhall in 
their fattin hoods wait vpon the trencher of my Soue- 
raigne. 

Firke, O my Lord, if will be rare. 

Eyre, No more Firke^ come liuely, let your fellow 
prentifes want no cheere, let wine be plentiful! as 
beere, and beere as water, hang thefe penny pinching 
fathers, that cram wealth in innocent Lambes fi^innes, 
up knaues, auant, looke to my guells, 

Hodge, My Lord, we are at our wits end for roome, 
thofe hundred Tables will not feafl the fourth part oif 
them. 

Eyre, Then couer me thofe hundred Tables 
againe and againe, till all my iolly prentifes be feafied : 
auoyd Hodge, runne Raph, friike about my nimble 
Firke, carowfe mee fadome healths to the honour of 
the Ihooemakers, doe they drinke liuely Hodge% do 
they tickle it Firke % 

Firke, Tickle it ? fome of them haue taken their 
liquor flanding fo long, that they can hand no longer ; 
but for meat they would eat it and they had it 

Eyre, Want they meat? where’s this fwag-belly, 
this greafie kitchinfLuffe cooke, call the varlet to me : 
want meat ? Firke, Hodge, lame Rafe, runne my tall 
men, beleaguer the Shambles, begger all Eafficheape, 
feme me whole Oxen in Chargers, and let Sheepe 
whine 'vpon the tables like Pigs, for want of good 
fellowes to eat them. Want meat? vanifh Firke, 
auant Hodge, 

Hodge, Your Lordffiip mihakes my man Firke, he 
meanes their bellies want meat, not the boords, for they 
haue drunke fo much they can eat nothing. 
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Enter Hans, Rqfe, and Wife, 

Wife, Where is my Lord ? 

Eyre, How now Lady Ma^y ? 

Wife, The Kings niofl excellent Maieflic is new 
come, he fends me for thy honor, one of iiis mofl 
worlhipfull Peeres bad me tell thou mufl be nier- 
rie, and fo forth : but let that paffe. 

Eyre, Is my Soueraigne come f vanidi my tall 
Shoemakers, my nimble brethren, looke to my guefLs 
the prentizes : yet flay a little, how now Hans, how 
lookes my little Rofe % 

Hails. Let me requefl you to remember me, 

I know your honour eafily may obtaine, 

Free pardon of the King for me and Rofe, 

And reconcile me to my Uncles grace. 

Eyre, Haue done my good Hans, my honefl Jour- 
neyman, looke cheerily, Tie fall vpon both my knees 
until they be as hard as home, but Tie get thy 
pardon. 

Wife. Good my Lord haue a care what you fpcake 
to his Grace. 

Eyre. Away you Iffington whitepot, hence you 
hopper-arfe, you Early pudding full of maggots, you 
broild Carbonado, auant, auant, auoyd Mephiflo- 
philes: lhall Sim Eyre learne to fpeake of you 
Lady Ma^y% vanilh mother Mineuer-Cap, van- 
ifh, goe, trip and goe, meddle with your platters 
and your pifherie paflierie, your fiewes and your 
whirligigs, goe, rub out mine ally ; Sim Eyre knowes 
how to fpeake to a Pope, to Su/tan Solyman, to Tam- 
berlaine and he were here : and I lliall melt, fliall I 
droope before my Soueraigne? no, come my Lady 
Maggy, follow me Hans, about your bufmeffe my fro- 
like freebooters : Firke, frifke about, and about, and 
about, for the honour of mad Simon Eyre, Lord Mayor 
of London, 

Firke. Hey for the honour of the Shoocmakers. 

Exeunt, 
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A long fiourijh or two, mfer the Kmg, Nobles, Eyre, 
Ms Wife, Lacy, Rqfe j Lacy and Rofe kneele. 

King, Well Lacy, though the fact was very foule, 
Of your reuolting from our Kingly loue, 

And your owne dutie, yet we pardon you, 

Rife both, and MifLris Lacy, thanke my Lord Mayor 
For your young bridegroom here. 

Eyre, So my deare Liege, Sim Eyre and my bre- 
thren the Gentlemen Shoemakers Ihall let your fweet 
Maieilies image cheeke by iole by Saint Hugh, for this 
honour you haue done poore Simon Eyre, I befeech 
your Grace pardon my rude behauiour, I am a handi- 
crafts man, yet my heart is without craft, I would be 
forrie at my foule that my boidneffe Ihould offend my 
King. 

King, Nay, I pray thee good Lord Mayor, be euen 
as merry 

As if thou wert among thy Shoemakers, 

It does me good to fee thee in this humour. 

Eyre, Saifl thou me fo my fweet Dioclefian ? then 
humpe, Prince am I none, yet am I Princely borne, 
by the Lord of Ludgate my Liege, He be as merrie as 
a Pie. 

King, Tell me in faith mad Eyre, how old thou 
arti 

Eyre, My Liege, a very boy, a Hripling, a yonker, 
you fee not a white haire on my head, nor a gray in 
this beard, euery haire I affure thy Maiefly that 
llickes in this beard, Sim Eyre valews at the King 
of Bahilons ranfome, Tamar Chams beard was a rub- 
bing brulh too't, yet He fhave it ofi, and Iluffe tennis 
balls with it to pleafe my bully King. 

King, But all this while I do not know your age. 

Eyre, My Liege, I am fix and fifty yeare old, yet 
I can cry humpe, with a found heart, for the honour 
of Saint Hugh : marke this old wench my King, I 
danc't the lhakingof the Iheets with her fix and thirtie 
yeares agoe, and yet I hope to get two or three yong 
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Lord Mayors ere I die : I am luily ilill, Sint Eyre 
ilill : care and cold lodging brings white liaires. My 
fweet Maiefly, let care vaniSi, cafl it vpon thy Nobles, 
it will make thee looke always young like Apollo^ 
and ay humpe : Prince am I none, yet am I Princely 
borne. 

King^ Ha, ha, fay Cornewally didfl thou euer fee 
his like ? 

Nohlem, Not I my Lord. 

Enter Lincolne and Lord Mayor. 

King. Lincohie what newes with you ? 

Lm. My gracious Lord haue care vnto your felfe, 
For there are Traitors here. 

All Traitors, where % who % 

Eyre. Traitors in my houfe 1 God forbid, where 
be my Officers ? I’le fpend my foule ere my King 
feele harme. 

King. Where is the Traitor, Lincolne% 

Lin. Here he ftands. 

King. Comewaiiy lay hold on Lacy: Lincolne 
fpeake, 

What canll thou lay vnto thy Nephewes charge 1 
Lin. This my deare Liege, your Grace to do me 
honour, 

Heapt on the head of this degenerous boy, 

Defertleffe fanouts, you made choyce of him, 

To be Commander ouer powers in France. 

But he: 

King. Good Lincolne^ prethee paufe a while, 

Euen in thine eyes I read what thou wouldil fpeake, 

I know how Lacy did negledl our loue. 

Ran himfelfe deepely (in the highefl degree) 

Into vile treafon. 

Lin. Is he not a Traitor ? 

Kmg. Lincolne^ he was, now haue we pardoned 
him, 

*Twas not a bafe want of true valours fire 
That held him out of France^ but loues defire. 
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Lin. I will not beare his fhame vpon my backe. 
King. Nor lhalt thou Lmcohie, I forgiue you both. 
Lift. Then good my Liege forbid the boy to wed 
One whofe meane birth will much difgrace his bed. 
King. Are they not married ? 

Lm. No my Liege. 

Both. We are. 

King. Shall I diuorce them then ? O be it farre, 
That any hand on earth fhould dare vntie 
The facred knot knit by Gods Maieflie ; 

I would not for my Crowne difi03mLe their hands, 

That are conioyn’d in holy nuptiall bands : 

How faifl thou Lacy.^ woulfL thou loofe thy Rofe% 
Hans. Not for all Indians wealth, my Soueraigne. 
King. But Rofe I am fure her Lacy would foxgoe. 
Rofe. If Rofe were afkt that quellion, fheeM fay no. 
Kmg. You heare them Lincolne. 

Lin. Yea my Liege I do. 

Kmg. And canll thou finde ith heart to part thefe 
two % 

Who feekes befides you to diuorce thefe loners % 

L. Ma. I do (my gratious Lord) I am her father. 
King. Sir Roger Oieley^ our laft Mayor I thinke. 
Bob. The fame my Liege. 

King. Would you offend Loues lawes ? 

Well you fhall haue your wills : you fued to me 
To prohibit the match : Soft, let me fee, 

You both are married, Lacy art thou not ? 

Hans. I am dread Soueraigne. 

King. Then vpon thy life, 

I charge thee not to call this woman wife. 

L. Ma. I thanke your Grace. 

Rofe. O my moll gracious Lord. kneele. 

King. Nay Rofe neuer wooe me, I tell you true, 
Although as yet I am a Batchelor, 

Yet I beieeue I lhall not marrie you. 

Rofe. Can you diuide the body from the foule, 
Yet make the body Hue 1 
Kmg. Yea, fo profound? 
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I cannot Rofe^ but you I mull diuide, 

Faire maid this Bridegroome cannot be your Bride, 
Are you pleafd Lincolne% Otley, are you pleafd? 
Both. Yes my Lord. 

Xing. Then mull my heart be eafd, 

For credit me, my confcience Hues in paine, 

Till thefe whom I diuorc’d be ioyned againe : 

Lacy giue me thy hand, Rofe lend me thine, 

Be what you would be : kiffe now : fo, that’s fine, 

At night (Louers) to bed : now let me fee, 

Which of you all millikes this harmony ? 

Z. Ma. Will you then take from me my childe 
perforce % 

King. Why tell me Otky Ihines not Lacys name, 
As bdght in the worlds eye, as the gay beames 
Of any Citizen 1 

Lm. Yea but my gracious Lord, 

I doe miflike the match farre more than he, 

Her bloud is too too bafe. 

Khig. Lmcolne no more, 

Doll thou not know, that loue refpedls no bloud ? 
Cares not for difference of birth or Hate, 

The maid is young, well borne, faire, vertuous, 

A worthy Bride for any Gentleman : 

Belides your Nephew for her fake did Hoope 
To bare neceflitie ; and as I heare, 

Forgetting honours and all Courtly pleafures, 

To gaine her loue became a fhoomaker : 

As for the honour which he loft in France^ 

Thus I redeeme it : Lacy kneele thee downe, 

Arife Sir Rowland Lacy : tell me now, 

Tell me in eameft Otky, canll thou chide % 

Seeing thy Rofe a Lady and a Bride. 

Z. Ma. I am content with what your Grace hath 
done. 

Line. And 1 my Liege fince there’s no remedy. 
King. Come on then, all fhake hands, Th haue 
you friends 

Where there is much loue all difeord ends : 
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What faies my mad Lord Mayor to all this loue ? 

Myre. 0 my Liege, the honour you haue done to 
my fine Journeyman here, Rowland Lacy, and all 
thefe fauours which you haue fhowne to me this day 
in my poore houfe, will make Simon Eyre Hue longer 
by one dozen of warme Summers more than he fiiould. 
King. Nay my mad Lord Mayor, (that fhall be 
thy name) 

If any grace of mine can length thy life. 

One honour more lie doe thee, that new building. 
Which at thy coil in Comehill is eredled, 

Shall take a name from vs, weele haue it call’d, 

The Leaden Hall, becaufe in digging it, 

You found the lead that couereth the fame. 

Eyre. I thanke your Maieily. 

Wife. God bleffe your grace. 

King. Lincohie, a word with you. 

Enter Hodge, Firke, Rafe, and more Shoomakers. 

Eyre. How now my mad knaues 1 Peace, fpeake 
foftly, yonder is the King. 

Kmg With the old troope which there we keepe 
in pay, 

We will incorporate a new fuppiy ; 

Before one Summer more paffe ore my head, 

France iliall repent England was iniured, 

What are all thofe ? 

Hans. All Shoemakers my Liege, 

Sometimes my feilowes, in their companies 
I Hu’d as merry as an Emperor. 

King. My mad Lord Mayor, are all thefe Shoe- 
makers % 

Eyre. All Shoemakers my Liege, all Gentlemen of 
the Gentle Craft, true Troyans, couragious Cord- 
wainers, they all kneele to the Slurine of holy Saint 
Hugh. 

AIL God faue your Maieily all fhoomakers. 

King. Mad Simon, would they any thing with vs I 
Eyre. Mum, mad knaues not a word, Tie doo*t I 
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warrant you. They are all Beggers my Liege, all for 
themfelues and I for them all, on both my knees doe 
intreat, that for the honour of poore Smon Eyre^ and 
the good of his Brethren thefe mad knaues your Grace 
would vouchfafe fome priuilege to my new Leaden 
hall, that it may be lawfull for vs to buy and fell 
Leather there two dayes in a weeke. 

Kmg, Mad I grant your fute, you fliall haue 
Patent 

To hold two market dayes in Leaden-Hall, 

Mondayes and Fridays, thofe lhall be the times : 

Will this content you ? 

AIL Jefus bleffe your Grace. 

Eyre. In the name of thefe my poore brethren 
Shoemakers, I mofl humblie thanke your Grace. 
But before I rife, feeing you are in the giuing veine, 
and we in the begging, grant Sim Eyre one boone 
more. 

King. What is it my Lord Mayor % 

Eyre. Youchfafe to tafl of a poore Banquet, that's 
fweetly waiting for your fweet prefence. 

King. I lhali vndoe thee Eyre only with this, (5) 
Alreadie haue I beene too troublefome. 

Say, haue I not? 

Eyre. 0 my deare King, Sim Eyre cannot fay fo ; 
vpon a day of Ihrouing which I promift to all the 
merrie Prentifes of London : for an't pleafe you when 
I was prentife (6) 

I bare the water-tankard, and my coat 
Sits not a whit the worfe vpon my backe : 

And then vpon a morning, fome mad boyes 
(It was Shroue-tuefday, euen as ’tis now) 

Gaue me my breaLfaft, and I fwore then by the 


(5) only with feafts. 1600. 

(6) O my deere King Sim Eyre was taken vnawares vpon a 
day of {hrouing which I promift long ago to the prentifes of 
London : for andt pleafe your Highnes, in time paft, 6^, idoo. 
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Hopple of my Tankard, if euer I came to be Lord 
Mayor of London^ I would feaH al the Prentifes. This 
day my Liege I did it, and the flaues had an hundred 
Tables fiue times couered, they are gone home and 
vanilht. 

Yet adde more glorie to the Gentle Trade, 

Tafte of Eyres Banquet, Simonas happie made. 

King. I will tafle of thy Banquet, and will fay, 

I haue not met more pleafure on a day ; 

Friends of the Gentle Craft, thankes to you all, 
Thankes my kinde Lady Mayrelfe for our cheere : 
Come Lords a while let’s reuell it at home, 

When all our fports, and banquetings are done 
Warres muH right wrongs which Frenchmen haue 
begun. (7) Exeunt 


(7) The later Editions read : 

When all our words and banquetings are done, 

We mull right wrongs which Frenchmen haue begun. 
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The Prologue at Court : Enter two 
old men. 


I. A Re you then trauelling to the temple of Eliza % 
2. Euen to her temple are my feeble limmes 
trauelling. Some cal her Pandora: fome Gloriana, 
feme Cynthia : fome Delphoebe, fame Aftraea ; all by 
feuerall names to expreile feuerall loues: Yet all 
thofe names make but one celefliall body, as all thofe 
loues meete to create but one foule. 

1. I am one of her owne countrie, and we adore 
her by the name of Eliza. 

2. Bleffed name, happie countrie : Your Eliza 
makes your land Elizium : but what doe you offer ^ 

1. That which all true Subiedls fhould : when I was 
young, an Armed hand ; now I am crooked, an vp- 
right heart : But what offer you ? 

2. That which all flraungers doe : two eyes flracke 
blinde with admiration : Two lips (proud to found her 
glorie :) Two hands held vp full of prayers and 
praifes : What not, that may expreffe loue ? what not, 
that may make her beloued ? 

1. How long iff fince you laff beheld her ? 

2. A iuff yeere : yet that yeere hath feemd to me 
but one day, becaufe her glorie hath beene my 
howrely contemplation, and yet that yeere hath feemd 
to me more then twice feuen yeres, becaufe fo long I 
haue beene abfent from her. Come therefore, good 
father, lets goe faffer, leaff we come too late : for fee, 
the Tapers of the night are already lighted, and ffand 
brightly burning in their ffarrieCandieftickes: See howe 
glorioufly the Moone fhines vpon vs. Both hieele. 

I. Peace foole : tremble, and kneele : The Moone 
faiff thou ? 

Our eyes are dazled by Elizaes beames, 


G 2 
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See (if at leafl thou dare fee) where Ihee fits : 

This is the great Panthc^on of our Gocldeffe, 

And all thofe faces which thine eyes thought flarres, 
Are Nymphes attending on her deitie. 

Prithee begin, for I w^ant po'wer to fpeake. 

2. No, no, fpeake thou, I want words to begin. 

Weepes. 

1. Alacke what lhall I doe % corn’ll thou with me, 
And weepll now thou beholdfl this Maiellie ? 

2, Great landdady of hearts, pardon me. 

1, Blame not mine • eyes, ' good father, thefe 
teares. 

2. My pure loue Ihines, as thine doth in thy feares : 
I weepe for ioy to fee fo many heads - ^ 

Of prudent Ladies, clothed in the liuerie 
Of liluer-handed age, for feruing you, 

Whim in your eyes j^outhes glory doth renue : 

I weepe for ioy to fee the Sunne looke old, 

To fee the Moone mad at her often change, 

To fee the Starres onely by night to lliine, ^ 

Whim you are Hill bright, Hill one, fLill diuine : 

I weepe for ioy to fee the world decay, 

Yet fee Eliza flourilhing like May : > 

O pardon me your Pilgrim, I haue meafurd 
Many a mile to find you : and haue brought, 

Old Fortunatus and his family, 

With other Cipnots (my poore countrie men) 

To pay a whole yeeres tribute : 0 vouchfafe, 

Dread Queene of Fayries, with your gracious eyes, 
T’accept theirs" and’ our humble facrifice/ - . 

1. Now ile iDeg for thee too : and yet I need not 
Her facred hand hath euermore beene knowne, 

As foone held out to llraungers as her owne- 

2. Thou doell incourage me : Ile fetch them in, 
They haue no princely gifts, we are all poore, 

Our offrings are true hearts, who can wifli more 1 

. * ■ . ' . Exeunt, 
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OF Loiies fweete war, our timerons Mufe doth fmg, 
And to the bofome of each gentle deare, 

Offence her Arties tunes, borne on the wing 
Of facred Poefy. A benunaming feare, 

(That your nice foules, cloyd with dilicious founds, 
Will loath her lowly notes) makes her pull in 
Her fainting pineons, and her fpirit confounds 
Before the weake voice of her fong begin. 

Yet fince within the circle of each eye, 

(Being like fo many Suns in his round Sphere) 

No wrinckle yet is feene, fheele dare to flie, 

Borne vp with hopes, that as you oft do reare 
With your faire hands, thofe who would els finke 
down, 

So fome will deigne to fmile, where all might frown : 
And for this final Circumference mull fland. 

For the imagind Sur-face of much land, 

Of many kingdomes, and fince many a mile, 

Should here be meafurd out : our mufe intreats, 

Your thoughts to helpe poore Art, and to allow, 

That I may ferue as Chorus to her fcences, 

She begs your pardon, for llieele fend one foorth, 

Not when the lawes of Poefy doe call, 

But as the llorie needes, your gracious eye 

Giues life to Fortunatus hiflorie. Exit 




THE COMEDIE OF 


Olde Fortunatus. 


Writer Fortunatus meandy attired, hee walkes 
ere he fpeake once or twice about 
cracking Nuts, 

Fortunatus, 

O5 ho, ho, ho, ho. 

Eccho within. Ho, ho, ho, ho. 

Fortun. There boy. 

:ho. There boy. 

And thou bee^fl a goodfellow, tel me how 
this wood. 

:ho. This wood. 

I this wood, & which is my bell way out 
:ho, Bell way out. 

Ha, ha, ha, thats true, my bell way out, is 
ell way out, but how that out will come in, by this 
:ot I know not, I fee by this w^e are ail wormes 
; : well, I am very poore and verie patient, Pa- 
j is a vertue : would I were not vertuous, thats to 
lot poore, but full of vice, (thats to fay, ful of 
kes) Ha, ha, fo I am, for I am fo full of chinckes, 
a Horfe with one eye may looke through and 
gh me, I haue fighed long, and that makes me 
.e : I haue failed long, and that makes me chafl, 

1 I have praied little, and that makes mee I Hill 
ce in this coniuring circle : I haue wandred long, 
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and that makes me wearie ; but for my wearineffe, anon 
lie lie down, in Heade of fefliiig ile feecle vpoii Nuts, 
and in flead of fighing will laugh and bee leane, 
Sirra, Eccho. 

Eccho, Sirra Eccho. 

Fort. Heres a Nut. 

Eccho. Heres a Nut. 

Fort. Cracke it 

Eccho. Cracke it 

Fort. Hang thy felfe. 

Eccho. Hang thy felfe. 

Fort. Th’art a knaue, a knaue. 

Eccho. A knaue, a knaue. 

Fort. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Eccho. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Fortunat. Why fo, two fooles laugh at one an- 
other, I at my tittle tattle gammer eccho, and lliee at 
me. Shortly there will creepe out in print foine filthie 
booke of the old hoarie wandring Knight, meaning 
me : would I were that booke, for then I fliould be 
fure to creepe out from hence : 1 fliould bee a good 
fouldiour, for I trauerfe my ground rarely, marrie I fee 
neither enemie nor friends, b^ut Popiniayes, and Squir- 
rels, and Apes, and Owles, and Dawes, and Wagtailes, 
and the fpite is tliat none of thefe gmffe-eaters can 
fpeake my language, but this foole that mockes me, 
and fweares to haue the lall word (in fpite of my teeth) 
I, and fliee lhall haue it becaufe fliee is a woman, 
which kind of catteil are indeede all Eccho, nothing 
but tongue, and are like the great bell of S. Michaels 
in Cypms, that keepes moll rumbling when men 
would moll lleepe. Eccho ^ a poxe on thee for mock- 
ing me. 

Eccho. A poxe on thee for mocking me. 

Fortmiat. Why fo, Snip fnap, this warre is at an 
end, but this mlclerneffe is world without end, to fee 
how traiieil can tr^nfforme : my teeth are turn’d into 
Nutcrackers, a thoufand to one i breake out Ihortly, for 
I am full of nothing, but waxing kernels, my tongue 
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fpeakes no language but an Almond for Parrat, and 
cracke me this Nut : If I hop three daies more vp and 
downe this cage of Coockooes nefls, I lhaii turne wilde 
man fure, and be hyred to throw Squibs among the 
Cominaitie vpon fome terrible day. In the meane 
time to tell truth here will I lie. Farwell foole. 

Eccho, Farwell foole. 

Fort Are not thefe comfortable words to a wife 
man ? All haile Signior tree, by your ieaue ile fleepe 
vnder your leaues, I pray bow to me, and ile bend to 
you, for your backe and my browes mull, I doubt, 
haue a game or two at Noddie erre I wake againe : 
downe great heart, downe. Hey, ho, well, weU. 

He lyes downe and fleepes : Enter a Gardiner^ a 
Smithy a 3fonke, a Shepheard all crowTpd^ a Ntniph 
with a GlobCy another with Fortwies wheele^ then 
Foritme : After her Jotore Kmgs with broken 
Crownes and Scepters^ chai7ied in Jllticr Gnies a 7 id 
led by her. The foremofl come out fingmg. Fortune 
takes her Chair e^ the Khigs lying at her feete^tjhee 
treading on them as Jhee goes vp. 


The Song. 

Fortune fmiles, cry holyday, 

Dimples on her cheekes doe dwell, 
Fortune frownes, cry wellada. 

Her loue is heauen, her hate is hell : 
Since heauen and hell obey her power, 
Tremble when her eyes doe lowre, 
Since heauen and hell her power obey. 
When fhee fmiles, crie holy day, 
Hoiy>day with ioy ive cry 
And bend, and bend and merily, 
Sing Hy nines to Fortunes deitie, 
Sing Hymnes to Fortunes deitie. 
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. Let vs fing, merrily, merrily, merrily, 

J.JJ j With ourfong let heaueii refound, 

i Fortunes hands our heads haue crown’d, 
^ Let vs fing merrily, merrily, merrily. 


I. King. Accurfed Queene of chaunce, what had 
we done, 

Who hauing fometimes like young Phaetons^ 

E.yd in the bumilht Charriot of the Sun, 

And fometimes beene thy minions, when thy fingers 
Weau’d wanton love-nets in our curled hayre, 

And with fweete iugling kiffes warm’d our cheekes : 
Oh how haue we offended thy proud eyes, 

That thus we fhould be fpurnd and trod vpon, 

Whilfl thofe infedled limmes of the ficke world, 

Are fixt by thee for flarres in that bright Sphere, 
Wherein our Sunne like Radiance did appeare. 

All the Kin^s. 

Accurfed Queene of chaunce, damn’d forcerefle. 

The reji, 

Moll po’wr’full Queene of chaunce dread foueraign- 
neffe. 

Fort No more : curfe on : your cries to me are 
Muficke, 

And fill the fkcred roundure of mine eares, 

With tunes more fweete then mouing of the Spheres : 
Curfe on : on our celefliall browes doe fit 
Un-numbred frailes, which then leaps from their 
throne, 

When they fee Peafants daunce and Monarches 
groane. 

Behold you not this Globe, this golden bowle, 

This toy cal’d worlde at our Imperiall feete ? 

This world is Fortunes ball wherewith fhe fports. 
Sometimes I flrike it vp into the ayre. 

And then create I Emperours and kings 
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Sometimes I fpurne it : at which fpume crawles out 
That wild beail multitude : curfe on you fooles, 

Tis I that tumble Princes from their thrones, 

And gild falfe browes with glittering diadems, 

Tis I that tread on neckes of Conquerours, 

And when like Semi-gods they haue beene drawne, 

In luorie Charriots to the capitoll. 

Circled about with wonder of all eyes, 

The fhouts of euery tongue, loue of all hearts, 

Being fwolne with their owne greatneffe, I haue prickt 
The bladder of their pride, and made them die, 

As water bubbles (without memorie) 

I thrull bafe cowards into Honours chaire, 

Whihl the true fpirited Souldiour llands by 
Bare headed, and all bare, whilll at his fkarres 
They Ikoffe, that nere durll view the face of warres. 

I fet an Ideots cap on vertues head, 

Tume learning out of doores, clothe wit in ragges. 
And paint ten thoufand Images of Loame, 

In gawdie filken colours : on the ‘backes 
Of Mules and Affes I make affes ride, 

Onely for fport, to fee the Apifh world 
Worlhip fuch beafls with found idolatrie. 

This Fortune does, and when this is done. 

She fits and fmiles to heare fome curfe her name, 

And fome with adoration crowne her fame. 

Monch True center of this wide circumference, 
Sacred commaundreffe of the dellinies, 

Our tongues fiiall onely fownd thy excellence. 

The reji. Thy excellence our tongues fiiall onely 
found. 


Thefecofid King- 

Thou painted ilrampet, that with honied fmiles, 
Openeil the gates of heauen and criell, Come in, 
"l^ofe glories being feene, thou with one frowne, 

(In pride) lower then hell tumblell vs downe. 

Aii Kings- Euer for euer wil we banne thy name. 
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Fort. How fweete your howUngs rellifli in mine 

eares ? She comes downe. 

Stand by ; now rife, behold, here lies a wretch, 

To vex yourfoules, this beggejr ile aduaunce 
Beyond the fway of thought, take inflraments, 

And let the raptures of choice Harmonie, 

Through the hollow windings of his eare, 

Miifccke a while^ and he wakefh. 

Carrie their facred founds, & wake each fence, 

To Hand amaz’d at our bright Eminence. 

Fortimat Oh, how am I tranfported ? Is this 
earth ? 

Or blefl Elizium ? 

Fortune, Fortunatus^ rife. 

Fort. Dread Goddeffe, how ihould fuch a wretch 
as I 

Be knowne.to fuch a glorious deitie ? 

Oh pardon me : for to tliis place I come. 

Lead by my fate, not folly ; in this wood 
With wearie forrow haue I wandered, 

And three times feene the fweating Sim take refl, 

And three times franticke Cynthia naked ride, 

About the ruflie high-waies ^ the fkies 
Stucke full of burning Starres, which lent her light 
To court her Negro paramour grim night 
Fortune. This trauell now expires : yet from this 
circle, , . ■ . 

“Where I and thefe with fairie troopes abide, 

Thou canft not Hir, unleffe 1 be thy guide. 

I the worlds Empreffe am Fortune my name, 

This hand hath written in thicke leaues of lleele 
An euerlafling booke of changeleffe Fate, 

Shewing whoe’s happie, who vnfortunate. 

Fori. If euerie name (dread Queene) be there 
lYrit down, 

I am fure mine Hands in Caradlers of blacke, 

Though happines her felfe lie in my name, 

I am forrowes heire, and eldeH fonne to fliame. 
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The Kings. No, we are fons to Iharne, and for- 
rowes heires. 

Fortime. Thou fhalt be one of Fortunes minions : 
Behold thefe foure chain’d like Tartarian flaues, 

Thefe I created Emperours and Kings, 

And thefe are now my bafefl vnderlings : 

This fometimes was a Germane Emperour, 

Henry the lift, who being firft depofd. 

Was after thrufl into a dungeon, 

And thus in fiiuer chaines ihall rot to death. 

This Frederick Barbaroffa Emperour 
Of Almaine once : but by Pope Alexander 
Now fpum’d and trod on when he takes his horfe, 

And in thefe fetters Ihall he die his flaue. 

This wretch once wore the diademe of Fraunce, 
(Lewes the meeke,) but through his childrens pride, 
Thus haue I caufed him to be famifhed. 

Here ilands the verie foule of miferie 
Poore Baiazet old Turkifh Emperour, 

And once the greatefl Monarch in the Eafl ; 

Fortune her felfe is faid to view thy fall, 

And grieues to fee thee glad to licke vp crommes 
At the proud feete of that great Scithian fwaine, 
Fortunes befl minion, warlike Tamberlaine : 

Yet muH thou in a cage of Iron be drawne 
In triumph at his heeles, and there in griefe 
Dafh out thy braines. 

The third Kmg, Oh miferable me. 

Fortune. No teares can melt the heart of deflinie : 
Thefe haue I ruin’d and exalted thofe : 

Thefe hands haue conquerd Spaine, thefe browes 
fill vp 

The golden circle of rich Portugal!. 

Viriat a Monarch now, but borne a fhepherd. 

This Primiflaus (a Bohemian king) 

Lafl day a Carter : this Monke Gregorie 
Now lifted to the Papall dignitie, 

Wretches, why gnaw you not your fingers off, 

And teare your tongues out, feeing your felues trod 
downe, 
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And this Duch Botcher wearing Munflers crowne ? 
John Leyden borne in Holland poore and bafe, 

Now rich in Emperie and Fortunes grace. 

As thefe I haue aduanc’d, fo will I thee. 

Six gifts I fpend vpon mortalitie, 

Wedome, ilrength, health, beautie, long life, and 
riches, 

Out of my bountie : one of thefe is thine, 

Choofe then which likes thee bell. 

Forhmat. Oh moll diuine : 

Giue me but leaue to borrow wonders eye, 

To looke (amaz’d) at thy bright maiellie, 

Wifedome, ftrength, health, beautie, long life and 
riches. 

Fortime, Before thy foule (at this deepe Lotterie) 
Draw foorth her prize, ordain’d by deftinie, 

Know that heres no recanting a firll choice. 

Choofe then difcreetly (for the lawes of Fate, 

Being grauen in lleele, mull Hand inuiolate.) 

Fortunat, Daughters of Joue and the vnblemifht 
night, 

Moil righteous Paice, guide my Genius right, 
Wifedome, ilrength, health, beautie, long life, and 
riches. 

Fortune. Staie, Fortunatus, once more heare me 
fpeake, 

If thou kiife wifedomes cheeke and make her thine, 
Sheele breath into thy lips diuinitie, 

And thou (like Phebus) fhalt fpeake Oracle, 

Thy heauen-infpired foule, on wifedomes wings, 

Shall flie vp to the Parliament of J oue, 

And read the Statutes of eternitie, 

And fee whats pail, and learne what is to come. 

If thou lay claime to ilrength, Armies ihall quake, 

To fee thee frowne : as Kings at mine doe lie, 

So ihall thy feete trample on Emperie ,* 

Make Health thine obiedl, thou ihall be Hrong proofe, 
Gainil the deepe fearching darts of furfetting, 

Be euer merrie, euer reuelling. 
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Olde Fortunatus. 

Wifli but for beautie, and within thine eyes, 

Two naked Cupids amoroufly fhall fwim, 

And on thy cheekes ile mixe fuch white and red. 
That Joue fhaU turne away young Ganiniede, 

And with immortall armes ihall circle thee. 

Are thy defires long life ? thy vitall thread 
Shai be flretcht out, thou fhalt behold the chaunge 
Of Monarchies, and fee thofe children die, 

Whofe great great Graundfires now in cradles lie. 

If through Golds facred hunger thou doft pine, 

Thofe gilded wantons which in fwarmes doe runne, 
To waraie their llender bodies in the funne, 

Shall fland for number of thofe golden piles, 

Which in rich pride fhall fwell before thy feete, 

As thofe are ; fo fhall thefe be infinite. 

Awaken then thy foules beft faculties, 

And gladly kiffe this bounteous hand of Fate, 

Which flriues to bleffe thy name of Fortunate. 

The Kings, Old man, take heede, her fmiles wil 
murder thee. 

Tin other. Old man, fheele crowne thee with 
felicitie. 

Fort, Oh, whither am I wrap’t beyond my felfe ? 
More violent confiidls fight in e’rie thought. 

Than his whofe fatall choice Troyes downfall wrought. 
Shall I contradl my Ipife to wifedomes loue ? 

Then I lofe riches : And a wifeman poore, 

Is like a facred booke thats neuer read, 

To himfelfe he liues, and to all els feemes dead. 

This age thinks better of a gilded foole. 

Then of a threedbare Saint in wifedomes fchoole. 

I will be flrong : then I refufe long life, 

And though mine arme fhould conquer twentie worlds, 
Theres a leane fellow beates all conquerours : 

The greatefl flrength expires with Ioffe of breath. 

The mightiefl (in one minute) floope to death. 

Then take long life, or Health : fhould I doe fo, 

I might grow vgly, and that tedious Scrole 
Of Montlas and yeeres, much miferie may enrole : 
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Therefore ile beg for beautie ; yet I will not, 

That fairefl cheeke hath oftentimes a foiile 
Leaprous as fmne it felfe ; then hell more foule. 

The wifedome of this world is Idiotifme, 

Strength a weake reede : Health fickneffe enemie, 
(And it at length will haue the vidlorie.) 

Beautie is but a painting, and long life 
Is a long iomey in December gon, 

Tedious and full of tribulation. 

Therefore dread facred Empreffe make me rich, 

Kneele downe. 

My choice is ilore of gold ; the rich are wife. 

He that vpon his backe rich garments weares, 

Is wife, though on his head grow Midas eares. 

Gold is the ilrength, the fmnewes of the world, 

The Health, the foule, the beautie moil diuine, 

A mafice of Gold hides all deformities ; 

Gold is heauens phificke, lifes reftoratiue, 

Oh therefore make me rich : Not as the wretch. 

That onely ferues leane banquets to his eye, 

Has Gold, yet ftarues : is famiflit in his ilore : 

No, let me euer fpend, be neuer poore. 

Fortune, Thy lateil words confine thy deflinie, 
Thou ihalt fpend euer, and be neuer poore ; 

For proofe receiue this purfe : with it this vertue, 

Still when thou thruils thy haJ||into the fame, 

Thou fhalt draw foorth ten pieces of bright gold, 
Currant in any Realme where then thou breatheE ; 

If thou can’ll dribble out the Sea by drops, , ’ 
Then fhalt thou want : but that can nere be don, 

Nor this grow emptie. 

Fortanat Thankes, great deitie. 

Fortune, The vertue ends when thou and thy 
fonnes end 

This path leades thee to Cyprus, get thee hence ; 
Farewel, vaine couetous foole, thou wilt repent, 

That for the loue of droffe thou hall defpifed 
Wifedomes diuine embrace, IheV ould haue borne thee 
On the rich wings of immortalitie ; 
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But now goe dwell with cares and quickly die. 

The Kings, We dwell with cares, yet cannot 
quickly die. 

Exeunt all ftnging^ manet Fortimattis, 

Foriunat But now goe dwell with cares and 
quickly die ? How quickly ? if I die to morrow, ile be 
merrie to day : if next day, ile be merrie to morrow : 
goe dwell with cares % Where dwels care ? Hum 
ha, in what houfe dwels care, that I may choofe an 
honefter neighbor ? In princes courts % No, among 
faire Ladies, neither, theres no care dwels with them : 
but care how to be naoil gallant Among gallants 
then ? Fie, fie, no : care is afraid fure of a guilt 
Rapier, the fent of Muike is her prifon, Tobacco 
choakes her, rich attire preffeth her to death. Princes, 
faire Ladies and gallants, haue amongfl you then, 
for this wet eide wench Care dwelles with wretches : 
they are wretches that feele want, I lliall feele none if 
I be neuer poore, therefore care I cafiieire you my 
companie. I wonder what blind Goffip this minx is 
that is fo prodigal!, flie fhould be a good one by her 
open dealing : her name’s Fortune : Its no matter 
what fhe is, fo the does as the faies. Thou Jhalf 
fpe 7 id euer^ and bee neuer poore \ Mafife, yet I feele 
nothing here to make mee rich, heres no fweete 
Muficke with her filuer found. Trie deeper : ho God 
be here: Ha, ha, i, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9 and 10, 
good, iutl ten. Its gold fure, its fo heauie, trie 
againe, i, 2, &c. Good againe, iutl ten, and iufl ten. 
Ha, ha, ha, this is rare ; a leather mint, admirable : 
an Indian mine in a Lambs fkinne, miraculous : lie 
fill three or fowrebagges full for my fonnes, but keepe 
this for my felfe. If that leane tawnie face Tobac- 
conift death, that turnes all into fmoke, mufl turne 
me fo quickly into afiies, yet I will not mourne in 
afiies, but in Muficke, hey old lad be merrie. Heres 
riches, wifdome, ftrength, health, beautie, and long life. 
(If I die not quickly, fweete purfe I kiffe^thee, Fortune, 
I adore thee Care, I defpife thee, death, I defie thee. 
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Enter Ampedo^ Shaddow after him ^ loth fad: Ando- 
locia after tJmn, 

Andeio, S’hart, why how now : two knights of the 
poll? 

Shad. 1, mailer, and wee are both forfworne, as all 
fuch woodden knights be, for we both tooke an oath 
(mary it was not corporall) you may fee by our 
cheekes, that we would not fall twentie fowre houres 
to amend, and we haue tailed no meate fmce the 
clocke told two dozen. 

Andel That lackes not much of twentie fowre, but 
I wonder when that halfe faced Moone of thine wil be 
at the ful. 

Sha. The next quarter, not this, when the figne is 
in Taurus. 

Andel Ho thats to fay, when thou eat’H bull 
biefe. But Shadow, what day is to day ? 

Shad. Falling day. 

Andel What day was yeHer-day 1 

Shad. Falling day too. 

Andel Will to morrow be fo too ? 

Shad. I, and next day too. 

Andel That will be rare, you llaue : 

For a leane dyet makes a fat wit 

Shad. I had rather be a foole & weare a fat paire 
of cheekes. 

Andel Now am I prowder of this pouertie, which 
I know is mine owne, then a wayting gentlewoman is, 
of a frizled groatefworth of haire, that neuer grewe on 
her head : Sirrha Shadow, now we can all three 
fweare like puritans at one bare word : this want 
makes vs like good bowlers, we are able to rub out 
and Ihift in euery*^place. 

Shad. Thats not fo, we haue Ihifted our felues in 
no place this three moneths : marrie, we rub out in 
euery comer, but here followesno amendement either 
of life or of liuerie. 

Andel Why, brother Ampedo, art thou not yet 
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tir’d with riding pofl % Come, come, light from this 
logger-headed Jade, and walke afoote, and talke with 
your poore friends. 

Shad. Nay by my troth he is like me : if his belly 
be emptie, his heart is full. 

A^idelo. The famine of Gold gnawes his couetous 
flomacke, more then the want of good vicfluals : Thou 
hail lookt very deuilifhly euer fmce the good Angel 
left thee : come, come, leaue this broad brim fafhions, 
becaufe the world frownes vpon thee, wilt not thou 
fmile vpon vs 1 

Afnpe. Did but the bittemes of mine owne for- 
tunes 

Infedl my talle, I could paint ore my cheekes 
With ruddy-coloured fmiles : tis not the want 
Of coflly dyet or defire of gold, 

Inforce this rupture in my w^ounded brefl. 

Oh no, our Father (if he liue) doth lie 
Under the Iron foote of miferie, 

And (as a Doue gript in a Faulcons claw) 

There pant’th for life being moft affur’d of death. 
Brother, for him my foule thus languifheth. 

Shad. Tis not for my old Mafler that I languiih. 
Amped. I am not enamoured of this painted I doll, 
This ilrumpet world ; for her moil beautious lookes 
Are poyfned baits, hung vpon golden hookes. 

When fooles doe fwim in wealth, her Cynthianbeames 
Will wantonly daunce on the filuer flreames : 

But when this fquinteide age fees vertue poore, 

And by a little fparke fits Siiuering, 

Begging at all, relieu’d at no mans doore, 

She fmiles on her (as the Sunne ihines on fire) 

To kill that little heate, and with her ffowne 
Is proud, that ihe can treade poore vertue downe : 
Therefore her wrinckled brow makes not mine fowre. 
Her gifts are toyes, and I deride her power. 

Shad. Tis not the crab-tree fac’d world neither 
that makes mine fowre. 

Andelo. Her gifts toyes : wel brother vertue, we 

H 2 
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haue let flip the ripe plucking of thofe toyes fo long, 
that wee fiorifli like Apple trees in September, 
(which hauing the falling ficknes) beare neither fruit 
nor leaues. 

Shad, Nay by my troth, mailer, none flourifli in 
thefe withering times, but Auncient bearers and 
trumpettors. 

A^idelo, Shaddow, when thou prouefl a fubftance, 
then the tree of vertue and honeftie, and fuch fruit of 
heauen fhall florifli vpon earth. 

Shad, True, or when the Sunne fliines at mid- 
night, or women flie, and yet they are light enough. 

A7idelo, Twas neuer merie world with vs, fince 
purfes and bags were inuented, for now men fet lime 
twigges to catch wealth : And gold, which lyfeth like 
the funne out of the Eafl Indies, to Ihine vpon euery 
one, is like a Conie taken napping in a Purfenet, and 
fuflers his gliflring yellow face deitie to be lapt vp in 
Lamblkins, as if the innocencie of thofe leather pri- 
fons, fliould difpence with the Cheuerill confciences 
of the Iron harted Jayiers. 

Shad, Snudges may well be called Jayiers : for if 
a poore wretch fteale but into a debt of tenne pound, 
they leade him flraight to execution. 

Andel, Doth it not vex thee, Shaddow, to flalke 
vp and downe Cyprus, and to meete the out-fide of a 
man, lapt all in Damalke, his head and beard as 
white as miike, onely with coniuring in the fnowie 
circles of the field Argent, and his nofe as red as 
Scarlet, onely with kiffing the ruddie lippes of Angels, 
and fuch an Image to weare on his tliumbe, three 
mens liuings in the fliape of a feale Ring, wliilfl my 
brother vertue here, 

Shad. And you his brother Vice. 

A^idel, Moll true, my little leane Iniquitie, whilfl 
wee three, if we fliould ftarue, cannot borrow fine 
fliillings of him neither in word nor deede : does not 
this vexe thee, Shaddow ? 

Shad, Not me ; it vexes me no more to fee fuch 
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a piclure, then to fee an Affe laden with riches, be- 
caufe I know when hee can beare no longer, he muft 
leaue his burthen to fome other beaft. 

Aiidel Art not thou mad, to fee money on Gold- 
fmithes flalles, and none in our purfes ? 

Shad. It mads not me, I thanke the deflinies. 

Andel. By my pouertie, and thats but a timeed- 
bare oath, I am more then mad, to fee filkes and 
veluets, lie crowding together in Mercers Ihops, as in 
prifons, onely for feare of the fmell of waxe (they 
cannot abide to fee a man made out of waxe) for 
thefe Satten commodities haue fuch fmooth con- 
fciences, that theile haue no man giue his word for 
them, or fland bownd for their comming foorth, but 
vow to lie till they rot in thofe fhop Counters, except 
Monfieur money baile them. Shaddow, I am out of 
my little wits to fee this. 

Shad. So is not Shaddow : I am out of my wits, 
to fee fat gluttons feede all day long, whilfl I that 
am leane, fafl euery day : I am out of my wits, to fee 
our Famagofta fooles, tume halfe a Ihop of wares into 
a fuite of gay apparrell, onely to make other Ideots 
laugh, and wife men to crie who’s the foole now ? I 
am mad, to fee Souldiours beg, and cowards braue : 
I am mad, to fee Schollers in the Brokers fhop, and 
Dunces :n the Mercers : I am mad, to fee men that 
haue no more fafliion in them then poore Shaddow, yet 
mull leape thrice a day into three orders of fafhions : 
I am mad, to fee many things, but home-mad, that 
my mouth feeles nothing. 

Andel Why, now fhaddow, I fee thou hafl a fub- 
flance : I am glad to fee thee thus mad. 

Am^ed. The fonnes of Fortunatus had not wont, 
Thus to repine at others happines : 

But fooles haue alwaies this loofe garment wore, 

Being poore themfelues, they wifh all others poore, 
Fie, brother Andelocia, hate this madnes, 

Tume your eyes inward, and behold your foule, 

That wants more then your body : burnifh that 
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With glittering Vertue : and make Ideots grieue, 

To fee your beautious mind in wifedome iliine. 

As you at their rich pouertie repine. 

Enter Eortunatus gallajii. 

And, Peace, good vertue, Shad, here comes 
another Shadow. 

Skad. It Ihould be a Camelion : for he is all in 
colours. 

Amp^ Oh, tis my Father. With thefe teares of 
ioye, 

My loue and duetie greete your faire returne : 

A double gladneffe hath refrelht my foule ; 

One, that you Hue, and one, to fee your fate 
Lookes frefhly howfoeuer poore in flate. 

And, My father Fortunatiis, k. thus braue % 

Ska, Tis no wonder to fee a man braue, but a 
wonder how he comes braue. 

Eortunat, Deere Andelocia and fonne Ampedo, 
And my poore feruant Sliaddow : plume your fpirits 
With light-wingd mirth : for Fortunatus hand 
Can now powre golden Ihowers into their laps, 

That fometimes fcom’d him for his want of gold. 
Boyes, I am rich, and you lhall ne’re be poore ; 

Weare gold, fpend gold, we all in gold will feede, 

Now is your father Fortunate indeede. 

Andel, Father, be not angrie, if I fet open the 
windowes of my mind : I doubt for all your bragging, 
you’le prooue like mofl of our gallants in FamagoHa, 
that haue a rich outfide, & a beggerly infid e, and like 
Mules weare gay trappings, and good Veluet foote- 
clothes on their backes, yet champe on the Iron bitte 
of penurie, I meane, want coyne : You gild our eares 
with a talke of Gold, but I pray dazell our eyes with 
the maiellie of it. 

Fort, Firfl will I wake your fences with the 
found 

Of golds fweete muficke : tell me what you heare ? 
Amp, Beiieue me, Sir, 1 heare not any tiling. 
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AndeL Ha, ha, ha. S’hart, I thought as much, if 
I heare any gingling, but of the purfe ftrings that goe 
flip, flap, flip, flap, flip, flap, would I were turnd into 
a flip-flap, and foide to the Butchers. 

jFort Shaddow : He trie thine eares, harke, dofl 
rattle 1 

Shad. Yes, like three blew Beanes in a blew 
bladder, rattle bladder, rattle : your purfe is like my 
bellie, th’ones without money, th’other without meate. 

Fort Bid your eyes blame the error of your eares : 
You mifbeleeuing Pagans, fee, heres gold, 

Ten golden pieces : take them, Ampedo. 

Hold, Andelocia, here are ten for thee. 

Ampe. Shaddow, theres one for thee, prouide thee 
foode. 

Fort Stay, boy : hold. Shad, here are ten for thee. 

Shad. Ten mailer ? then defiaunce to Fortune, & 
a Fig for famine. 

Fort. Now tell me, wags, hath my purfe gold or 
no ? 

Andel. Wee the wags haue gold, Father ; but I 
thinke theres not one Angell more wagging in this 
facred Temple j why this is rare : Shaddow, flue will 
ferae thy turne, giue me th’ other flue. 

Shad. Nay, foft mafter, liberalitie dyed long agoe : 
I fee fome rich beggers are neuer well, but when they 
be craning : My ten Duckets are like my ten fingers, 
they will not ieopard a ioynt for you : I am yours, and 
thefe are mine if I part from them, I fhall neuer haue 
part of them. 

Amp. Father, if heauen haue bleft you once 
againe, 

Let not an open hand difpeife that flore ; 

Which gone, lifes gone i for all treade downe the 
poore. 

Fort Peace, Ampedo : talke not of pouertie, 
Difdaine, my boyes, to kiffe the tawnie cheekes 
Of leane neceffitie : make not inquirie. 

How I came rich : I am rich, let that fuffice j 
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There are fowre leathern bags trull full of gold: 

Thofe fpent, ile fill you more : goe lads, be gallant : 
Shine in the flreetes of Cyprus like two flarres, 

And make them bow their knees that once did fpiime 
you; 

For to effedl fuch wonders gold can turne you : 

Braue it in Famagoila, or els where, 
lie traueli to the Turkilh Emperour : 

And then ile reuell it with Preller John, 

Or banquet with great Cham of Tartarie, 

And trie what frolicke Court the Souldan keepes ; 
lie leaue you prefently : teare off thefe rags. 

Glitter, my boyes, like Angels, that the world 
May (whilfl our life in pleafures circle romes) 

Wonder at Fortunatus and his fonnes. 

Andel, Come, Shaddow : now weede feafl it 
royally. 

Shad, Doe, mailer, but take heede of beggcrie. 

Exeunt 

Mufick founds : Enter vice with a gilded face^ and 
homes on her head : her garments long, painted he-- 
fore with fduer halfe moones, mcreafng by title and 
liile, till they come to the full : in the midfi of them 
in Capitcdl letters this written : CRESCIT 
EVNDO : her garment painted behind with fooles 
faces diuels heads', and vfidertieath it in the 
midjl this writte?i, Ha, Ha, He', fhe and others 
wearing gilded vifards, and attirde like deuils, 
brmg out a faire tree of Gold with apples on it : 
after her comes Vertue, a coxecofnbe o?i her head, all 
in white before, and this writtcfi about the middle : 
Sibi fapit : her attire behmd pamted with Crownes, 
and Laurell garlands, fluck full of flarres, held out 
by hands, thrufl out of bright cloudcs, and among 
them this written: Dominabitur allris : Shee' and 
other Nimphes all m white with coxecombs on 
their heads, brmg a tree with grecfie and withered 
leaues mingled together, and title fruit 07i it : after 
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her Fortune^ one bearing her Wheele^ another her 
Globe ; and laji^ the Prieji, 

Fortune. You minillers of Vertue, Vice, and For- 
tune, 

Teare off this vpper garment of the earth, 

And in her naked bofome flicke thefe trees. 

Veriue. How many kingdomes haue I meafured, 
Onely to find a Climat, apt to cherilh 
Thefe withering braunches 1 but no ground can prooue 
So happie ; (ay mee) none doe vertue loue ; 

He trie this foyle ; if here I like wife fade, 

To heauen ile flie, from whence I tooke my birth, 

And tel the Gods, I am banilht from the earth. 

Vice. Vertue, I am fworne thy foe : if there thou 
plant, 

Here oppofite to thine, my tree fhall florifh, 

And (as the running wood-bind) fpread her armes, 

To choke thy withering boughes in their embrace, 
lie driue thee from this world : were Vertue fled, 

Vice as an Angell fhould be honoured. 

Fort. Seruants of this bright diuell & and that 
poore Saint, 

Applie your talke whilfl you are labouring : 

To make your paines feeme fliort our prieft fhall fmg. 

The fong : whiljl he Jings, the rejl fet the trees into the 
earth. 

Friejl^ Vertues braunches wither, vertue pines, 

O pittie, pittie, and alacke the time, 

Vice doth flourilh, Vice in glorie fliines, 

Her gilded boughs aboue the Cedar clime. 
Vice hath golden cheekes, O pittie, pittie, 
She in euery land doth monarchize. 

Vertue is exilde from euery Cittie, 

Vertue is a foole, Vice onely wife. 

O pittie, pittie, Vertue weeping dies. 

Vice laughs to fee her faint (alacke the time) 
This fmckes : with painted wings the other 
flies, 
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Alacke that heft fliould fall, and bad fhoiild 
clime, 

O pittie, pittie, pittie, mourne, not fmg, 

Vice is a Saint, Vertue an vnderling. 

Vice doth florifh, Vice in glorie fhines, 
Vertues braunches wither, Vertue pines. 
Fort Fioriih or wither, Fortune cares not which, 
In eithers fall or height our Eminence 
Shines equall to the Sunne : the Queene of chance 
Both vertuous foules and vicious doth aduance. 

Thefe lliadowes of your felues fhall (like your felues,) 
Striue to make men enamoured of their beauties, 

This groue fliall be our temple ; and henceforth 
Be confecrated to our deities. 

Vert. How few will come and kneel at vertues 
Ihrine ? 

Vice. This contents vertue, that flic is cal’d diuine. 
Fort. Poore Vertue, Fortune grieues to fee thy 
lookes 

Want cunning to intice : Why hang thefe leaues, 

As loofe as Autumnes haire (which euery wind, 

In mockerie blowes from his rotten browes %) 

Why like a drunkard art thou pointed at ? 

Why is this Motley-fcorne fet on thy head ? 

Why hands thy Court wide open, but none in it % 

Wliy are the Chriflall pauements of thy temple, 

Not worne, not trod vpon 1 All is for this, 

Becaufe thy pride is to weare bafe attire, 

Becaufe thine eyes flame not with amorous fire. 

Vert Vertue is fairefl in a poore aray. 

Fort Poore foole, tis not tfes badge of puritie. 
Nor Sidi fapit, (painted on thy breafl,) 

Allures mortalitie to feeke thy lone. 

No ; now the great wheele of thy Globe hath runne, 
And met his firfl point of creation. 

On Crutches went this world but yefler-day, 

Now it lies bed-rid, and is growne fo old, 

That its growne young ; for tis a child againe, 

A childifli foule it hath, tis a meere foole : 
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And fooles and children are well pleafde with toyes : 
So mull this world, with fhewes it mufl be pleafed, 
Then Vertue, buy a golden face like Vice, 

And hang thy bofome full of filuer Moones, 

To tell the credulous world, As thofe increafe, 

As the bright Moone fwelles in her pearled Spheare, 

So wealth and pleafures them to heauen ihall reare. 
Vert Vertue abhorres to weare a borrowed face. 
Vice. Why haft thou borrowed then that Idiots 
hoodi 

Vert Fooles plac’d it on my head that knew me 
not, 

And I am proud to weare the fcorne of fooles. 

Fort, Mourne in that pride & die, all the world 
hates thee. 

Vert Not all, ile wander once more through the 
world : 

Wifedome I know hath with her bleffed wings 
Fled to fome bofome : if I meete that brefl, 

There ile eredl my temple, and there reft. 

Fortune nor Vice, fhall then ere haue the power, 

(By their loofe eyes) to intice my Paramour j 
Then will I caft off this deformitie. 

And Ihine in glorie, and triumph to fee 
Your conquerd at my feete, that tread on me. 

Fort Vertue begins to quarrel! : Vice, farewell. 
Yice. Stay, Fortune, whilfl within this Groue we 
dwel. 

If my Angelicall and Saint-like forme 
Can win fome amorous foole to wanton here, 

And tafte the fruite of this alluring tree, 

Thus lhall his fawcie browes adorned bee, 

To make vs laugh. Makes homes. 

Fort It will be rare : adiew, 

Ver, Foule hel-bred fiend, Vertue fliall ftriue with 
you, 

If any be enamoured of thine eyes, 

Their lone mufl needes beget deformities. 

Men are tranfformed to bealles, feailing with fume ; 
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But if (in fpite of thee) their foules I winne, 

To tafle this fruite, though thou difguife their head, 
Their fhapes lhall be re-metamorphofed. 

Vice, I dare thee doe thy worll. 

Ver. My beft ile trie. 

Fort Fortune lhall iudge who winnes the foue- 
raigntie. Exewit 


Enter Chorus, 

Chorus, The world to the circumference of heauen, 
Is as a fmall point in Geometric, 

Whofe greatnes is fo little, that a leffe 
Cannot be made : into that narrow roome. 

Your quicke imaginations we muft charme, 

To tume that world : and (turn’d) againe to part it 
Into large kingdomes, and within one moment, 

To Carrie Fortunatus on the wings 
Of adliue thought, many a thoufand miles. 

Suppofe then fmce you lafl beheld him here, 

That you haue faild with him vpon the feas, 

And leapt with him vpon the Afian fliores, 

Beene feafled with him in the Tartars palace, 

And all the Courts of each Barbarian kings : 

From whence (being cald by fome vnluckie flarre,) 
(For happines neuer continues long,) 

Helpe me to bring him backe to Arragon : 

Where for his pride (Riches make all men proude) 

On flight quarrell, by a couetous Earle, 

Fortunes deere minion is imprifoned ; 

There thinke you fee him fit with folded armes, 

Teares dropping downe his cheekes, his white haires 
tome, 

His legges in ruftie fetters, and his tongue 
Bitterly curfing that his fquint-eide foule 
Did not make choice of wifedomes facred loue, 
Fortune (to triumph in vnconftancie,) 

From prifon bailes him, (libertie is wild) 

For being fet free, he like a luflie Eagle, 

Cuts with his ventrous feathers through the ikie, 
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And lights not till he find the Turkilh court. 

Thither tranfport your eyes, and there behold him, 
Reuelling with the Emperour of the Eaft, 

From whence (through feare) for fafegard of his life, 
(Flying into the armes of vgly night,) 

Suppofe you fee him brought to Babylon ; 

And that the Sunne (clothed all in fire) hath rid 

One quarter of his hot celefliall way 

With the bright morning, and that in this inflant. 

He and the Soldan meete, but what they fay, 

Liflen you, the talke of ^Kings none dare bewray. 

Exit 

Enter the Souldan^ his Nohlcfnen^ and Fortunatus* 

Sould* Art thou that Fortunatus, whofe great name, 
Being carried in the Charriot of the winds, 

Hafl fild the Courts of all our Afian kings, 

With loue and enuie, whofe deere prefence tyes 
The eyes of admiration to thine eyes ? 

Art thou that Joue that in a fho-wer of gold 
Appearedfl before the Turkifh Emperour ? 

Fortunat I am that Fortunatus, mightie Souldan. 
Sould. Where is that purfe which threw abroad 
fuch treafure? 

Fort I gaue it to the Turkifh Soliman, 

A fecond I bellowed on Prefler lohn, 

A third the great Tartarian Cham receiued : 

For with thefe Monarches haue I banquetted, 

And rid with them in triumph through their courts, 

In chriflali Charriots drawn e by Unicornes. 

England, Fraunce, Spaine, and welthy Belgia, 

And all the reH of Europs bleffed daughters, 

Haue made my couetous eye rich in th’ embrace 
Of their celelliali beauties ; now I come, 

To fee the glorie of faire Babylon. 

Is Fortunatus welcome to the Soldan % 

For l am like the Sunne, if loue once chide. 

My gilded browes from amorous heauen I hide. 
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Sould Moll welcome, and moll happie are mine 
armes 

In circling Inch an earthly deitie j 
But will not Fortunatus make me bleffed 
By fight of fuch a purfe ? 

Fort Ere I depart, 

The Soldan lhail receiue one at my hands : 

For I mull fpend fome time in framing it, 

And then fome time to breathe that vertuous fpirit 
Into the heart thereof, all which is don 
By a moll facred infpiration. 

SouM. Wel-come, moll welcome to the Soldans 
court; 

Stay here and be the king of Babylon, 

Stay here, and I 'will more amaze thine eyes 
With wondrous fights, then can all Afia : 

Behold yon towre, there Hands mine Armourie, 

In which are Corllets forg’d of beaten gold, 

To arme ten hundred thoufand fighting men, 

Whofe glittering fquadrons when the Sunne beholds, 
They feeme like to ten hundred thoufand loiies, 

When loue on the proude backe of thunder rydes, 
Trapt all in lightning flames : there can I Ihew thee 
The ball of gold that fet all Troy on fire ; 

There lhalt thou fee the Ikarfe of Cupids mother, 
Snatcht from the foft moyll luorie of her arme. 

To wrap about Adonis wounded thigh, 

There lhalt thou fee a wheele of Titans care, 

Which dropt from heauen when Phaeton fir’d the 
world : 

He giue thee (if thou wilt) two filuer Doues 
Compof’d by Magicke to diuide the ayre, 

Who (as they flie) lhail clap their filuer wings, 

And giue flraunge muficke to the Elements ; 

He giue thee els the fanne of Proferpine, 

Which in reward (for a fweete Thracian fong,) 

The black-browd Emprefle threw to Orpheus, 

Being come to fetch Euridice from hell. 
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Fort. Hath euer mortall eye beheld thefe won- 
ders ? 

Soiild. Thine {hall behold them, and make choice 
of any, 

So thou wilt giue the Souldan fuch a purfe. 

Fort By Fortunes bleffed hand (who chrillned 
me) 

The mightie Souldan fiiall haue fuch a purfe, 

Prouided I may fee thefe prizeieffe wonders. 

Sould. Leaue vs alone : neuer -was mortal eare 

Exemit Nobles, 

Acquainted with the vertue of a Jewell, 

Which now ile fhew, (out-valuing all the reft.) 

Fort It is iinpolTible. 

Sotild. Behold this Cafket, — Draw a Curiaine, 
Fettered in golden chaines, the Lock pure gold, 

The key of follide gold, which my felfe keepe. 

And heres the treafure thats contained in it. 

Takes out the Hat 
Fort A courfe felt Hat? is this the precious 
Jewel ? 

Sould. lie not exchange this, for ten Diadems* 

On paine of death, none iiften to our talke. 

Fort What needes this folemne coniuration 1 
Soidd,^ O, yes, for none lhall vnderftand the worth 
Of this ineftimable ornament, 

But you : and yet not you, but that you fweare 
By her white hand, that lent you fuch a name, 

To leaue a wondrous purfe in Babylon. 

Fort What I haue fwome, I will not violate, 

But now vncouer the vertues of this Hatte. 

Sould, I thinke none iiften ; if they doe, they die. 
Fort None iiften : tell : what needs this iealoufie ? 
Sould. You fee tis poore in fhew ; did I want 
Jewels, 

Gold could beget them, but the wide worlds wealth 
Buyes not this Hat ; this ciapt vpon my head, 

I (onely with a Avifh) am through the ayre, 

Tranfported in a moment ouer Seas, 
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And ouer lands to any fecrete place \ 

By this I Ileale to euery Princes court, 

And heare their priiiate councels and preuent 
Ail daungers which to Babylon are meant. 

By helpe of this I oft fee armies ioyne, 

Though when the dreadfull Aluarado founds, 

I am diflant from the place a thoufand leagues, 

Oh, had I fuch a purfe and fuch a Hat, 

The Souldan were, of all, moft fortunate. 

Fort Oh, had I fuch a Hat, then were I braue. 
Wheres he that made it ? 

Sould. Dead, and the whole world 
Yeelds not a workman that can frame the like. 

Fort No does ? by %hat trick fhal I make this 
mine ? Afide. 

Me thinkes, me thinkes, when you are borne o’re Seas, 
And ouer lands, the heauineffe thereof 
Should waigh you downe, drowne you, or breake your 
necke. 

Sould. No, tis more light then any Plat befide : 
Your hand lhall peife it. 

Fort Oh, tis woudrous heauie. 

Sotdd. Fie, ya’re deceau’d ; trie it vpon your head. 
Fort Would I were now in Cyprus with my fons. 

Exit 

Sould. Stay, Fortunatus, Hay, I am vndone. 
Treafon, Lords, treafon, get me wings, ile flie 
After this damn’d Traytor through the ayre. 

Enter Nobles. 

Nob, Who wrongs the mightie king of Babylon ? 
Sould. This Fortunatus, this fiend wrongs your 
king. 

NobL Locke the Court gates, where is the diueli 
hid? 

Sould. No gates no grates of Iron imprifon him, 
Like a Magician breakes he through the clouds, 
Bearing my foule with him, for that leweli gon, 
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I am dead, and all is droffe in Babylon. ^ 

File after Mm, tis vaine, on the winds wings, 

Heele ride through all the Courts of earthly kings. 
NobL What is the I e well that your grace hath lofl ? 
Sotdd. He dies that troubles me : call me not 
king j 

For ile confume my life in forrowing. Exeunt 

Enter Andelocia very gallant^ and Shaddow. 

AndeL Shaddow % what haue I loft to clay at dice ? 
Shad, More then you will win againe in a month. 
AndeL Why fir, how much comes it to ? 

Shad, It comes to nothing, Sir, for you haue loft 
your wits, and when a mans wittes are loft, the man is 
like twentie poundes w’orth of Tobacco, which mounts 
into th^ aire, and prooues nothing but one thing. 
Andelo, And what thing is that, you Affe % 

Shad, Marrie fir, that he is an afle that melts fo 
much money in fmoke. 

AndeL Twere a charitable deed to hang thee a 
fmoking. 

Shad, I ftiould neuer make good bacon, becaufe I 
am not fat. 

AndeL Ile befworne thy wit is leane. 

Shad, Its happie I haue a leane wit : but mafter, 
you haue none j for when your money tript away, that 
went after it, and euer fmce you haue beene mad ; here 
corn’s your brother ; borrowe a dramme of him. 

Enter Am/edo, 

If his be not mouldie : for mens wits in thefe daies, 
Are like the Cuckoo, bald once a yeere, and that 
makes Motley fo deere, and fooles fo good cheape. 
AndeL Brother, all haile. 

Shad, There’s a ratling falutation. 

AndeL You muft lend me fome more money : 
Nay neuer looke fo ftraunge, and you will come off, fo : 
if you will barre me from fquare play, doe : come 

I 
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come, when the old traueller my Father comes home, 
like a young Ape, full of fantaflicke trickes, or a 
painted Parrat flucke full of outlandifh feathers, heele 
leade the world in a firing, and then (like a hot lliot) 
He charge and difcharge all. 

Shad. I would be loth, mafler, to fee that day : 
for he leades the world in a firing that goes to 
hanging. 

And. Take heede I turne not that head into the 
world, and leade you fo ? 

Brother wilt be : Hay any ends of Gold or Siluer ? 

Amp. Thus wanton reuelling breedes beggerie. 
Brother, twere better that you ftill liu’d poore. 

Want would make wifedome rich : but when your 
Coffers 

Swell to the brim, then royt fets vp fayles, 

And like a defperate vnfldld Mariner 
Driues your vnfteddie fortunes on the point 
Of wracke ineuitable j of all the wealth, 

Left (by our Father, when he left vs lafl) 

This little is vnfpent, and this being wafled, 

Your ryot ends ; therefore confume it all, 

He Hue ; or dying, find fome buriall 
Thankes for my crownes. 

Afidel. Shaddow, I am villainous hungrie, to 
heare one of the feuen wife Maflers talke thus emptily. 
Shad. I am a villaine, mafler, if I am not hungrie. 
Andel. Becaufe ile faue this gold, fiiTa Shaddowe, 
weele feede our felues with Paradoxes, 

Shad. Oh rare : what meat’s that ? 

Andd. Meate, you gull : tis no meate : a difli of 
Paradoxes is a feafl of flraunge opinion, tis an ordi- 
narie that our greatefl gallants haunt nowadaies, be- 
caufe they would be held for Statefmen. 

Shad. I fhall neuer fil my belly with opinions. 

And. In defpite of fway-bellies, gluttons, & fweet 
mouth’d Epicures, lie haue thee maintaine a Paradox 
in commendations of hunger. 

Shad. I fliall neuer haue the flomacke to doo’t 
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A7id, SeeH thou this Crufado ? do it, & tume this 
into a feafl. 

Shad^ Couetoufneffe and lecherie are two diuels, 
they’le tempt a man to w’ade through deepe matters : 
He doo’t though good cheare cofpire my death, for 
fpeaking treafon againfl her. 

AndeL Fall to it then with a full mouth. 

Shad. Oh famine, infpire me with thy miferable 
reafons. 

I begin, mailer. 

Amp^ O miferable inuocation. 

Andel Silence. 

Shad. Theres no man but loues one of thefe three 
beailes, a Horfe, a Hound, or a Whore ; the Horfe 
by his goodwill, has his head euer in the maunger ; 
the Whore with your ill will has her hand euer in your 
purfe ; and a hungrie Dogge eates durtie puddings. 

AndeL This is profound, forward : the conclufion 
of this now. 

Shad. The conclufion is plaine : For fmce all men 
loue one of thefe three monfters, being fuch terrible 
eaters, therefore all men loue hunger. 

Amp. A very leane argument. 

Shad. I can make it no fatter. 

AndeL Proceede, good Shaddow ; this fats me. 

Shad. Hunger is made of Gun-po^vder. 

AndeL Giue fire to that opinion. 

Shad. Stand by, leR it blow you vp : hunger is 
made of Gun-powder, or Gun-powder of hunger; for 
they both eate through flone walles ; hunger is a 
grindftone, it fharpens wit, hunger is fuller of loue 
then Cupid, for it makes a man eate himfelfe ; hunger 
was the firfl that euer open’d a Cookes flrop ; Cookes 
the firfl that euer made fawxe ; fawce being lickerifh, 
lickes vp good meate ; good meate prefemes life : 
Hunger therefore preferues life. 

Amp. By my confent thou fliouldefl Rill Hue by 
hunger. 

Shad» Not fo, hunger makes no man moitall : 
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hunger is an excellent Phyfition : for hee dares kill 
any body : hunger is one of the feuen liberall fciences. 
AndcL O learned 1 Which of the feuen % 

Shad, Muficke, for flieele make a man leape at a 
crufl : but as few care for her fixe lifters, fo none loue 
to daunce after her pipe : Hunger, mafler, is hungrie 
and couetous ; therefore the Cmfado. 

AndeL But haft thou no fliarper reafons then this ? 
Shad, Yes one : the dagger in Cyprus had neuer 
flabd out fuch fixe penie pipes, but for hunger. 

And, Why, you dolt, thefe pies are but in their 
minority. 

^ Shad, My belly and my purfe haue beene twentie 
times at daggers drawing, with parting the little 
vrchins. 


E?iter Fortimahis. 

Ampe, Peace, Idiot, peace, my Father is return'd. 

Fort, Touch mee not, boyes, I am nothing but 
ayre, let none fpeake to me, till you haue markt me 
well. 

Shad, Now fpeake your mind. 

Amp, Villaine, why haft thou chalkt my Fathers 
backe ? 

^ Shad, Onely to marke him, & to trie what colour 
aire is of. 

Fort Eegard him not, Ampedo : Andelocia, 
Shaddowe : view me, am I as you are, or am I tranf- 
form’d ? 

And, I thought trauel would turne my father, 
mad man or foole. 

Amp, How fhould you be tranfform'd I fee no 
chaunge. 

Shad, ^ If your wits be not planet ftrucken, if your 
braines lie in their right place, you are well inoiigh ; 
for your body is little mended by your fetching fega- 
nes. 

Andel, Mee thinkes, father, you looke as you did, 
onely your face is more withered. 
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Fort Thats not my fault, age is like loue, it can- 
not be hid. 

Shad. Or like Gun-powder a fire, or like a foole, 
or like a young nouice new come to his lands : for all 
thefe will fhew of what houfe they come : now fir, you 
may amplifie. 

Fori. Shaddow, tume thy tongue to a fiiaddow, be 
filent : Boyes be proud, yoixr Father hath the whole 
world in this compafle, I am ail felicitie, vp to the 
brimmes. In a minute am I come from Babylon, I 
haue beene this half howTe in Famagofia, 

Afid. How ? in a minute, father % Ha, ha, I fee 
trauellers muft lie. 

Shad. Tis their deftinie : the Fates doe fo confpire. 

Fori. I haue cut through the ajnre like a Falcon ; 
I would haue it feeme firaunge to you. 

Shad. So it does, Sir. 

Fori. But tis true : I would not haue you belieue 
it neither. 

Shad. No more we doe not, Sir. 

Fori. But tis miraculous & tnie : defire to fee you, 
brought me to Cyprus j iie leaue you more Gold, and 
goe vifite more Countries. 

Sha. Leaue vs gold inough, and weele make all 
Countries come vifit vs. 

A mp. The froflie hand of age now nips your bloud, 
And firowes her fnowie flowers vpon your head, 

And giue you warning that within few yeeres, 

Death needes mull marrie you ; thofe fhort Hues 
minutes, 

That dribble out your life, mufl needes be fpent, 

In peace not trauell : refl in Cyprus then. 

Could you furuaie ten worlds, yet you mufl die ; 

And bitter is the fweete thats reapt thereby. 

And. Faith father, what pleafure haue you met by 
walking your flations % 

Fort. What pleafm'e, boy? I haue reueld with 
kings, daimc’d with Queenes, dallied with Ladies, 
worne firaunge attires, feene fantaflicoes, conuerft with 
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humorifls, beene rauifht mth diiiine raptures of Dorick, 
Lidian and Phrigian harmonics, I liaiie fpent the day 
in triiimphes, and the night in banquetting. 

Andel Oh rare : this was heauenly. 

Shad. Me thinkes t’was homble. 

A?zdeL He that would not be an Arabian Phenix 
to bume in thefe fweete fires, let him line like an 
Owle for the world to wonder at 
Amp. Wliy, brother, are not all thefe vanities ? 
Fort Vanities? Ampedo, thy foule is made of 
lead, too dull, too ponderous to mount vp to the in- 
comprehenfible glorie, that trauell lifts men to. 

Shad. My olde mailers foule is Corke and feathers, 
and being fo light doth eafily mount vp. 

A7ide. Sweeten mine eares, good father, with fome 
more. 

Fort Wlien in the warmth of mine owne countries 
armes 

We yawn’d like fluggards, when this hnall Horizon 
Imprifon’d vp my body, then mine eyes 
Worfliipt thefe clouds as brightefl ; but, my boyes, 
The gliilring beames which doe abroad appeare, 

(In other heauens) fire is not halfe fo cleare. 

Shad. Why, fir, are there other heauens in other 
countries ? 

Andet Peace, interrupt him not vpon thy life. 

For. For ilill in all the Regions I haue feene, 

I fcorn’d to crowd among the muddie throng 
Of the rancke multitude, whofe thickned breath, 

Like to condenfed Fogs doe choake that beautie, 
"Which els would dwell in euery kingdomes cheeke. 

No, I Rill boldly Rept into their Courts, 

For there to Hue tis rare, O tis diuine ; 

There Riall you fee faces Angelicall, 

There Riall you fee troopes of chaR Goddeffes, 

Whofe Rar-like eyes haue power, (might they Rill 
fliine) 

To make night day, and day more chriRalline. 

Neere thefe you Riall behold great Beroes^ 
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headed Councellors and Jouiall fpirites, 
Standing like fierie Chembins to gard 
The IMonarch, who in God-like glorie fits. 

In midfl of thefe, as if this deitie 
Had with a looke created a new world ; 

The flanders by, being the faire workemanfhip. 

Andd, Oh how my foule is rapt to a third heauen. 
lie traueli fure, and Hue with none but kings. 

Shad, Then Shaddow muH die among knaues; 
and yet why fo ? in a bunch of Cards, knaues waite 
vpon the kings. 

Aiid, When I turne king, then fhalt thou waite 
on me. 

Shad, Well, theres nothing impoffible : a dog has 
his day, and fo haue you. 

Anip, But tell me, father, haue you in all courts 
Beheld fuch glorie, fo maieflicall % 

In all perfedlion ? no way blemifhed 1 

Fort In fome Courts fhall you fee ambition 
Sit piecing Deialus old waxen wings, 

But being clapt on, and they about to flie, 

Euen when their hopes are bufied in the clouds, 

They melt againfl the Sunne of maieftie, 

And downe they tumble to deflruclion ; 

For fmce the heauens ftrong armes teach kings to Hand, 
Angels are plac’d about their glorious throne, 

To gard it from the flrokes of Traitrous hands. 

By traueli, boyes, I haue feene all thefe things, 
FantafLicke complement flalkes vp and downe, 

Trickt in out-landifh Fethers, all his words, 

His lookes, his oathes, are all ridiculous, 

Ail apilh, childiih, and Itaiianate. 

Fnfer Fortune : after her three dejtmies working. 

Shad, I know a medicine for that maladie. 

Fort By traueli, beyes, I haue feene all thefe 
things. 

Andel, And thefe are fightes for none, but gods & 
kings. 
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Shad, Yes, and for Chriflen creatures, if they be 
not blind. 

Fort In thefe two hands doe I gripe all the world. 
This leather purfe, and this bald woollen Hat 
Make me a Monarch : heres my Crowne and Scepter. 
In progreffe will I now goe through the world, 

He cracke your ihoulders, boyes, with bags oi gold 
Ere I depart ; on Fortunes wings I ride, 

And now fit in the height of humane pride. 

Fortune, Now, foole, thou liell; where thy proud 
feete doe tread 

Thefe fhal throw downe thy cold & breathlefle head. 

Fort O facred deitie, what sinne is don, 

That deaths Iron fill fhould weflle with thy fonne ? 

All hneele. 

Fortune, Thou art no fonne of Fortune, but her 
llaue : 

Thy Cedar hath afpir’d to his full height. 

Thy Sunne like glorie hath aduaunc’d her felfe 
Into the top of prides Meridian, 

And downe amaine it comes. From beggerie 
I plum’d thee like an Oflrich, like that Ollrich 
Thou hail eaten Metals, and abufde my giftes, 

Hail plaid the Ruffian, wailed that in ryots, 

Wiich as a blefling I beflowed on thee. 

Fort Forgiue me,. I will be more prouident. 
Fortune, No, endleffe follies follow endleffe wealth. 
Thou hadft thy fancie, I miifl haue thy fate, 

Which is, to die when th’art moil fortunate. 

This inckie thread thy vgly fumes haue fpim, 

Elacke life, blacke death ; fafler, that it were don. 
Fort Oh, let me hue, but till I can redeeme. 
Fortune, The deilinies denie thee longer life. 

Fort I am but now lifted to happines. 

Fortune, And now I take moft pride to cafl thee 
downe. 

Hadfl thou chofen wifedome, this blacke had beene 
white, 

And deaths ilerne browe could not thy foule afright 
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Fort Take this againe : glue wifedome to my 
fonnes. 

Fortune, No, foole, tis now too late: as death 
flrikes thee, 

So fhali their ends fudden and wretched bee. 
loues daughters (righteous dellinies) make hafle. 

His life hath waflefull beene, and let it walle. 

Fxeunt 

AndeL Uliy the pox doeH thou fweate fo 1 
S/tad, For anger to fee any of Gods Creatures 
haue fuch filthie faces as thefe Semflers had that went 
hence. 

Andel Semflers 1 why, you afle, they are dellinies. 
S/md, Indeede, if it bee ones deflinie to haue a 
hllhie face, I know no remedie but to goe Mafkt and 
crie, Woe worth the Fates. 

Amp, Why droopes my father 1 thefe are onely 
fhaddowes, 

Raizd by the malice of fome enemie, 

To fright your life, o’re which they haue no power. 
S/iad. Shaddowes 1 I defie their kinred. 

Fort 0 Ainpedo, I faint ; helpe me, my fonnes. 
Andel, Shaddow, I pray thee runne and call more 
helpe. 

S/iad, If that defperate Don Dego death hath 
tane vp the Cudgels once, heres neuer a Fencer in 
Cyprus dare take my old maflers part. 

Andel Runne, villaine, call more helpe. 

S/uzd. Bid him thank e the dellinies for this. Fxit 
Fort Let me Ihrincke downe, & die betweene 
your armes, 

Helpe comes in vaine. No hand can conquer Fate, 
This inflant is the lull of my lifes date. 

This Goddeffe (if at leall diee be a goddeffe) 

Names her felfe Fortune : wandring in a wood, 

Halfe familht, her I met. I haue, quoth Ihee, 

Sixe gifts to fpend vpon mortalitie, 

Wifedome, llrength, health, beautie, long life and 
riches. 
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Out of my bountie one of thefe is thine. 

What benefit did from your choyce arife ? 
Fort, Liflen, my fonnes : In this fmall compafle 
lies, 

Infinite treafure : this fhee gaue to mee, 

And gaue to this, this vertue, Take (quoth fhee) 

So often as from hence thou dravvfl thy hand, 

Ten golden peeces of that kingdomes coyne. 

Where er’e thou liu’fl, which plenteous fure ffiall lafL, 
After thy death, till thy fonnes lines doe wafle. 

AndeL Father, your choice was rare, the gift 
diuine. 

Fort It had beene fo, if riches had beene mine. 
Amp, But hath this golden vertue neuer faild ? 
Fort Neuer. 

Andet O admirable : heare’s a fire 
Hath power to thaw the very heart of death, 

And giue flones life, by this mofl facred death, 

See brother, heres all India in my hand. 

Fort Inherite you (my Sonnes) that golden land. 
This Hat I brought away from Babylon, 

I robd the Souldan of it, tis a prize 
Worth twentie Empires. In this Jewell lies. 

AndeL How, father? Jewell? call you this a 
Jewell ? It’s courfe Wooll, a bald fafliion, and greafie 
to the brim ; I haue bought a better Felt for a 
French crowne fortie times : Of what vertuous blocke 
is this Hat, I pray ? 

Fort Set it vpon thy head, and wifh a wifli, 

Thou in the moment on the winds fwift wings, 

Shalt be tranfported into any place. 

AndeL A wifhing Hat, and a golden mine? 

For. O Andelocia, Ampedo, now death 
Sounds his third fommons : I mull hence : thefe 
Jewels 

To both I doe bequeath ; diuide them not, 

But vfe them equally : neuer bewray 
What vertues are in them ; for if you doe, 
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l^luch fhamej much griefe^ much daunger followes 
you. 

Pemfe this booke : farwell : behold in me 
The rotten flrength of proud mortalitie. Dyes. 

Ajupe. His foule is wandringto the Elizium fhades. 
Andel The flowre thats frefh at noone, at Sun-fet 
fades. 

Brother, clofe you downe his eyes, becaufe you were 
his eidefl ; and Vvith them clofe vp your teares, whilfL 
I (as all yonger brothers doe) fhift for my felfe : let 
vs mourne, becaufe hees dead, but moume the ieffe, 
becaufe he cannot reuiue : the honour we can doe him, 
is to burie him royally, lets about it then, for ile not 
melt my felfe to death with fcalding fighes, nor drop 
my foule out at mine eyes, were my father an Empe- 
rour. 

Amp. Hence, hence, thou Hop’ll the tide of my 
true teares. 

True griefe is dumbe, though it hath open eares. 

Andel Yet God fend my griefe a tongue, that I 
may haue good vtterance for it : Sob on, brother mine, 
whim you figh there, ile fit & read what Storie my 
father has written here. 

77iey both fall afleepe : Fortime and a companie of 
Satyns enter with Mtificke^ and playing about For- 
tunatus body^ take them away ; They gone^ Shad- 
dow mters rumimg. 

Shad. I can get none, I can find none : where are 
you, mafterl Haue I tane you napping? and you 
too? I fee forrowes eye-lids are made of a Dor- 
moufe fkin, they feldome open, or of a mifers purfe, 
that’s aiwaies fiiut : So ho, mafler. 

Andel Shaddow, why how now ? whats the mat- 
ter ? 

Shad. I can get none Sir, tis impoffible: 

Amp. What is impoffible ? what canfl not get 
Shad. No heipe for my old mafler. 
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Andel Hail thou beene all this while calling for 
helpe ? 

Sha. Yes fir : he fcornd all Famagofla when he 
was in his huffing, and now hee lies puffing for wind, 
they fay they fcoriie him. 

Amp. The poyfon of their fcome infedls not him ; 
He wants no helpe. See where he breathles lies : 
Brother, to what place haue you borne his body ? 

Ajidel I beare it % I toucht it not. 

Amp. Nor I : a leaden Humber prefl mine eyes. 

Sh^. Whether it were lead or lattin that hafpt 
downe thofe winking cafements, I knowe not, but I 
found you both fnorting. 

A7np. And in that fleepe (me thought) I heard the 
tunes 

Of fullen paffions apt for Funerals, 

And faw my Fathers liueleffe body borne 

By Satyres : O I feare that deitie 

Hath ilolne him hence, that Snudge his deflinie. 

And. I feare hees ryfen againe, didft not thou 
meete him % 

Shad. I fir? doe you thinke this white and red 
durfl haue kill my fweete cheekes, if they had feene 
a ghofl? But, mailer, if the deftinies, or Fortune, or 
the Fates, or the Fayries haue flolne him, neuer indite 
them for the Felonie : for by this meanes the charges 
of a Tombe is fau’d, and you being his heyres, may 
doe as many rich Executors doe, put that money in 
your purfes, and giue out that he dyed a begger. 

AndeL Away, you Roague, my Father die a beg- 
ger ? 

lie build a Tombe for him of maffie Gold. 

Shad. Methinkes, mailer, it were better to let the 
memory of him ihine in his owne vertues (if hee had 
any) than in Alablafler. 

Andel. I iliall mangle that Alablafler face, you 
whorefon vertuous vice. 

Shad. He has a Marble heart, that can mangle a 
face of Alablafler, 
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AndeL Brother, come, come, moume not, our 
Father is but flept to agree with Charon for his boate 
h}T:e to Elizium. See, heres a Storie of ail his tra- 
uels ; this booke fliall come out with a new Addition : 
lie treade after my Fathers fleps ; ile goe meafure the 
world, therefore lets ihare thefe Jewels, take this or 
this. 

Amp, Will you then violate our Fathers Will? 

AndeL A puritane? keepe a dead mans Will*? 
Indeed in the old time, when men were buried in foft 
Church-yardes, that their Ghofls might rife, it was 
good : but, brother, now they are imprifond in flrong 
Brick and Marble, they are fall : feare not ; away, 
away, thefe are fooleries, gulleries, trumperies ; heres 
this or this, or I am gon mth both. 

Amp, Doe you as you pleafe, the finne lhall not be 
mine, 

Fooles call thofe things prophane, that are diuine. 

AndeL Are you content to weare the Jewels by 
turnes 1 lie haue the purfe for a yeere, you the Hat, 
and as much gold, as youle a^e; & when my 
purfourfliip ends, ile refigne, and cap you. 

Amp. I am content to beare all difcontents. ^xzL 

AndeL 1 fhould ferue this bearing Affe rarely now, 
if I fhould load him, but I will not, though confcience 
bee (like Ph}i}cke) feldome vfed, (for fo it does leafl 
hurt) yet ile take a dram of it : this for him, and fome 
gold : this for me : for hauing this mint about me, 
I fliall want no wifhing Cap: gold is an Eagle, 
that can flie to any place, and like death, that dares 
enter all places. 

Shaddow, wilt thou trauell withme ? 

SM. I fhal neuer fadge with the humor becaufe I 
cannot lie. 

And. Thou dolt, w^eele vifit all the kings courts in 
the world. 

S/md. So we may, and retume dolts home, but 
what fhall we learne by trauaile ? 

AndeL Fafhions. 
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Shad, Thats a beallly difeafe : me thinkes its bet- 
ter flaying in your owne countrie. 

AndeL How ? In mine owne countrie 1 like a 
Cage-birde and fee nothing ? 

Shad, Nothing ? yes you may fee things enough, for 
what can you fee abroad that is not at home ? The fame 
Sunne cals you vp in the morning, and the fame man 
in the^Moone lights you to bed at night, our fields are as 
greene as theirs in fummer, and their frofts will nip vs 
more in winter : Our birds fmg as fweetly & our 
women are as faire: In other countries you fliall 
haue one drink e to you, whilfl you kifie your hand, 
and ducke, heele po^on you : I confeffe you fliall 
meete more fooles, and affes, and knaues abroad then 
at home (yet God be thanked we haue prettie flore of 
all) but for Punches, wee put them downe. 

And, Prepare thy fpirits, for thou fhalt goe with 
me, 

To England fliall our flarres diredl our courfe, 

Thither the prince of Cyprus (our kings fonne) 

Is gon to fee the lonely Agripyiie, 

Shaddow, weele gaze vpon that Englifli dame, 

And trie what vertue gold has to inflame. 

Eirfl to my brother, then away lets flie, 

Shaddow mufl be a Courtier ere he die. Exit, 

Shad, If I mufl, the Fates fliall bee fem’d : I 
haue feene many clownes Courtiers, then why not 
Shaddow % Fortune, I am for thee. Exit 


Enter Orleans melanchoUkey Galloi^ay with him, et bay 
after tJwn with a Late. 

Orle, Be gone : leaue that with me, and leaue me 
to my felfe, if the King afke for me, fweare to him I 
am ficke, and thou fhalt not lie, pray thee leaue me. 
Boy, I am gon, Sir. Exit 
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Ork, This muficke makes me but more out of 
tune. 

O, Agripyna. 

Gall, Gentle friend, no more. 

Thou faiefl ioue is a marines, hate it then, 

Euen for the names fake. 

Orle. O, I loue that marines, 

Euen for the names fake. 

Gall, Let me tame this frenzie, 

By telling thee thou art a prifoner here, 

By telling thee fhees daughter to a king, 

By telling thee the king of Cyprus fonne 

Shines like a Sunne, between e her lookes and thine, 

Whilfl thou feem’il but a flarre to Agripyne : 

He loues her. 

Crle. If he doe : why fo doe I. 

Gall, Loue is ambitious and loues maieflie. 

Orle, Deere friend, thou art deceiued, loues voice 
doth fmg 

As fweetely in a begger as a king. 

Gall, Deere friend, thou art deceyu’d : O bid thy 
foule 

Lift vp her intelleclual eyes to heauen, 

And (in this ample booke of wonders) read, 

Of what celefliail mold, what facred effence, 

Her felfe is formd, the fearch whereof will driue 
Sounds muficall among the iarring fpirits, 

And in fweete tune fet that which none inherits. 

Orle, He gaze on heauen if Agripyne be there : 

If not : Fa, La, la, Sol, la, &c. 

Gall, O, call this marines in, fee from the win- 
dowes 

Of euery eye Derifion thrufls out cheekes, 

Wrinckled with Idiot laughter : euery finger 
Is like a Dart fliot from the hand of fcome, 

By which thy name is hurt, thine honour tome. 

Orle, Laugh they at me, fweete Galloway ? 

Gall, Euen at thee. 

Orle, Ha, ha, I laugh at them, are not they mad, 
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That let my trae true forrow make them glad 
I daiince and fmg onely to anger griefe, 

That in that anger, he might fmite life downe 
With his Iron fill : good heart, it feemeth then, 

They laugh to fee griefe kill me : O, fond men, 

You laugh at others teares, when others fmile, 

You teare your felues in peeces : vile, vile, vile, 

Ha, ha, when I behold a fwarme of fooles, 

Crowding together to be counted wife, 

I laugh becaufe fweete Agripine’s not there, 

But weepe becaufe fiiee is not any where, 

And weepe becaufe whether fiiee be or not, 

My lone was euer and is Hill forgot ; forgot, forgot, 
forgot 

Gall Draw backe this llrearae, why fiiould my 
Orleans mourne ? 

Orle, Looke yonder, Galloway, doefl thou fee that 
Sunne ? 

Nay good friend, flare vpon it, marke it well, 

Ere he be two howres elder, all that glorie 
Is banifiit heauen, and then (for griefe) this ficie, 
That’s now fo iocund, will mourne all in blacke, 

And fiiall not Orleans mourne % Alacke, alacke. 

O what a Sauage tyrannic it were 

T’inforce care, laugh and woe : not filed a teare % 

Dead is my loue, I am buried in her fcorne, 

That is my Sun-fet, and fhail I not mourne ? 

Yes by my troth I will 

Gall Deere firiend forbeare, 

Beautie (like forrow) dwelleth euery where. 

Race out this flrong Idea of her face, 

As faire as hers fhineth in any place. 

Orle, Thou art a Traytor to that white and red, 
Which fitting on her cheekes (being Cupids throne) 

Is my hearts foueraigne r O when fhee is dead, 

This wonder (Beautie) fhail be found in none. 

Now Agripyne’s not mine, I vow to be 
In loue with nothing but deformitie. 

O faire Deformitie, I mufe all eyes 
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Are not enamord of thee : thou didfl neuer 
Ivfurder mens hearts, or let them pine like wax, 
Melting againft the Sunne of thy deflinie, 

Thou art a faithfuil nurfe to Chaflitie, 

Thy beautie is not like to Agripynes, 

For cares, and age, and fickneffe hers deface, 

But thine’s eternal! : O Deformitie, 

Thy fairenes is not like to Agripynes, 

For (dead) her beautie will no beautie haue, 

But thy face lookes moll louely in the graue. 

Enter Prince of Cyprus and Agripyne. 

Gall See where they come together hand in 
hand. 

Orle. 0, watch fweete Galloway, when their hands 
doe part, 

Bet wee ne them, fhalt thou find my murdred heart. 

Cypr. By this then it feemes a thing impoffible, to 
know when an Englifh Lady loues truely. 

A grip. Not fo, for when her foule fteales into her 
heart, and her heart ieapes \"p to her eyes, and her 
eyes drop into her hands, then if fhee fay, Heres my 
hand, diees your owne, elfe neuer. 

Cyp. Heres a paire of your prifoners, lets try their 
opinion. 

Agrip. My kind prifoners well encountred, the 
Prince of Cyprus here and my felfe haue beene wrang- 
ling about a queftion of loue : my Lord of Orleans, 
you iooke leane, and likeft a louer ,* Whether is it 
more torment to loue a Lady and neuer enioy her, or 
alwaies to enioy a Lady, whome you cannot choofe but 
hate ? 

Orie, To hold her euer in mine armes whome I 
loath in ray heart, were fome plague, yet the punifli- 
ment were no more then to be enioyned to keepe 
poyfon in my hand, yet never to tafle it 

Agri, But fay you fhould be corapeld to fwallow 
the poyfon ? 

K 
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Ork. Then a fpeedy death would end a fpeeding 
iniferie : But to loue a Lady and neuer enioy her, 
oh it is not death, but ■worfe then damnation ; Tis 
hell, tis. 

AgriJ). No more, no more, good Orleans, nay then 
I fee my prifoner is in loue too. 

Cypr. Me thinkes, fouldiers cannot fal into the 
fafhion of loue. 

, Agrip. Me thinkes, a Soiildier is the moll faithfull 
louer of all men els : for his affedlion ftands not vpon 
complement : his wooing is plaine home-fpun fluffe ; 
theres no outlandifh thred in it, no Rethoricke : a 
Souldier calls no fibres to get his miflris heart, his 
loue is like his valour in the field, when he payes downe- 
right blowes. 

GalL True, Madam, but would you receiue fuch 
paiment 1 

Agrip. No, but I meane, I loue a Souldier befl, 
for his plaine dealing. 

C}pr. Thats as good as the firfl. 

Agrip. Be it fo, that goodneffe I like : for what 
Lady can abide to loue a Spruce filken face Courtier, 
that Hands euery morning two or three howres learn- 
ing how to looke by his Glaffe, how to fpeake by his 
Glafie, how to figh by his glaffe, how to court his 
Miflris by his Glaffe. I would wifli him no other 
plague, but to haue a Miflris as brittle as glaffe. 

Gall. And that were as bad as the borne plague. 

C}pr. Are any louers poffefl with this madnes ? 

Agrip. What madman are not poffefl with this 
loue 1 yet by my troth, wee poore women doe but 
fmile in our fleeves to fee all this fopperie : yet 
we all defire to fee our louers attirde gallantly, to 
heare them fmg fweetely, to behold them daunce 
comely and fuch like ; but this apifli monkie fafhion 
of effeminate niceneffe, out vpon it : Oh, I hate it 
worfe then to be counted a fcould. 

Cypr. Indeede men are inofl regarded, when they 
leafl regard themfelues. 
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Gall. And women mofl honored, when they (hew 
moft mercy to their loners. 

Orle. But ill not a miferable tyranie, to fee a 
Lady triumph in the paffions of a foule languifhing 
through her crueltie % 

Cypr. Me thinkes it is. 

Gall. Me thinkes tis more then tyrannic. 

A^rip. So thinke not I ; for as there is no reafon 
to hate any that loue vs, fo it were madnes to loue all 
that doe not hate vs ; women are created beautifull, onely 
becaufe men fhould wooe them ; for twere miferable 
t}Tannie to inio5me poore women to wooe men : I 
would not heare of a woman in loue for my fathers 
kingdome. 

Cyp. I neuer heard of any woman that hated 
loue. 

Agrip. Nor I : but w’e had all rather die then con- 
feffe wee loue ; our glorie is to heare men figh whihl 
we fmile, to kil them with a frowne, to ftrike them 
dead with a fharpe eye, to make you this day weare a 
Feather, and to morrow a ficke nightcap : Oh, why 
this is rare, there’s a certaine deitie in this, when a 
Lady by the Magicke of her lookes, can turne a man 
into twentie fhapes. 

Orle. Sweete friend, fhee fpeakes this but to torture 
mee. 

Gall. lie teach thee how to plague her : loue her 
not. 

Agrip, Poore Orleans, how lamentably he lookes : 
if hee flay, heele make me furely loue him for pure 
pittie. I muft fend him hence, for of ail fortes of 
loue, I hate the French ; I pray thee, fweet prifoner, 
intreate Lord Longauile to come to me prefently. 

Orle. I will: and efleeme my felfe more then 
happie, that you will imploy me. ' Exit, 

Agrip. Watch him, watch him for Gods fake, if 
hee figh not or looke not backe. 

Cyp, He does both: but what millerie lyes in 
this $ 
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A^ip. Nay, no miflerie, tis as plaine as Cupids 
forehead : why this is as it fhould be : And elleeme 
my felfe more then happie, that you will iniploy me : 
my French prifoner is m loue ouer head and eares. 

Cypr. Its wonder how he fcapes drowning. 

GalL With whom thinke you ? 

A^rip, With his keeper, for a good wager : Ah, 
how glad is he to obey % And how proud am I to 
command in this Empire of affecSlion'? Ouer him 
and fuch Spungy-liuerd youthes, (that lie foaking in 
loue) I triumph more with mine eye, then euer he did 
ouer a Souldier with his fword. Ifl not a gallant vic- 
torie for me to fubdue my Fathers enemy with a looke I 
Prince of Cyprus, you were bell take heede, how you 
encounter an Englilh Lady. 

Cypr. God bleffe me from louing any of you, if 
all bee fo cruell. 

A^ryp, God blelle me from fuffring you to loue 
me, if you be not fo formable. 

Cyp<f Wii you commaund me any feniice, as you 
haue done Orleans ^ 

Agf'zp, No other feruice but this, that (as Orleans) 
you loue me, for no other reafon, but that I may tor- 
ment you. 

Cypr. I wil : conditionally, that in all companie I 
may call you my tormenter. 

A§r. You fliall : conditionally, that you neiier beg 
for mercy. Come, my Lord of Galloway. 

GaK Come, fweete Madam. Exeimt 

Manet Cyprus, 

Cypr, The Ruby-colourd portals of her fpeech 
Were clofde by mercy : but vpon her eye, 

(Attir’d in frownes) fat murdring crueltie. 

Enter Agrip, and lijtens* 

Shees an^ie, that I durll fo high afpire. 

O, Ihee difdaines that any llraungers brefl 
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Should be a Temple for her deitie : 

Shees full of beautie, full of bitternes. 

Till uow, I did not dally with loues fire : 

And when I thought to tiy^ his flames indeede, 

I burnt me euen to cinders : O, my flarres, 

Why from my natiue fliore did your beames guide me, 
To make me dote on her that doth deride me ? 

She hieeles : he walkes mufing, 

AgrL Hold him in this mind, fweete Cupid, I con- 
iure thee. O, "what mufick thefe hey -hoes make ? I 
was about to call my iitle litle felfe into a great loue 
trance for him, fearing his hart had been flint : but 
fince I fee tis pure virgin wax, he fhal melt his belly 
full: for now I know how to temper him. Exit 
Cypr. Neuer beg mercy ? yet be He fpies her. 

my tormenter. 

I hope fhee heard me not : doubtleffe fhee did : 

And now will fhe infult vpon my paffions, 

And vex my conflant loue with mockeries. 

Nay, then ile be mine omie Ph}dician, 

And out face loue, and make her thinke that I 
Mournd thus, becaufe I faw her {landing by. 

"iVhat newes, my Lord of Cornewall 1 

Enter Cornewall. 

Cornew. This faire Prince, 

One of your Countrie-men, is come to Court, 

A luflie gallant braue in Cyprus lie, 

With fiftie bard Horfes prawncing at his heeles, 

Backt by as many flrong limbd Cypriots. 

All whom he keepes in pay : whofe offired feruice, 

Our king with Armes of gladnes hath embrac’d. 

Cypr. Borne in the lie of Cyprus? whats his 
name ? 

Cornew. His feruants call him Fortunatus fonne. 
Cypr. Rich Fortunatus fonne ? Is he ariu’d ? 
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E 7 iter Longauile, Galloway^ and Chejlcr 
with yewcls. 

Lo7iga, This he beflowed on me. 

Chejl, And this on me. 

Galiow, And this his bounteous hand inforc'd mee 
take. 

Longa, I prize this Jewell at a hundred Markes, 
Yet would he needes bellow this gift on me. 

Cyp, My Lords, whofe hand hath beene thus pro- 
digal ? 

Gallow, Your countrieman my Lord, a Cypriot. 
Longa, The gallant fure is all compadl of gold, 

To euery Lady hath he giuen rich Jewels, 

And fent to euery feruant in the Court 
Twentie faire Englilh Angels. 

Cypr, This is rare. 

Enter Lincohie, 

LincoL My Lords, prepare your felues for re- 
ueling, 

Tis the kings pleafure that this day be fpent 
In royall pailimes, that this golden Lord, 

(For fo all that behold him, chriflen him) 

May tafl the pleafures of our Englifh court 
Here comes the gallant, fhining like the Sunne. 

Trumpets found : finter Af/iet/tane^ Andelocia^ 
py?ie, Orleans^ Ladies, and other attendants, In- 
fultado a Spanijh Lord : Muficke founds within. 

Andel. For thefe your royall fauours done to me, 
(Being a poore flraunger) my bell powres lhall 
prone, 

By Adis of worth, the foundnes of my loue. 

Athelfi. Herein your loue fliall beft fet out it felfe, 
By Haying with vs : if our Englifii He 
Hold any obiedl welcome to your eyes, 
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Doe but make choice, and claime it as your prize. 

The King and Cyprus co?iferre afide. 

Ande. I thanke your grace : would he durfl keepe 
his word, 

I know what I would claime : Tufli, man, be bold, 
Were fhee a Saint, Ihee may be wonne with gold. 

Cypr. Tis flraunge I mullconfeffe, but in this pride, 
His Father Fortunatus (if he Hue) 

Confumes his life in Cyprus : flill he fpends, 

And Hill his Coffers with abundance fwell, 

But how he gets thefe riches none can tell. 

The King and Agripyne confer7'e afide. 

Atheljl. Hold him in talke : come hither, Agripyne. 
Cypr. But what intic’de young Andelociaes foule 
To wander hither ? 

Ande/. That which did allure, 

My foueraignes fonne, the wonder of the place. 

A§^r. This curious heape of wonders, (which an 
Empreffe 

Gaue him) he gaue me, and by Venus hand, 

The warlike Amorato needes would fweare, 

Hee left his countrie Cyprus for my loue. 

Aihelfi. If by the foueraigne Magicke of thine eye, 
Thou canfL inchant his lookes to keepe the circles 
Of thy faire cheekes, be bold to trie thy charmes, 
Feede him with hopes, and find the royall veine. 

That leades this Cypriot to his golden mine. 

Here’s Muficke fpent in vaine. Lords, fall to daimcing. 
Cypr. My faire tormentor, will you lend a hand 1 
Agrip. He try this flrangers cunning in a daunce. 
Ande/. My cunning is but fmall, yet whoo’le not 
proue 

To fhame himfele for fuch a Ladies loue 1 

Or/e. Thefe Cypriots are the diuels that torture me. 
He courts her, and fhee fmiles, but I am borne, 

To be her beauties llaue, and her loues fcome. 

Arid. I fliall neuer haue the face to afke the quef- 
tion twice. 

A^ip. Whats the reafon ? Cowardlynes or pride ? 
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Andd, Neither : but tis the fafliion of vs Cypriots, 
both men and women, to yeeld at firfl affaiilt, and we 
expect others fliould doe the like. 

Agnj>. Its a figne, that either your women are 
very black, & are glad to be fped, or your men very 
fond, & wii take no denial. 

Andel. Indeede our Ladies are not fo faire as you. 

Agrip. But your men more ventrous at a breach 
then you, or els they are all daflardly fouldiers. 

AndeL Hee that fightes vnder thefe fweete colours, 
& yet turnes coward, let him bee fliot to death with 
the terrible arrowes of faire Ladies eyes. 

Athelji. Nay Infultado, you muft not denie vs. 
Infultad. My Corocon es muy pefada^ my Anima muy 
a-tormenfada^ No per ios Cielos : 

La picde de Efpagnoll^ no haze ^nnfica m Tierra Ingle/a, 

Cypr. Sweete Infultado let vs fee you daunce. 

I haiie heard the Spanifli daunce is full of flate. 

Infultad. Verdad Signor: la danza fpaguola, es 
muy alia, 

Maiejlka^y para Monarcas : vuejlra I?igkfa, 

Baxa^ Fantajiica^ y muy Jnmiilde, 

Agrip, Doth my Spanifli prifoner denie to daunce 1 
Hee has fwome to me by the croffe of his pure 
Toledo, to bee my femant : by that oath (my Caflilian 
prifoner) I coniure you to fliew your cunning, though 
ail your body bee not free, I am fure your heeles are 
at libertie. 

Infultad. Nolo quire mitra dezir : vuejlra oio haze 
conquejlo a fu prifionero : Oyres^ la pauyne Nifpa 7 wla^ 
fea vueflra muftcay grauidad^ y maie/lad : Paie^ daaime 
Tabacca, To7na my capa^ e my ejpada. Mas alia, Mas 
alia : Defuiaios, Dgfuiaios, Companieros, Mas alta^ 
Mas alia, 

Hee daunces, 

Athelji, Thankes, Infultado. 

Cypr, Tis mofl excellent. 

Agrip, The Spaniards daunce, is as his deedes bee, 
full of pride. 
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Athelji, The day growes old, & what remains 
vnfpent, 

Shall be confum’d in banquets, Agripyne, 

Leaue vs a while, if Andeiocia pleafe, 

Goe beare our beautious daughter companie. 

And. Fortune I thank e thee : now thou fmiFfl on 
me. Exeunt Agr ip. and Andel. and Ladies. 

Athel. This Cipriot beares a gallant princely mind. 
My Lord, of what birth is your country-man % 

Thinke not, fweete Prince, that I propound this quef- 
tion, 

To wrong you in your loue to Agripyne : 

Our fauours grace him to an other end. 

Nor let the wings of your aifedlion droope, 

Becaufe fhee feemes to fhun loues gentle lure. 

Beiieue it on our word, her beauties prize 
Onely fhall yeeld a conquefl to your eyes. 

But tell me whats thi^ Fortunatus fonne ? 

Cypr. Of honourable bloud, and more renownd 
In forreine kingdomes {whither his proud fpirit, 

Plum’d with ambitious fethers, caries him) 

Then in his natiue Countrie, but iall day 

The father and the fonnes were through their riots, 

Poore and difdainde of all, but now they gliiler, 

More bright than Ivlidas : if fome damned fiend 
Fed not his bags, this golden pride would end. 

Athelft. His pride weele fomewhat tame, & curb 
the head 

Of his rebellious prodigalitie ; 

He hath inuited vs, and all our Peeres, 

To feall with him to morrow, his prouifion, 

I vnderlland may entertaine three kings. 

But Lincolne, let our Subiedls fecretly 
Be chargde on paine of life that not a man 
Sell any kind of Feweii to his feruants. 

Cypr. This pollicy fhall clip his golden wings, 

And teach his pride what tis to flriue with kings. 

AtheIJi. Withdraw awhile ; Exeunt. 

Manet AtJulJiane. 
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Atheljl, None fild his hands with Gold, for we fet fpies, 
To watch who fed his prodigalitie ; 

He hung the Marble bofome of our Court, 

As thicke with glillring Spangles of pure gold, 

As ere the fpring hath flucke the earth with flowers. 
Unlefle he melt himfelfe to liquid gold, 

Or be fome God, fome diuell, or can tranfport 
A mint about him, (by inchanted power) 

He cannot raine fuch fliowers : with his owne hands 
He threw more wealth abroad in euery flreete, 

Then could be thurfl into a Chariot : 

Hees a Magician hire, and to fome fiend, 

His foule (by infernall couenants ) has he fold, 

Alwaies to fwimme vp to the chin in gold. 

Be what he can be, if thofe doting fires, 

Wherein he burnes for Agripinaes loue. 

Want power to melt from him this endleffe Myne, 
Then (like a flaue) weele chaine him in our Tower, 
Wliere tortures fhall compell his fweating hands 
To caft rich heapes into our treaforie. 

Muficke founding Jlill : A cnriame being drawne^ 
where A?idelocia lies fleepmg in Agrifines lap^ 
JJiee has his purfe, and her felje and another Lady 
tye afiother {like it) in the flace^ and then rije 
from hhn. 

Agrip, I haue found the facred fpring that neuer 
ebs. 

Leaue vs : Exit Lady. But ile not fhew't your 
maieflie, 

Till you haue fwome hj Englands royal! crowne, 

To let me keepe it. 

AthelJI. By my Crowne I fweare, 

None but faire Agripyne the Jem fliall weare. 

Agrip, Then is this mine : fee Father, here’s the 
fire, 

■Whofe gilded beames Hill burne, this is the Sunne, 
That euer fliiues, the tree that neuer dies, 
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0/de Fortmiahcs, 

Here growes the Garden of Hefperides, 

The out-fide mockes you, makes you thinke tis poore, 
But entring it, you find eternall flore. 

Athelft, Art fure of this ? How didfl thou driue 
it out ? 

Agrip, Feare not his waking yet, I made him 
drinke 

That foporiferous Juice which was compofd, 

To make the Queene (my Mother) rellifh fleepe, 
When her lafl ficknes fommond her to heauen. 

He fleepes profoundly : when his amorous eyes 
Had fingde their wings in Cupids wanton flames, 

I fet him all on fire, and promiil loue : 

In pride whereof, he drew me forth this purfe, 

And fwore, by this he multiplyed his gold. 

I tride and found it true : and fecretly 
Commaunded Muficke with her filuer tongue, 

To chime loft lullabies into his foule, 

And whilfl my fingers wantond with his ha3n:e, 

(T’intice the lleepie Juice to charme his eyes) 

In ail points was there made a purfe, lijce his, 

Which counterfet is hung in place of this. 

Athciji. More then a fecond kingdome hall tliou 
won. 

Leaue him, that when he wakes he may fufpedl, 

Some els has robd him, come deere Agripyne, 

If this flrange purfe his facred vertues hold, 

Weeie circle England with a wall of Gold. Exeunt 

Muficke Jiill : Enter Shaddow very gallant^ reading 
a Bili^ with emptie bags in his hand finging. 

Shad. Thefe Englifh occupiers are mad Troians : 
let a man pay them neuer fo much, theile giue him 
nothing but the bag. Since my mailer created me 
lleward oner his fiftie men, and his one and fiftie 
horfe, I haue rid ouer much bufmeffe, yet neuer was 
gald, I thanke the deftinies : Muficke 1 O delicate 
warble : 0 thefe Courtiers are moll fweete triumphant 
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creatures. Seignior, Sir, Monfieur : fweete Seignior : 
this is the language of the accomplifliment : O delici- 
ous firings : thefe heauenly wyre-drawers haue flretcht 
my mailer euen out at length : yet at length he mufl 
wake ; mailer 1 

Andel. Wake me not yet, my gentle Agripyne. 

Shad. One word Sir, for the billets, and I vanifh. 

And. Theres heauen in thefe times : throw the 
muficians 

A bounteous largeffe of three hundred Angels. 

Ande/oda Jiaris up. 

Shad. Why, fir, I haue but ten pound left. 

And. Ha, Shaddow? where’s the Piinceffe Agri- 
pyne % 

Shad. I am not Apollo, I cannot reiieale. 

Andcl. Was not the princeffe here, when thou 
cam’il in ? 

Shad. Here was no Princeffe but my princely 
felfe. 

Andel. In faith ? 

Shad. No in faith, Sir, 

Andel. Where are you hid ? where fland you 
wantoning ? Not here ? gone ifaith ? haue you giuen 
me the flip ^ well, tis but an amorous tricke and fo I 
embrace it : my horfe, Shaddow, how fare my horfe 1 

Shad. Upon thebeil Oates my vnderfleward can buy. 

An. I meane, are they lufly, fprightly, gallant, 
wanton, fiery 1 

Shad. They are as all horfes are, Caterpillers to 
the Commonwealth, they are euer munching : but Sir, 
for thefe billets, and thefe fagots and bauins ? 

Andel. S’hart what billets, what fagots ? doefl make 
mee a Woodmonger ? 

Shad. No fweete Seignior, but you haue bid the 
King and his Peeres to dinner, and he has commaunded 
that no Woodmonger fell you a flicke of wood, and 
that no Collyer fhall cofen you of your meafure, but 
mufl tie vp the mouth of their Sackes, leafl their 
Coales kindle your choler. 
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Andel Ifl poffible % ifl true, or hall thou learnt of 
the Englilh gallants to gull 1 

Shad. Hees a gul that would be taught by fuch 
guls. 

Andel. Not a flicke of wood? Some child of 
enuie has buzd this flratagem into the kings eare, of 
purpofe to difgrace me : I haue inuited his maiellie, 
and though it cofl me a ]\Iillion, ile feaflhim. Shadow, 
thon fhalt hyre a hundred or two of Carts, with them 
poll to all the Grocers in London, buy vp all the 
Cynamon, Clones, Nutmegs, Licorilh and all other 
fpices, that haue any llrong heart, and with them 
make fires to prepare our Cookerie : 

Ere Fortunatus fonne looke red with lhame, 

Heele dreffe a Kings feall in a fpiced flame. 

Shad. This diuice, Sir, will bee fomewhat a kin to 
Lady Pride, twill afke coll. 

And. Fetch twentie Porters, ile laid all with gold. 

Shad. Firll, mafler, hi thefe bags. 

And. Come then, hold vp, how now ? trickes, new 
crochets, Madam Fortune? Drie as an Eeie-fkin? 
Shaddow, take thou my Gold out. 

Shad. Why Sir, here’s none in. 

Andel. Ha, let me fee : O heres a ballard cheeke, 
I fee now tis not mine ; tis counterfet, 

Tis fo : flaue thou haft robd thy mafler. 

Sha. Not of a peny, I haue beene a s true a Howard. 

And. Vengeance on thee and on thy flewardlhip. 
Yet wherefore curfe I thee ? thy leaden foule 
Had neuer power to mount vp to the knowledge 
Of the rich miflerie clofde in my purfe. 

Oh no, ile curfe myfelfe, mine eyes ile curfe, 

They haue betrayd me, I will curfe my tongue, 

That hath betraid me : lie curfe Agripyne, 

Shee hath betraid me. Sirens ceafe to fing. 

Your charmes haue tane effecSl, for now I fee, 

All your inchantments were, to cofen me. 

Muficke ceafeth. 

Shad. What lhall I doe with this ten pound, Sir ? 
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Andel Goe buy with it a Chaine and hang thy 
felfe. 

Now thinke I on my Fathers prophecie. 

Tell none (quoth he) the vertiie, if you doe, 

Much fhame, much griefe, much danger follows you. 
With teares I credit his diuinitie. 

O fingers, were you vpright Juflices, 

You would teare out mine eyes : had not they gazde 
On the fraile colour of a painted cheeke, 

None had betraid me : henceforth ile defie 
All beautie, and will call a louely eye, 

A Sun whofe fcorching beames burne vp our ioyes. 

Or turne them blacke like Ethiopians. 

0 women, wherefore are you borne mens woe. 

Why are your faces fram’d Angelicall ? 

Your hearts of fpunges, foft and fmooth in fhew, 

But toucht, with poyfon they doe ouer-flow. 

Had facred wifedome beene my Fathers Fate, 

He had died happie, I lin’d fortunate. 

Shaddow, beare this to beautious Agripyne, 

With it this meffage, tell her, ile reprooue 
Her couetous finne the leffe, becaufe for gold, 

1 fee that moll mens foules too cheape are fold. 

Ska. Shal I buy thefe fpices to day or to morrow ? 
A7id. To morrow? I, to morrow thou fhalt buy 
them. 

To morrow tell the Princelle I wil lone her, 

To morrow tell the king, ile banquet him, 

To morrow, Shaddow, will I giue thee gold, 

To morrow pride goes bare and lull acold. 

To morrow will the rich man feede the poore. 

And vice to morrow vertue will adore, 

To morrow beggers lhall be crowned kings, 

This No-time, morrowes-time, no fweetnes fmgs : 

I pray thee hence ; beare that to Agripyne. 

S/iadj lie goe hence, becaufe you fend me ; but ile 
goe weeping hence, for griefe that I mufl turne vil- 
laine as many doe, and leaue you when you are vp 
to the eares in aduerfitie. Exit 



Olde Fortunatus. 143 

AndeL Shee hath robd me^ and now ile play the 
thiefe, 

I ileale from hence to Cyprus, for biacke fhame 
Here (through my riots) brands my loftie name, 
lie fell this pride for heipe to beare me thither, 

So pride and beggerie fhall walke together : 

This %yorId is but a Schoole of villanie, 

Therefore ile rob my brother, (not of gold, 

Nor of his vertues, vertue none will fleale :) 

But (if I can,) ile fleale his wilhing Hat. 

And with that, wandring round about the world, 
lie fearch all corners to find miferie, 

And where fliee dwels, ile dwell, languifh and die. 

Exit 

Chorus. Gentels, if ere you haue beheld the paf- 
fions, 

The combats of his foule who being a king, 

By fome ’vfurping hand hath beene depofde 
From all his royalties : euen fuch a foule. 

Such eyes, fuch heart fwolne big with fighes and teares, 
The ftar-croU fonne of Fortunatus weares. 

The thoughts crownd him a Monarch in the mome, 
Yet now hees ban dyed by the Seas in fcorne, 

From wane to wane : his golden treafures fpoyle 
Makes him in defperate language to intreate, 

The winds to fpend their furie on his life : 

But they (being milde in tyrannie) or fcoming 
To triumph in a wretches fiinerail, 

Toffe him to Cyprus. O what treacherie 
Cannot this Serpent gold intice vs to ? 

He robs his brother of the Souldans prise, 

And hauing got his with (the wilhing Hat) 

He does not (as he voud) feeke miferie. 

But hopes by that to win his purfe againe, 

And in that Hope from Cyprus is he fied. 

If your fwift thoughts clap on their wonted wings, 

In Genoway may you take this fugitiue, 

Where hauing cozened many Jewellers, 

To England backe he comes, flep but to court, 
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And there (difguizde) you find him bargoning 
For Jewels with the beautious Agripyne, 

Who wearing at her fide the vertiioiis purfe, 

He clafpes her in his armes, and as a Rauen, 

Griping the tender-hearted Nightingale, 

So flies he with her (wifhing) in the ayre, 

To be tranfported to foine wilderneffe ; 

Imagine this the place : fee here they come. 

Enfer Anddoda and Agripyne. 

Since they themfelues haue tongues, mine fhall be 
dumbe. Exit 

Enter Andelocia with the wifliing Hat o?i : Agripyna in 
his hand. 

A grip, "i^at diuell art thou that aflrightfl me thus, 
Haling a Princeffe from her fathers court, 

To fpoyle her in this fauage wilderneffe ? 

A7idcl. Indeed the diuel and the pick-pnrfe fliould 
alwaies flie together, (for they are fworne brothers :) 
but Madam Couetoufnes, I am neither a diuel as you 
cal me, nor a Jeweller as I call my felfe, no, nor a 
Jugler, yet ere you and I part, weele haue fome leger- 
dimain together : do you know me 

A grip. I am betray d : this is the Cypriot. 

Forgiue mee, twas not I that changde thy purfe, 

But Athelflane my father, fend me home, 

And heres thy purfe againe : here are thy Jewels, 

And I in fatiffadlion of ail wongs. 

A?idet Talke not you of fatiffadtion, this is fome 
recompence that I haue you, tis not the purfe I 
regard ; put it off, and ile mince it as fmall as pie 
meate : the purfe ? hang the purfe : were that goii, 
I can make another, and another, and another, 
I and another: tis not the purfe I care for, but 
the purfer : you, I you, Ifl not a lhame that a 
kings daughter, a faire Lady, a Lady not for Lords, 
but for Monarches, fhould for gold fell her loue, and 
when fhee has her owne afldng, and that there flands 
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nothing betweene, then to cheate your fweete heart 1 

0 fie, fie, a fhee cony-catcher ^ You mufl be dealt 
loundly with. 

Agrip. Inio}Tie what paines thou wilt, and ile 
endure them, 

fo thou wilt fend me to my fathers court 
Ande. Nay gods lid, y’ are not gon fo : fet your 
heart at refl, for I haue fet vp my rell, that except 
you can runne fwifter then a Hart, home you goe 
not : what paines fhall I lay vpon you ? Let me fee : 

1 could ferue you now but a flipperie touch ; I could 
get a young King or two, or three of you, and then 
fend you home, and bid their grand-fire king nurfe 
them : I could pepper you, but I will not 

Agrip, O, doe not violate my chaflitie. 

AndeL No, why I tell you I am not giuen to the 
flefh, though I fauor (in your nofe) a little of the 
diueli, I could run away elfe, and flarue you here. 

Agrip. If I mull die, doome me fome eafier 
death. 

Andel. Or tranfforme you (becaufe you ioue pick- 
ing) into a Squirell, and make you picke out a poore 
liuing here among the Nut trees : but I will not 
neither. 

Agrip. What will my gentle Andelocia doe ? 

Andel. Oh, now you come to your old byas of 
cogging. 

Agrip. I pray thee Andelocia, let me goe : 

Send me to England, and by heauen I fweare, 

Thou from all kings on earth my ioue fhait beare. 

And. Shall I in faith 1 
Agrip. In faith, in faith thou fhait 
Andel. Here, god a mercie; now thou fhait not 
goe. 

Agrip. Oh God. 

Andel. Nay doe you heare Lady? crie not y’ are 
bell : no nor curfe me not : if you thinke but a 
crabbed thought of me, the fpirit that caried you in 
mine armes through the ayre, will tell me all : there- 

L 
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fore fet your Sunday face vpont Since youle loue 
me, ile lone you, ile marrie you, and lie with you, and 
beget little Juglers : marie home you get not : England 
youde fay is yours : but Agripyne, loue me, and I mil 
make the whole world thine. 

Agrip, I care not for the world, thou murdrefl me, 
Betweene my forrow, and the fcalding Sunne 
I faint, and quickly will my life be done, 

My mouth is like a Furnace, and drie heate 
Drinks vp my bloud. Oh God, my heart will burfl, 

I die, vnleffe fome moyfture quench my thirfl. 

AndeL S’ hart now I am worfe then ere I was 
before : 

For halfe the world I would not haue her die, 

Heres neither fpring nor ditch, nor raine, nor dew, 
Nor bread nor drinke : my louely Agripyne, 

Be comforted, fee here are Apple trees. 

Agrip. Clime vp for Gods fake, reach me fome of 
them. 

Andel Looke vp, which of thefe Apples likes thee 
belli 

Agrip. This hath a withered face, tis fome fweete 
fruit. 

Not that, my forrowes are too fowre already. 

AndeL Come hither, here are Apples like gold. 
Agrip. 0, I for Gods fake, gather fome of thefe. 
Ay me, would God I were at home againe. 

AndeL Stand farder, leaft I chance to fall on 
thee. Climes vp. 

Oh here be rare Apples, rare red-cheekt Apples, 
that cry come kiffe me : Apples, hold your peace, 
ile teach you to ciy. Bates one. 

Agrip. O England, dial I ne’re behold thee more ? 
AndeL Agripyna, tis a mod Sugred delicious tad 
in ones mouth, but when tis downe, tis as bitter as gall. 
Agrip. Yet gather fome of them. Oh, that a 
Princeffe 

Should pine for foode : were T at home againe, 

I fhould difdaine to dand thus and compkine. 
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And, Heres one Apple that growes highefl, 
Agripyiia, and I could reach that, ile come downe. 
Hee Jiands fijliing with Ms girdle for it, 

Agrip. Make hafl, for the hot Sun doth fcald my 
cheekes. 

A?ideL The funne kiffe thee? hold, catch, put on 
my Hat, I will haue yonder highefl Apple, though 
I die for ’t 

Agrip. I had not wont be Sun-burnt, wretched 
mee. 

0 England, would I were againe in thee. 

Exit He ieapes dowfte. 

And. Swounds Agripyna, flay, O I am vndone, 
Sweete Agripyna, if thou hearil my voice. 

Take pittie of me, and returne againe. 

Shee flies like lightning : O fhe heares me not, 

1 wifli myfelfe into a wilderneffe, 

And now I fliall tume wilde : here I fliall famifh, 

Here die, here curfmg dye, here rauing die, 

And thus will wound my brefl, and rent mine hayre. 
What hils of Flint are groi-vnie vpon my browes % 

0 me, two forked homes, I am turn’d beaft, 

1 haue abuzde two bleffmgs, welth and knowledge, 
Wealth in my purfe, and knowledge in my Hat, 

By which being borne into the Courts of kings, 

I might haue feene the wondrous workes of Joue, 
Acquirde Experience, Learning, Wifedome, Truth, 

But I in wilderneffe tottred out my youth. 

And therefore mufl turne wild : muft be a beafl, 

An vgly beafl : my body homes mufl beare, 

Becaufe my foule deformitie doth weare. 

Liues none within this wood % If none but I 
Liue here (thankes heauen) for here none els fhal 
die. 

He lies downe and fleepes under the tree: Enter 
Fortune^ Vice, Vertue, the Prieji: Satyres with 
Muficke, playing as they co?ne in before Fortune. 
They play awhile. 


L 2 
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JPortune. See where my new-tumd diuel has built 
his hel. 

Vice, Vertue, who conquers now"? the foole is 
tane. 

Vert, 0 fleepie fmne. 

Vice, Sweete tunes wake him againe. 

Muficke awhile^ and then ceafe. 

Fort, Vice fets too heauie on his drowzy foule, 
Muficks fweete concord cannot pierce his eare. 

Sing and amongfl your Songs, mix bitter fcorne. 

Vert, Thofe that teare Vertue, mufl by Vice be 
tome. 


The Song, 

1. Verfe, Vertue fland afide : the foole is caught, 

Laugh to fee him, laugh alowd to wake him, 
Follies nets are wide, and neately wTOught, 
Mocke his homes, and laugh to fee Vice 
take him. 

Quire, Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in fcome, 

Who’s the foole ? the foole, he wears a home. 

Andel, wakens and Jlands vp, 

2. Verfe, Vertue Hand afide, mock him, mock him, 

mock him 

Laugh alowd to fee him, call him foole. 
Error gaue him fucke, now forrowes rocke 
him. 

Send the riotous bead to madnes fchoole. 

Quire, Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in fcorne, 

Who’s the foole? the foole, he weares a home. 

3. Terfe, Vertue Hand afide : your fchoole he hates. 

Laugh alowd to fee him, mocke, mocke, 
mock him. 

Vanitie and hell keepe open gates, 

Hees in, and a newe nurfe (Defpaire) imid 
rocke him. 
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Quire, Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in fcome, 

Foole, fooie, foole, foole, fooie, weare Hill the 
home. 

When they haue done fingtng. Vice and Vertue hold 
Apples out to him^ Vice laughings Vertue grieuing, 

Andel O me, what hell is this? fiends, tempt me 
not 

Thou glorious diuell hence. O now I fee, 

This fruit is thine, thou hail deformed mee : 

Ideot auoide, thy gifts I loath to tall. 

Away : fince I am entred madnes Schoole, 

As good to be a beafl, as be a fooie. 

Away, why tempt you me ? fome powrefull grace 
Come and redeeme me from this hideous place. 

Fort. To her hath Andelocia (all his life) 

Swome fealtie, woudfl thou forfake her now? 

Andel. Whose bleffed tongue names Andelocia ? 
Fort. Hers, who (attended on by dellinies) 
Shortned thy Fathers life, and lengthens thine. 

Andel. O facred Queene of chance, now ihorten 
mine, 

Elfe let thy deitie take off this fhame. 

Fort. Wooe her, t’ was fhee that let it on thy head. 
Andel. She laughs to fee me metamorphofed. Fifes. 
Vert. Wooe me, and ile take off this vgly fcorne. 
Vice. Wooe me, and ile clap on another home, 
Andel. I am befet with anguifh, fhame and death. 
O bid the Fates worke faff, and ffop my breath. 

Fort. No Andelocia, thou muff Hue to fee 
Worfe torments (for thy follies) light on thee. 

This golden tree, which did tMne eyes intice. 

Was planted here by Vice : loe, here ffands Vice ; 
How often haff thou fued to win her grace ? 

Andel. Till now, I neuer did behold her face. 

Fort Thou didff behold her at thy fathers death, 
When thou in fcorne didff violate his will, 

Thou didff behold her, when thy ffrecht-out arme 
Catcht at the higheff bough, the loftieff vice, 
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The fairefl Apple, but the fowlefl price. 

Thou didfl behold her, when thy lickerifh eye 
Fed on the beautie of faire Agripyne, 

Becaufe th’ adfl gold, thou thoughtfl al women thine. 
When look’fl thou off from her ? for they whofe foules 
Still reuell in the nights of vanitie. 

On the faire cheekes of Vice flill fixe their eye. 
Becaufe her face doth fhine, and all her bofome 
Beares filuer Moones, thou wall enamord of her. 

But hadft thou vpward lookt, and feene thefe fhames, 
Or viewd her round about, and in this glaffe 
Seene Idiots faces, heads of diuels and hell, 

And read this ha, ha, he, this merrie florie, 

Thou wouldfl haue loathd her : where, by louing her, 
Thou bearft this face, and wearfl this vgly head, 

And if fhee once can bring thee to this place, 

Lowd founds thefe ha, ha, he, flieele laugh apace. 

A?tdeL 0, re-tranfforme me to a glorious fhape, 
And I will learne how I may loue to hate her. 

Fort, I cannot re-tranfforme thee, wooe this 
woman. 

AndeL This woman ? wretched is my flate, when I, 
To find out wifedome, to a foole mufl &e. 

Fort Foole, cleere thine eyes, this is bright Arete, 
This is poore Vertue, care not how the world 
Doth crowne her head, the world laughes her to fcome, 
Yet SiM fapit^ Vertue knowes her worth. 

Runne after her, flieele give thee thefe and thefe 
Crownes and Bay-garlands : (honours victories :) 

Seme her, and fhee will fetch thee pay from heauen, 
Or giue thee fome bright office in the ftarres. 

Ande, Immortall Arete, Vertue diuine, Kneeles. 
O fmile on me, and I will flill be thine. 

Vert Smile thou on me, and I will flill be thine : 
Though I am iealous of thy Apoflafie, 
lie entertaine thee : here, come tafl this tree, 

Here’s Phyficke for thy ficke deformitie. 

AndeL Tis bitter : this fmit I ffiall ne’re difgeft. 
Vert, Trie once againe, the bitternes foone dies. 
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Vice. Mines fweete, tail mine. 

Vert. But being downe tis fo\vTe, 

And mine being downe has a delicious tafle. 

The path that ieades to Vertues court is narrow, 
Thomie and vp a hill, a bitter iomey, 

But being gon through, 3?-ou find all heau’nly fweetes, 
The entrance is all flintie, but at th' end, 

To towres of pearle and chriflall you afcend. 

Ande. O delicate, O fweete Ambrofian rellifh, 

And fee, my vglinefle drops from my browes, 

Thankes beautious Arete : O had I now 
My Hat and purfe againe, how I 'would fhine,^ 

And gild my foule with none but thoughts diuine. 

Fort That fhall be tride, take fruit from both 
thefe trees, 

By helpe of them, winne both thy purfe and Hat, 

I will inflmct thee how, for on my wings 
To England fiialt thou ride ; thy vertuous brother 
Is (with that Shadow who attends on thee,) 

In London, there ile fet thee prefently. 

But if thou lofe our fauours once againe, 

To tafle her fweetes, thofe fweetes mull prooue thy 
bane. 

Vert, Vice, who fhall now be crowmd with “^(florie ? 

Vice. Shee that triumphes at lafl, and that niuft I. 

Exeimt 

Enter Atheljlane.^ Lincohie with Agripyne^ Cyprus^ 
Galloway^ Cornewall, Chejier^ Longauile and 
Montroffe, 

Athelii. Lincolne, how fef ft thou her at libertie ? 

Lineal, No other prifon held her but your court, 
There (in her chamber) hath fhee hid her felfe 
Thefe two daies, onely to fhake off that feare, 

Which her late violent rapture call vpon her. 

Cypr, Where hath the beautious Agripyna been ? 

Agryp. In heauen or hel, in or without the world, 
I know not which, for as I oft haue feene 
(When angrie Thamefis hath curld her lockes.) 
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A whirle-wind come, and from her frizeld browes, 
Snatch vp a handful of thofe fweatie pearles, 

That lloode vpon her forhead, which awhile, 

Being by the boyfrrous wind hung in the ayre, 

At length hath flung them downe and raizd a flornie. 
Euen with fuch furie was I wherryed vp, 

And by fuch force held prifoner in the cioudes, 

And thro^vne by fuch a tempefl downe againe. 

Cornw. Some foule is darn’d in hell for this black 
deede. 

A grip. I haue the purfe fafe, and anon your grace 
Shall heare the wondrous hiflorie at full. 

Cypr, Tel me, tormenter, fliall faire Agripyne, 
Without more difference be now chriflend mine ? 
Agrip. My choice mufl be my Fathers faire con- 
fent 

AiheIJi. Then fhall thy choyce end in this Cyprus 
prince.' 

Before the Sunne fhall fixe times more arife, 

His royall marriage will we folemnife. 

Proclaime this honord match, come Agripyne, 

I am glad th’ art here, more glad the purfe is mine. 

As they are all going in : E7iie.r Andclocia and Shad- 
dome, like Irijh Cojler-mongers^ Agripyna^ Longa- 
uyle^ a?id Montroffe flay liflening to them, the refl 
Exeu7it 

Both. Buy any Apples, feene Apples of Tamafco, 
feene Tamafio peepins : peeps feene, buy Tamafco 
peepins- 

Agrip. Damafco apples? good my Lord Mont- 
roffe, 

Call yonder fellowes. 

Mo7itr. Sirra Cofler-monger. 

Shad. Who cals : peeps of Tamafco, feene peeps : 

I fat tis de fweetefl apple in de world, tis better den 
de Pome water, or apple John. 

Aiidel By my trat Madam, tis reet Tamafco 
peepins, lobke here els. 
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Shad, I dare not fay, as de Irifhman my countrie- 
man fay, tail de goodneUe of de fruit : No fayt tis 
farie teere miflris, by Saint Patrickes hand tis teere 
Tamafco apple. 

Agrip. The fairefl fruit that euer I beheld, 

Damafco apples, wherefore are they good ? 

Longa, What is your price of halfe a fcore of thefe % 

Both, Halfe a fcore, halfe a fcore % dat is doos 
many metier. 

Longa, I, I, ten, half a fcore, thats fine and 
fine. 

Andel. Feeue and feeue 1 By my trat and as 
Creeze faue me la, I cannot tell, wat be de price of 
feeue and feeue, but tis tree crowne for one Peepin, 
dat is de preez if you take em. 

Shad, I fat, tis no leffe for Tamafco. 

Agrip. Three crownes for one ? what wondrous 
vertues haue they % 

Shad, O, tis feene Tamafco apple, and fhall make 
you a great teale wife, and make you no foole, and 
make feene meraorie. 

Andel And make dis fafh be more faire and 
amiable, and make dis eyes looke alwaies louely, and 
make all de court & countrie bume in defire to kiffe 
di none fweete countenance. 

Montr. Apples to make a Lady beautiful! ? 

Madam thats excellent. 

Agrip, Thefe Irifhmen, 

Some fay, are great diffemblers, and I feare, 

Thefe two the badge of their owne countrie ’weare. 

Andel By my trat, and by Saint Patrickes hand, 
and as Creez faue me la, tis no diffembler : de Irilh 
man now and den cut di countrie-mans throate, but 
yet in fayt hee loue di countrie-man, tis no diffembler : 
dis feene Tamafco apple can make di fweete coun- 
tenance, but I can take no leffe but three crownes for 
one, I weare out my naked legs and my footes, and 
my tods, and run bidder and didder to Tamafco for 
dem. 
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Shad. As Creez faue me la, hee fpeakes true ; 
Peeps feene. 

Agrip. He trie what power lies in Bamafco fruit. 
Here are ten crownes for three. So fare you well. 
Mo7itr. Lord Longauyle, buy fome. 

Longa. I buy ? not I : 

Hang them, they are toyes, come Madam, let vs 
goe. Exeunt 

Both. Saint Patricke and Saint Peter, and all de 
holy Angels look vpon dat falh and make it faire. 

Eiiter Montroffe foftly. 

Shad. Ha, ha, ha, fhees fped, I warrant 
A72deL Peace, Shaddow, buy any peepins, buy. 
Both. Peeps feene, feene Tamafco apples. 

Mo7itr, Came not Lord Longauyle to buy fome 
fruit 1 

A7idel. No fat, mailer, here came no Lords nor 
Ladies, but di none fweete felfe. 

Montr. Tis well, fay nothing, heres fix crownes for 
two : 

You fay the vertues are to make one llrong. 

Both. Yes fat and make fweet countenance & 
Urong too. 

Montr. Tis excellent, here : farwell, if thefe proue, 
He conquer men by llrength, women by loue. Exit 

E7iter Longauyle. 

Both. Ha, ha, ha, why this is rare. 

Shad. Peace, mailer, here comes another foole. 
Both. Peepes feene, buy any peepes of Tamalco ? 
Longa. Did not the Lord Montroffe returne to 
you? 

Both. No fat, fweete mafler, no Lord did tume to 
vs : Peepes feene. 

Lo7iga. I am glad of it : here are nine crownes for 
thee : 

What are the vertues befides making faire ? 

Andel. O, twill make thee wondrous wife. 
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Shad, And dow fhall bee no more a foole, but 
fweete face and wife. 

Longa, Tis rare, farwell, I neuer yet durfl wooe. 
None ioues me : now ile trie what thefe can doe. 

Exit, 

AndeL Ha, ha, ha, So, this is admirable, Shaddow, 
here end my torments in Saint Patrickes Purgatorie, 
but thine fliall continue longer. 

Shad, Did I not clap on a good falfe Irifh face ? 

AndeL It became thee rarely. 

Shad, Yet thats lamentable, that a falfe face 
Ihould become any man. 

AndeL Thou art a gull, tis all the fafhion now, 
which fafhion becaufe weele keepe, flep thou abroad, 
let not the world want fooles : whiifl thou art commen- 
fmg thy knauerie there, ile proceede Dodlor Dodipoli 
here : that done, thou Shaddow and I will fat our felues 
to behold the tranfformation of thefe fooles : goe die. 

Shad, I feare nothing, but that w'hilil wee flriue 
to make others fooles, we fhall weare the Coxcombes 
our felues, Pips fine &c. Exit Shaddow, 

E7iter Ampedo, 

AndeL S’hart, here’s my brother whome I haue 
abuzde : 

His prefence makes me blufh, it flrikes me dead, 

To thinke how I am metamorphofed. 

Feene peepins of Tamafco <fec. 

Amp, .For fhame caft off this Mafke. 

AndeL Wilt thou buy any pips 1 

Amp, Mocke me no longer 
With idle apparitions : many a land 
Haue I with w^eaiie feete and a ficke foule 
Meafurd to find thee ; and when thou art found. 

My greatefl griefe is, that thou art not loft : 

Yet iofl thou art, thy fame, thy weith are loft, 

Thy wits are loll, and thou haft in their flead, 

With fhame and cares, and mifery crownd thy head. 
That Shaddow that purfues thee, fild mine eares 
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With fad relation of thy wretchedneUe, 

Where is the purfe, and where my wifhing Hat “? 

Andel, Where 1 and where 1 are you created Con- 
flable, you Hand fo much vpon Intergatories ? the 
purfe is gone, let that fret you, and the Hat is gone, 
let that mad you : I ninne thus through all trades to 
ouer-take them, if youle bee quiet, follow me, and 
helpe, if not, die from me, and hang your felfe : wilt 
thou buy any pippins ? 

Amp, O, how I grieue, to fee him thus tranffomid ? 
'i'et from the circles of my iealous eyes, 

He fhall not fLart, till he haue re-poffeft 
Thofe vertuous Jewels, which found once againe, 

More caufe they nehe fiaii giue me to complain e, 
Their worth fhall be confum’d in miirdring flames, 
And end my griefe, his ryot, and our fliames. £xif. 

Enter Atheljime^ Agnpyne, Montroffe and Longauyk 
with homes, Lincolne and Cornwall, 

Atheljl, In fpite of forcerie trie once againe, 

Trie once more in contempt of all darn’d fj^els. 

A grip. Your maieflie fights with no mortall power. 
Shame and not conquefl, hangs vpon his flrife. 

O, touch me not, you adde but paine to paine, 

The more you cut, the more they grow againe. 

Lincol. Is there no art to coniure downe this 
fcome ? 

I ne’re knew Phificke yet againfl the home. 

Enter Cyprus, 

Atheljl, See, prince of Cyprus, thy faire Agripyne 
Hath turnd her beautie to deformitie. 

Cypr. Then I defie thee, Loue, vaine hopes, adew, 
You haue mockt me long ; in fcome ile now mocke 
you. 

I came to fee how the Lord Longauyle 

Was tumd into a monfter, and I find 

An obiedl, which both flrikes me dumbe and blind. 

To morrow Ihouid haue beene our marriage morne, 
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But now my bride is iliame, thy biidegrome fcorne. 

0 tell mee yet, is there no Art, no charmes. 

No defperate ]Ph}dicke for this defperate wound? 

Athdjl. A1 meanes are tride, but no meanes can 
be found. 

Cypr. Then England, farwell : hapleffe maide, thy 
liars, 

Through fpitefull influence fet our hearts at wanes. 

1 am infer’ fl to leaue thee, and refigne 
My loue to griefe. 

Enter Orleans a? 2 d Galloway, 

A^ip. All griefe to Agripyne. 

Cypr. Adew, I would fay more, had I a tongue 
Able to helpe his mailer : mightie king, 

I humbly take my leaue, to Cyprus I, 

My fathers Sonne, mufl all fuch lhame defie. Exit, 
Orle. So doth not Orleans, I defie all thofe, 

That loue not Agrippie, and him defie, 

That dares but loue her halfe fo well as I. 

0 pardon me, I haue in forrowes Jayle, 

Beene long tormented, long this mangled bofome 
Hath bled, and neuer durll expofe her wounds, 

Till now, till now, when at thy beautious feete, 

1 offer loue and life, O call an eye 
Of mercy on me, this deformed face 
Cannot affright my foule from louing thee. 

Agri. Talk not of loue, good Orleans, but of hate. 
Orle, What fentence my loue pronounce on 
me? 

Gall, Will Orleans then be mad ? O gentle friend. 
Orle, O gentle, gentle friend, I am not mad : 
Hees mad, whofe eyes on painted cheekes doe doate, 

0 Galloway, fuch read beauties booke by roate. 

Hees mad, that pines for -want of a gay flowre, 

Wiich fades when grief doth blafl, or ficknes lowre, 
Which heate doth wither, and white ages frofl 
Nips dead : fuch fairenes, when tis found, tis lofl. 

1 am not mad, for louing Agripyne, 
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My ioue lookes on her eyes, with eyes diuine, 

I doate on the rich brightnes of her mind, 

That facred beautie flrikes ail other blind, 

0 make me happie then, fince my defires 
Are fet a burning by loues purefL fires. 

Athelji, So thou wilt beare her far from England 
fight 

Inioy thy wifhes. 

Agrip. Locke me in fome caue. 

Where flaring wonders eye fhall not be guiltie 
To my abhorred lookes, and I will die 
To thee, as ful of lone as miferie. 

Athelft. I am amazde and mad, fome fpeckled 
foule 

Lies pawnd for this in Hell, without redemption, 

Some fiend deludes vs all. 

Cornw, 0 vniufl Fates, 

Why doe you hide from vs this miflerie ? 

LincoL My Lord Montroffe, how long haue your 
browes worne 

This fafhion % thefe two feather-fprings of home ? 

Mont7\ An Irifh kerne fold me Damafco apples, 
Some two howres fmce, and (like a credulous foole) 
Hee fwearing to me that they had this power, 

To make me ftrong in body rich in mind, 

1 did beleeue his words, tafled his fruit, 

And fmce haue been attirde in this difgtiize. 

Longa. I feare that villaine hath beguild me too. 
Cornw. Nay before God he has not cozend you, 
You haue it foundly. 

Longa, Me he made beleeue, 

One apple of Damafco would infpire 
My thoughts with wifedome, and vpon my cheekes 
Would call fuch beautie, that each Ladies eye, 

Which lookt on me, fhould love me prefently. 

A^ip. Defire to looke more faire, makes me more 
fowle, 

Thofe apples did intice my wandring eye, 

To be enamord of deformitie. 
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AtheIJi, This prooues that tme^ which oft I haue 
heard in fchooles, 

Thofe that would feeme moll wife, doe turne moll 
fooles. 

LincoL Here's your bell hope, none needes to 
hide his face, 

For horned foreheads fwarme in eueiy’- place. 

Enier Chejler bringing Andelocia like a French Doctor. 

AtheIJi, Now Chefler, what Phyfitions haft thou 
found 1 

Chejl. Many, my leige, but none that haue true Ikill 
To tame fuch wilde difeafes : yet here's one, 

A Dodtor and a Frenchman, whome report 
Of Agripynes griefe hath drawne to court 
AtheIJi, Cure her, and Englands treaforie lhall 
Hand, 

As free for thee to vfe, as rayne from heauen. 

Montr, Cure me, and to thy Coffers I will fend, 
More gold from Scotland then thy life can fpend. 
Logna, Cure Longauile, and all his wealth is thine. 
Andel. He Monfieur Long-villaine gra tanck you : 
Gra tanck your malheflie a great teale artely by my 
trat : where be dis Madam Princeza dat be fo mulh 
tormenta ? O Jelhu : one, 2 : an tree, 4 & 5, 
feez home : Ha, ha, ha, pardona moy prea wid al 
mine art, for by my trat, me can no point Ihofe but 
laugh, Ha, ha, ha, to marke how like tree bul-beg- 
gera, dey Hand. Oh, by my trat and fat, di diuela 
be whorefon, fcumie, paltry, ill fauore knaue to mocke 
de Madam, and gentill-home fo : Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
LincoL This Dodlor comes to mocke your maiellie. 
Ande, No by my trat la, but me loua mulha 
mulha merymant : Come Madam, prea-artely ftand 
Hill, and letta mee feele you : dis home, O tis prettie 
home, dis be facile, eafie for pull de vey, but Madame 
dis O be grand, grand home, difiicill, and very 
deepe, tis perilous, a grand Laroone. But Madam, 
prea be patient, we lhall take it off veil. 
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Athe, Thrice haue we parde them off, but with 
frefh paine, 

In compaffe of a thought they rife againe. 

Andel Its true, tis no eafie mattra, to pull home 
off, tis eafie for pull on, but hard for pull off, fome 
home bee fo good fellow, hee will flill inhabit in de 
mans pate, but tis all one for tat, I fhall fnap away all 
dis : Madam tmfl dis downe into your little belly. 

Father, I am in feare to tafle his phyficke. 
Firil let him worke experiments on thofe. 

AndeL He fawce you for your infidelitie. A fide. 

In no place can I fpie my wifhing Hat, 

Longa. Thou learned Frenchman, trie thy fkill on me, 
More vgly then I am, I cannot be. 

Lfontr. Cure me, and Montroffe welth fhall all be 
thine. 

AfideL Tis all one for dat : fhall doe prefently, 
Madam prea marke me : Monfieur, fliamp dis in your 
two fhaps, fo, now Monfieur Long-villaine, dis fo : 
nowe dis, feare noting, tis efhelent medicyne : fo, 
now cram dis into your guts, and belly : So, now 
fnap away dis whorefon fowre diuela ; Ha, ha, Is no 
point good 1 

Fufs Galloway es homes off, 

AtJielJl, This is mofl ftrange. 

Waft painefull Longauyle ? 

Zo?iga. Eafe tooke them off, and there remaines no 
paine. 

Agrip. O trie thy facred Phyficke on me. 

Afidel No by my trat, tis no poffibla, tis no poffi- 
bla, al de mattra, all de ting, all de fubftance, all de 
medicyne, be among his and his belly : tis no poffibla, 
till me prepare more. 

Athciji. Prepare it then, and thou fhalt haue more 
gold 

From Englands Coffers, then thy life can wafl. 

AndeL I mufh buy many cofliiy tings dat grow in 
Arabia, in Afia, and America, by my trat tis no poffi- 
bla, till anoder time, no point. 
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Agrip, There’s nothing in the world, but may for 
gold 

Be bought in England, hold your lap ile rayne 
A Ihower of Angels. 

AfideL Fie, fie, fie, fie, you no credit le dockature % 
Ha, but vel, tis ail one for tat : tis no mattera for 
gold : Vel, vel, vel, vel, vel, me haue fome more, prea- 
fay noting, fhall bee prefently prepara for your 
homes. 

Shee has my purfe, and yonder lies my Hat, 

Worke braines, and once more make me fortunat 
Vel, vel, vel, vel, be patient Madam, prefently, pre- 
fently, be patient, mee haue two, tree, fowre and fine 
medicines for de home : prefently Madam, iland you 
der, prea vnd ail mine art, lland you all der : and fay 
noting, fo : nor looke noting dis vey : fo, prefently, 
prefently Madam, fnip dis home off wid de rufhes & 
anoder ting by and by, by and by, by and by, prea 
looke none dis vey, and fay noting. Ge/s his Hat vp. 
Athelji, Let no man fpeake, or looke, vpon his 
life. 

Do 61 or, none here fhali rob thee of thy Ikill. 

Andd. So, taka dis hand : winck now prea artely 
md your two nyes : why fo. 

Would I were with my brother Ampedo. 

Exit with her, 

Agrip, Helpe, Father, helpe, I am hurried hence 
perforce. 

Athelji, Draw weapons, wheres the princeffe, fol- 
low him, 

Stay the French Dodlor, Hay the DocSlor there. 
Cornwall and fome other rwi ouf^ atid enter prefetitly, 
Cornw. Stay him, Ih’art who dare Hay him ? tis the 
dmeh 

In likenelTe of a Frenchman, of a DocSlor. 

Looke how a rafcall Kyte having fwept vp 
A Chicken in his clawes, fo flies this hell-hound 
In th’ ayre with Agripyne in his armes. 

Ork, Mount euery man vpon his fwifteH horfe. 

M 



i 62 


The Comedie of 

Flie feuerall waies, he cannot beare her farre. 

• Gall Thefe paths weele beate. 

Exeunt Gall, and Orleans, 
LmcoL And this way fhall be mine. 

Cornw. This way, my Leige, ile ride. 

At/ieljl, And this way I : 

No matter which way, to feeke miferie. Exit Athelfl, 
Loga, I can ride no way, to out-runne my lhame. 
Mofitr. Yes, Longauile, lets gallop after too, 
Doubtleffe this Do6lor was that Irilh diuelh 
That cozend vs, the medicine which he gaue vs, 
Tafled like his Damafco villanie. 

To horfe, to horle, if we can catch this fiend, 

Our forked lhame lhall in his heart bloud end. 

Longa, O how this mads me, that all tongues in 
fcorne. 

Which way fo ere I ryde, cry. Ware the home. 

Exeufii, 

Efiter Andeloeia^ with Agripync^ Ampcdo and Shaddow* 

A grip, O gentle Andelocia pittie me, 

Take off this infamie, or take my life. 

Andel, Your life you thinke then that I am a 
tme Do6lor indeede, that tie vp my lining in the 
knots of winding Iheetes : your life ? no, keepe your 
life, but deliuer your purfe : you know the theifes falu- 
tation, Stand & deliuer. So, this is mine, and thefe 
yours : lie teach you to line by the fweate of other 
mens browes. 

Shad, And to Urine to be fairer then God made 
her. 

Andel, Right, Shaddow : therefore vanilh, you 
haue made me turne lugler, and crie hey-paffe, but your 
homes fliali net repaffe. 

Agrip, O gentle Andelocia. 

And, Andelocia is a Nettle : if you touch him 
gently, heele fling you. 

Shad. Or a rofe, if you pul his fweete llalke heele 
prick you. 



Olde Fortunatus, 163 

An del Therefore not a word, goe, trudge to your 
Father ; figh not for your purfe, money may be got by 
you, as v/eli as by the little Welfhwoiiian in Cyprus, that 
had but one borne in her head, you have two ; and 
perhaps you iliall cafl both : as you vfe me, marhe 
thofe words well, as you vfe me, nay, y’are befl die, 
ile not endure one word more. Yet flay too, becaufe 
you iiitreate me fo gently, and that ile make fonie 
amends to your Father, although I care not for any 
King in Chriflendome, yet hold you, take this Apple, 
eate it as you goe to court, and your homes fhall play 
the cowards and fall from you, 

A grip. O gentle Andelocia. 

Andei. Nay away, not a word. 

Shad. Ha, ha, ha, &c. Ware homes. 

Exit Agrip. weeping. 

Andei Why doed thou laugh, Shaddow 1 

Shad. To fee what a borne plague foliowes coue- 
teoufneffe and pride. 

Amp. Brother, what niifleries lie in all this 1 

Andei Trickes, Ampedo, trickes, deuifes, and mad 
Herogliphickes, mirth, mirth, and melody. O, there’s 
more muficke in this, then all the Gammoth ares, and 
Sol fa Res, in the world ; here’s the purfe, and here’s 
the Hat ; becaufe you fhal be fure ile not dart, weare 
you this you know his vertue ; if danger befet you, 
die & away : A fort of broken-diind limping legd Jades 
runne hobling to feeke vs : Shaddow, weele for all 
this haue one fit of mirth more, to make vs laugh and 
be fat. 

Shad. And when we are fat, mader, weele doe as 
all gluttons doe, laugh and He downe. 

Andei Hiet hee to my chamber, make ready my 
riched attire, ile to Court prefently. 

Shad. lie goe to Court in this attire, for apparell is 
but the fhaddow of a man, but fhaddow is the fub- 
dance of his apparell. Exit Shaddow. 

Andei Away, away, and meete me prefently. 

Amp. I had more neede to crie, away to thee. 
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Away, away with this wilde lunacie, 

Away with ryots. 

AndeL with your puritie, brother, y’are an 

Affe, why doth this purfe fpit out gold but to be fpent ? 
why Hues a man in this world, to dwell in the Suburbs 
of it, as you doef Away forren fimplicitie, away: 
are not eyes made to fee faire Ladies ? hearts to loue 
them? tongues to court them, & hands to feele 
them ? Out your Stocke, you Hone, you logs end : 
Are not legs made to daunce, and fhall mine limp vp 
and downe the world after your cloth-ftockin-heeles ? 
you haue the Hat, keepe it, anon ile vifit your ver- 
tuous countenance againe, adew, pleafure is myfweete 
millris, I weare her loue in my Hat, and her foule in 
my heart : I haue fwome to bee merry, and in fpite 
of Fortune and the blacke-browd deflinies, ile neuer 
be fad. 

Amped. Goe, foole, in fpite of mirth, thou fhalt be 
fad. 

lie burie halfe thy pleafures in a graue 
Of hungrie flames, this fire I did ordaine 
To bume both purfe and Hat : as this doth perifh, 

So fhall the other ; count what good and bad 
They both haue wrought, the good is to the ill, 

As a fmall Pible to a mightie hill. 

Thy glorie and thy mifchiefes here fliall burne, 

Good gifts abuzde to mans confufion turne. 

JSnfer Longauik^ and Monirojfjfe with Souldiers. 

Longa. This is his brother: Souldiers, bind his 
armes. 

Montr. Bind armes and legs, and hale the fiend 
away. 

Amp. Vnciuili : wherefore niufl I tafle your fpite ? 

Longa. Art thou not one of Fortunatus fonnes ? 

Amped. I am, but he did neuer doe you wrong. 

Longa. The diuell thy brother has, villaine, looke 
here. 
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Montr. Where is the beautious purfe and wifhing 
Hat? 

Amped. My brother Andelocia has the purfe, 

This way heele come anon to paffe to court, 

Alas, that finne fhould make mens hearts fo bold, 

To kill their foules for the bafe thirfl of gold. 

The wilhing Hat is burnt 
Mofiir, Burnt ^ Souldiers bind him. 

Tortures fliali wring both hat and purfe from you, 
Villaine, ile be reueng’d for that bafe fcorne, 

Thy hell-hound brother clapt vpon my head. 

Longa, And fo will Longauyle. 

Away with him. 

Montr, Drag him to yonder towre, there fliackle 
him, 

And in a paire of Stockes, locke vp his heeles, 

And bid your wifhing Cap deliuer you. 

Giue vs the purfe and Hat, weele fet thee free, 

Els rot to death and flarue. 

A7np, Oh tyranny, you need not fcorne the badge 
which you did beare : 

Beafls would you be, though homes you did not weare. 
Montr, Drag hence the cur : come noble Long- 
auyle, 

One’s fure, and were the other fiend as fafl, 

Their pride fhould cofl their Hues : their purfe and 
Hat 

Shall be both ours, weele fhare them equally. 

Longa, That will be fome amends for arming me. 

Efiter Andelocia and Shaddow after hm. 

Montr, Peace, Longauyle, yonder the gallant 
comes. 

Longa, Y’are well encountred. 

Andel, Thankes, Lord Longauyle. 

Longa, The king expedls your prefence at the 
court. 

Andel And thither am I going. 



i66 


The Comedie of 

Shad, Pips fine, fine apples of Tamafco, ha, ha, ha. 
Montr, Wert thou that Irifliman that cozen d vs ? 
Shad^ Pips fine, ha, ha, ha, no not I : not Shad- 
dow. 

Ajidel Were not your Apples delicate and rare ? 
Lojtga, The worft that ere you fold ; Sirs, bind 
him fall. 

AndeL What, wil you murder me “I helpe, help, 
fome helpe. 

Shad. Helpe, helpe, helpe. Exit Shaddow. 

Monfr, Follow that Dog, and flop his balling 
Ihroate. 

Audeh Villaines, what meanes this barbarous 
Irechery ? 

Longa. We meane to be reueng’d for our difgrace. 
Mo7itr. And flop the golden current of thy wafl. 
A^idel. Murder, they murder me, 0 call for helpe. 
Lo7ig. Thy voice is fpent in vaine, come, come, 
this purfe. 

This wel-fpring of your prodigalitie. 

Andel. Are you appointed by the king to this 1 
Mo7iir. No, no, rife, fpurne him vp : know you 
who’s this ? 

Andel My brother Ampedo % Alas, what fate 
Hath made thy vertues fo infortunate 1 
Amp. They ryot and the wrong of thefe two 
Lords, 

Who '(caufeleffe) thus do" flarue me in this prifon. 
Lo?iga. Striue not y’are befl, villaines, lift in his legs. 
Aitdel Traitors to honor, what doe you intend ? 
Longa. That ryot fliall in wretchedneffe haue end. 
Queflion thy brother with what cofl hees fed, 

And fo afiure thou fhalt be banquetted. 

Exeunt they tiao. 

Amp. In Tvant, in miferie, in woe and care, 

Poore Ampedo his fill hath furfeted : 

My want is famine, bolts my miferie, 

My care and woe fliould be thy portion. 

Andel Giue me that portion, for I haue a heart 
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Shall fpend it freely, and make bankroll: 

The proudeft woe that euer wet mans eye. 

Care with a mifchiefe ? wherefore fhould I care ? 
Haue I rid fide by fide by mightie kings, 

Yet be thus bridled now ? lie teare tliefe fetters. 
Murder, crie murder, Ampedo, alowd. 

To beare this fcorne our Fortunes are too proud. 

Amp, 0 folly, tliou hafl powre to make flefh 
glad, 

When the rich foule in wretchedneffe is clad. 

Ande, Peace, foole, am not I Fortunes minion ? 
Thefe bands are but one w^rincle of her frowne, 

This is her Euening malice, her next mornes eye 
Shall ouer-fhine the Sunne in maieflie. 

Amp, But this fad night will make an end of me. 
Brother, farwell, griefe, famine, forrow, want, 

Haue made an end of wretched Ampedo. 

Andel, Wdiere is the wiihing Hat % 

Amp, Confum’d in fire. 

Ande. Accurfed be thofe hands that did dellroy it, 
That w^ould redeeme vs, did we now enioy it. 

Amp, Wanton, fanvel, I faint, deaths frozen hand 
Congeales lifes little Riuer in my brefl. 

No man before his end is truely blefl. Dyes, 

Andel. O miferable, miferable foule. 

Thus a foule life makes death to looke more foule. 

Enter Longauylt and Montrojje with a halter, 

Longa, Thus fhall this golden purfe diuided be. 
One day for you, another day for me. 

Montr, Of dales anon, fay, what determine you, 
Shall they haue libertie, or fhall they die ? 

Long, Die fure : and fee, I thinke the elder’s dead. 
And, I, murderers, he is dead, O facred wifdom, 
Had Fortunatus beene enamored 
Of thy celefliall beautie, his two fonnes 
Had fhiiid like two bright Sunnes. 

Longa, Pul hard, Montroffe. 
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A^ideL Come you to flrangle me I are you the 
hangman ? 

Hell-hounds y’ are darn’d for this impietie. 

Fortune, forgiue me, I deferue thy hate. 

My felfe haue made myfelfe a reprobate : 

Vertue, forgiue me, for I haue tranfgrefl 
Again 11 thy lawes, my vowes are quite forgot, 

And therefore lhame is falne to my finnes lot. 

Riches and knowledge are two gifts diuine. 

They that abufe them both as I haue done, 

To flame, to beggerie, to hell muH runne. 

O confcience hold thy fling, ceafe to afflict me. 

Be quicke, tormentors, I defire to die. 

No death is equall to my miferie. 

Cyprus, vaine world, and Vanitie farwell 
Who builds his heauen on earth, is fure of hell 
Lon. He ’s dead : in fome deepe vault lets throw 
their bodies. 

Montr. Firft let us fee the purfe, Lord Longauyle. 
Longa. Here tis, by this weele fill this towre with 
gold. 

Montr. Frenchman, this purfe is counterfeit. 

Longa. Thou lyell. 

Scot, thou hall cozend me, giue me the right, 

Els lhall thy bofome be my weapons graue, 

Monir. Villaine, thou llialt not rob me of my due. 

27iey fight \ Enter Athelfiane., Agri^yna, Orleans^ 
Galloway^ Comewall^ Chefter^ Lmcolne^ and 
Shaddow with weapons at one dore : Fortune^ 
Vice^ md their attendants at another dore. 

All. Lay hands vpon the murderers, flrike them 
downe. 

Fortune. Surrender vp this purfe for this is mine. 
All. Are thefe two diuels, or fome powers diuine ? 
Shad, O fee, fee, O my two maflers, poore Shad- 
dowes fubHances ; what lliall I doe ? whofe body lhall 
Shaddow now follow % 
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Fort Peace, Ideot, thou fhalt find rich heapes of 
fooles, 

That will be proud to entertaine a Shaddow. 

I charme thy babbling lips from troubling me. 

You need not hold them, fee, I fmite them downe 
Lower then hell : bafe foules, fincke to your heauen. 
Vice. I doe arrefi. you both my prifoners. 

Fort Stand not amazde, you gods of earth, at this, 
Shee that arrefleth thefe two fooles is Vice, 

They haue broke Vertues laws, Vice is her ferieant, 
Her Jayler and her executioner. 

Looke on thofe Cypriots, Fortunatus fonnes, 

They and their Father were my minions, 

My name is Fortune. 

AIL O dread deitie. 

Fort Kneele not to me : if Fortune lift to frowme, 
You need not fal dowme, for fheele fpume you downe, 
Arise, but fooles, on you ile triumph thus. 

Vliat haue you gaind by being couetous ? 

This prodigall purfe did Fortunes bounteous hand 
Beftow on them, their ryots made them poore, 

And fet thefe markes of miferable death, 

On all their pride, the famine of bafe gold 
Hath made your foules to murders hands be fold, 

Onely to be cald rich. But Ideots fee 

The vertues to be fled, Fortune hath caufd it fo, 

Thofe that will all deuowre, muft all forgoe. 

Athelji. Moft facred Goddeffe. 

Fortune. Peace, you flatterer. 

Thy tongue but heapes more vengeance on thy head. 
Fortune is angrie with thee, in thee bumes 
A greedie couetous fire, in Agripjrne 
Pride like a Monarch reuels, and thofe fmnes 
Haue lead you blind-fold to your former ftiames, 

But Vertue pardond you, and fo doth Fortune. 

Athelft. and Agrip. All thankes to both your facred 
deities. 

Fort As for thefe Mettall- eaters, thefe bafe thieues, 
Who rather then they would be counted poore, 
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Will dig through hell for gold, you were forgiuen 
By Vertues generall pardon ; her broade feale 
Gaue you your hues, when flieetooke off your homes. 
Yet hailing fcarce one foote out of the Jayle, 

You tempt damnation by more defperate meanes, 

You both are mortall, and your paines fhall ring 
Through both your eares, to terrifie your foules, 

As pieafe the Judgement of this mortall king. 

Athelji. Faire Empreffe of the world, fmce you 
refigne 

Your power to me, this fentence fliali be mine, 

Thou fhait be torturd on a wheele to death, 

Thou with wild horfes lhalt be quartered. 

Vice. Ha, ha, weake Judge, weake iudgement, I 
reuerfe 

That fentence, for they are my prifoners, 

Embalme the bodies of thofe Cypriots, 

And honour them with princely buriall, 

For thofe doe as you pieafe, but for thefe two, 

I kiffe you both, I loue you, y’ are my minions. 

Untie their bands, Vice doth repriue you both, 

I fet you free. 

Both. Thankes, gracious deitie. 

Vice. Be gon, but you in iibertie fliall find 
More bondage then in chaines, fooles, get you 
hence, 

Both wander with tormented confcience. 

Longa. O horrid Judgement, thats the hell in- 
deede. 

Mon. Come, come, our death ne’re ends if con- 
fcience bleede. 

Both. O miferable, miferable men. Exeunt. 

Fortune. Fortune triumphes at this, yet to appeare, 
All like my telfe, that which from thofe I tooke, 

King Athelflane I will beflow on thee, 

And in it the old vertue I infufe : 

But, king, take heede how thou my gifts doefl vfe. 
England fhall ne’re be poore, if England llriue, 

Rather by vertue, then by wealth to thriue. 
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Enter Vertue, crow7id : Ny?nphes and kings aife?id- 
ing on her, crownd with Olive hra^iches and 
lawrels, muficke foundhig. 

Vice, Vertue ’1 alas good foule, fhee hides her 

head. 

Ve7‘i, Wdiat enuious tongue faid, Vertue hides her 
head % 

Vice, Shee that will driue thee into banifhment. 
Fort, Shee that hath conquerd thee : how dar’fl 
thou come, 

Thus trickt in gawdy Feathers, and thus garded, 
"WTiich crowned kings and ?vlufes, when thy foe 
Hath trod thus on thee, and now tnumphcs fo 1 
VTiere ’s vertuous Ampedo ? See, hecs her llaue, 

For following thee this reconipence they haue. 

Vert, Is Ampedo her llaue 1 why thats my glorie. 
The Idiots cap I once wore on my head, 

Did figure him, thofe that (like him) doe mufti e 
Vertue in clouds, and care not how fhee fhine, 
lie make their glorie like to his decline ; 

He made no vfe of me, but like a mifer, 

Lockt up his wealth in ruflie barres of floth ; 

His face was beautifull, but wore a mafke, 

And in the worlds eyes feemd a Blackamore. 

So perifh they that fo keepe vertue poore. 

Pice. Thou art a foole to flriue, T am more flrong, 
And greater then thy felfe, then Vertue fiie. 

And hide thy face, yeeld me the 'ridlorie. 

Vert. Is Vice higher then Vertue? thats my 
glorie, 

The higher that thou art, thou art more horrid, 

The world will loue me for my comlyneffe. 

Fortu, Thine owne felfe loues thy felfe : why on 
the heads 

Of Agrip}me, IMontrofle and Longauyle, 

(Englifli^ Scot, French) did Vice clap vgly homes, 

But to approue that Englifli, French and Scot, 

And all the world els, kneele and honour Vice, 
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But in no Countrie, Vertue is of price ? 

Vert, Yes, in all Countries Vertue is of price, 

In euery kingdome fome diuiner brefl 
Is more enamord of me then the reft. 

Haue Englifh, Scot, and French bow'd knees to 
thee % 

Why that’s my glorie too, for by their fhame, 

Men will abhor thee and adore my name. 

Fortune, thou art too weake, Vice th’ art a foole, 

To fight with me, I fuffred you awhile, 

T’ ecclips my brightnes, but I now will fliine, 

And make you fweare your beautie’s bafe to mine. 

Fori. Thou art too infolent, fee here ’s a court 
Of mortall Judges, lets by them be tride, 

Which of vs three fhall mofl be deifide. 

Vice, I am content 
Fort And I. 

Vert So am not I. 

My Judge fhall be your facred deitie. 

Vice. O miferable me, I am vndon. 

Exit Vice and her traine. 
All, 0 flop the horrid monfler. 

Vert Let her runne. 

Fortune, who conquers now I 
Fori. Vertue, I fee, 

Thou wilt triumph both ouer her and me. 

All, Emprefle of heauen and earth. 

Fort Why doe you mocke me ? 

Kneele not to me, to her tranffer your eyes, 

There fits the Queene of Chance, I bend my knees, 
Lower then yours : dread goddeffe, tis mofl meete, 
That Fortune fall downe at thy conqu’ring feete. 

Thou facred Empreffe that commandft the Fates, 
Forgiue what I haue to thy handmaid don, 

And at thy Chariot wheeles Fortune fhall run, 

And be thy captiue and to thee refigne 
All powers which heatfns large Patent haue made 
mine. 
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Vert Fortune thwart vanquiflit : facred deitie, 

0 now pronounce who winnes the viclorie, 

And yet that fentence needes not, fince alone, 

Your vertiious prefence Vice hath ouer-throwne, 

Yet to confirme the conquefl on your fide, 

Looke but on Fortunatus and his fonnes 

Of all the welth thofe gallants did poffehe, 

Onely poore Shaddow is left comfortleffe, 

Their glorye's faded and their golden pride. 

Ska. Onely poore Shaddow tels how poore they 
died. 

7eri. Ail that they had, or mortall men can haue, 
Sends onely but a Shaddow from the graue. 

Vertue alone Hues Hill, and Hues in you, 

1 am a counterfeit, you are the true, 

I am a Shaddow, at your feete I fall, 

Begging for thefe, and thefe, my felfe and all. 

All thefe that thus doe kneele before your eyes, 

Are lhaddowes like my felfe, dred Nymph it lyes 
In you to make vs fubllances. O doe it, 

Vertue I am fure you loue, Ihee woes you to it. 

I read a verdicl in your Sundike eyes, 

And this it is : Vertue the vidlorie. 

AIL All loudly cr}’, Vertue the vidlorie. 

Vert Vertue the vidlorie : for ioy of this, 

Thofe felfe fame himnes which you to Fortune fung 
Let them be now in Vertues honour rung. 


The Song. 


Vertue fmiles : crie hollyday, 

Dimples on her cheekes doe dwell, 
Vertue hownes, crie wellada, 

Her loue is Heauen, her hate is Hell. 
Since heau’n and hell obey her power, 
Tremble when her eyes doe lowre. 
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Since heau’n and hell her power obey, 
Where Ihee fmiles, crie hoilyday. 

Hollyday with ioy we crie, 

And bend, and bend, and merily, 

Sing hymnes to vertues deitie : 

Sing hymnes to Vertues deitie. 

they all offer to goe in, Enter the two old men. 
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N ' Ay flay, poore pilgrims, when I entred firfl 
The circle of this bright celefliall Sphsere, 
I wept for ioy, now I could weepe for feare. 

2. I feare we all like mortail men fhall proue 
Weake (not in loue) but in exprefsing loue. 

I. Let euery one beg once, more on his knee, 

One pardon for himfeife, and one for mee, 

For I intic’d you hither : O deere Goddeffe, 

Breathe life in our nombd fpirits with one fmile, 

And from this cold earth, we with liuely foules 
Shai rife like men (new-borne) and make heau’n Jound 
With H3Tiines fung to thy name, and praiers that we 
May once a yeere fo oft enioy this fight, 

Til thefe yong boyes change their curld locks to white, 
And when gray-winged Age fits on their heads, 

That fo their children may fupply their Steads, 

And that heau^ns great Arithmetician, 

(Who in the Scales of Nomber weyes the world) 

May flill to forde two, and one yeere more, 

And flil adde one to one, that went before, 

And multiply fowne tennes by many a ten : 

To this I die Amen. 

AIL Amen, amen. 

I. Good night (deere miilris) thofe that with thee 
harme, 

Thus let them floope vnder deftru< 5 lions arme. 

AIL Amen, Amen, Amen. Exeunt 
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To tJie World, 

0 ™^Or]d, J was once refohid to bee 7 '-otmd 
PI with thcc^ bccanje J know tis thy fafhion 
to bee round with cncry bodie : but the 
winde Jl^ifiing his point, the Veine 
turn'd : yet bccauje thou vnlt Jit as Judge of all 
matters ( thottgh for thy labour thou wcar'Ji Mi- 
daffes cares, and Monftrum horrendum, in- 
forme : Ingens cui lumen ademptum ; whofc 
great Poliphemian eye is ptit otet) J care not 
imich if I make defeription (befo^'^e thy Vniuerfa- 
liiy) of that terrible Poetomachia, lately commc7ic'd 
betweene Horace the fecond, and a band of leane- 
witted Poetafters. They haue bin at high zvordes, 
and fo high, that the grotmd coidd not fcritc the^n, 
blit (for want ^/Chopins) haue JlaWt zpou Stages, 
Horace haVd his Poctafters to the Baire, the 
Poctafters vntnijfd Horace : how worthily 
cythcr, or how wrongfully, (World) Icauc it to 
the Jurie : Horace igucjllojilcs) made himfelfe 
bclceuc, that his Burgoiiiaii wit might dcffcrately 
challenge all comirurs, and that none durli take vp 
thefoyles againft him : It's likely, ij he had not fo 
bclcitld, he Imd not bin fo dcceidd, for hec was 
anfiver'd at his ownc zveapon : And if before 
Apollo himfelfe {ivho is Coroiiator Poetarum) aii 
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Inquifition Jliotild be taken touching this lament- 
able meny murdering of Innocent Poetry : all 
mount Helicon to Bun-liill, it 'loould be found ou- 
tlie Poetafters fide Se defendendo. Nohoitlifiand- 
ing the Doctors think otherwife. Imcctc. one, and he 
rnnnes full Butt at me %vith his Satires homes, 
for that in -vntrufsing Horace J did oncly whip 
his fortunes, and condition of life, where the more 
noble Reprehenfion had bin of his mindcs Defor- 
mitie, toliofe greatnes if his Criticall Ljnix had 
with as narrow eyes, obferu'd in Idnifelfc, as it 
did little fpots vpon others, without all difputaiion : 
Horace would not liaue left Horace out of Euery 
man in’s Hvmour. His fortunes I why does 
nothetaxe that onely in others 'i Read his Ax - 
raignement and fee. A fccond Cat-a-mountainc 
inewes, and calks me Barren, hecanfe my b mines 
could bring foorth no other Stigmaticlce than 
Tucca, whomc Horace had put io making, and 
begot to my hand-, but I wonder what language 
Tucca would liaue fpoke, if honefi Capten I lannu'm 
had bin borne without a tongue ? ffi not as law- 
full then for mec to imitate Horace, as J lorace 
Hannam 1 Bcfidcs, If J had made an oppofilion 
of any other jicw-mintcd fellow, {of what Ttfi 
fo cuer) hee had bin out-fac'd, and out-weyed by a 
fettled former approbation : neythcr was it much 
improper tofet the fame dog vpon Horace, lahovi 
Horace had fet to worrie others. 

I could hccrc {ccuen with the feather of my pen) 
wipe off other ridiculous imputations : but my bed 
way to anfwer them, is to laugh at them ; onely 
thus much I protefi {and fiwcarc by the diuine/l 
part of true Pocfic) that {Imvfoeucr the liinmes of 
my naked lines may hee and I know hauc bin, tor- 
turd on theracke) they are free from confpiring 
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the leajl dif grace to any man^ but oncly to our netu 
Horace; ncythcr fliould this ghoji of TxyzcTXy hauc 
walkt vp ajid do%mic Pottles Church-yard^ but that 
hce was raidd vp ( hi print) by newe Exorcifmes. 
World, if thy Hiigencs %mU belciuc this : doc, 
if not, J care not : for f dedicate my booke not to 
thy Greatnes, but to the Greatnes of thy fcorne : 
Defying which, let that mad Dog Detradlion bite 
till his teeth bee worne to the flumps : Enuy feede 
thy Snakes fo fat ivith poyfon till they burjl : 
World, let all thy Adders fhoote out their Hidra- 
lieaded-forked Stinges, Ha, ha, Nauci; if itoiic 
will take my part, (as I defire noiie) yet T^thanke 
thee (thou true Y envCiwa Yiomet) for tJicfe good 
wordes thou giu'Jl me : Populus me fibylat at 
mihi plaudo. World farewell. 


Malim Conuiuis quam placuifse Cocis. 






"The V ntrujftng of the Humo- 
rous Poet. 


Enter two Gmtkwomen Jlrewing of flowers, 

I bedfellow come, flrew apace, llrew, 

’ flrew : in good troth tis pitty that thefe 
(lowers mufl be trodden vnder feete as they are like 
to bee anon. 

2. l%ty, alacke pretty heart, thou art forry to fee 
aity good thing fall to tlie ground : pitty ? no more 
pitty, then to fee an Innocent Mayden-head deliuered 
v\) to the ruflling of her new-wedded husband. 
IJeauty is made for vfe, and hee that will not vfe a 
fwcetc foule well, when llie is vnder his fingers, I pray 
Fenus he may neuer kihe a fiiir and a delicate, foft, 
red, plump-lip. 

1. Amen, and that’s torment enough. 

2. Pitty 'I come foole, fling them about luflily ; flowers 
neuer dye a fweeter death, than when they are 
fmoothePd to death in a Loners bofome, or elfe paue 
the high wayes, oucr which thefe pretty, fimpring, 
fotting things, call’d brides, mufl trippe. 

1. I pray tliee tell mee, why doe they vfe at wed- 
dings to furniih all places thus, with fweete hearbes 
and flowers ? 

2. One reafon is, becaufe tis 6 a mofl fweet 

thing to lye with a man. 

I. I think tis a 0 more more more more fweet to 
lye with a woman. 
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2, I warrant all men are of lliy minde : another 
reafon is, becaiife they Rickc like the fcutchions of 
madam e chaRity, on the fable ground, wec])ing in 
their Ralkes, and wincking with theyr yellow-runke 
eyes, as loathe to beboldc the lamentable fall of a 
Maydenhead: what fence! efs thing in all the hoiile, 
that is not nowe as melancholy, as a new let-vp 
SchoolemaRer % 

I. Troth I am. 

3. Troth 1 thinke thou mournR, becaufe th’aR iniR 
thy turne, I doe by the quiiier of Cupid : you fee the 
torches melt themfelues away in tearcs : the inllrii- 
ments weare theyr heart Rringes out for forrow : and 
the Siluer Ewers weepe moR pittifuH Rofe water : fine 
or fixe payre of the white innocent wedding gloiies, 
did in iny fight choofe rather to he tcMiie in peoccs 
than to be drawne on ; and lookc this Rofemary, (a 
fatall hcarbe) this dead-mans nofe-gay, lias (a-ept in 
amongR thefe Rowers to decke llf iniiifiblc coarfc of 
the Bride’s Maydenhead, wlien (oh how iniieh do we 
poore wenches fuffer) about cleuen or twelue, or one 
a clock at midnight at furtheR, it dcfcciuls to purga- 
tory, to giue notice that Cu'Icflim' (hey ho) will neuer 
come to lead Apes in hell. 

1. I fee by thy Rghing thou wilt not. 

2. If I had as many Mayden-hcarls, as I hawe 
hayres on my head, ide venture them all rather then 
to come into fo hot a place ; prethy Rrew thou, for 
my little armes are weary. 

1. I am fare thy little tongue is not. 

2. No faith that’s like a woman bitten with Reas, it 
neuer lyes Ril : fye vpont, what a miferahle thing tis 
to be a noble Bride, there’s Rich delaycs in riling, in 
fitting gownes, in t}Tmg, in pinning Rebatoes, in peak- 
ing, in dinner, in fujipcr, in Rcuels, & laR of all in 
cuifmg the poore nodding fullers, for keeping MiRris 
Bride fo longvp fromfwccter Rcuels; that, oh I could 
neuer endure to pul it vf) without much bickering,. 
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1 . Come th’art an oddc wench, hark, harke> 
miificke ? nnythen the Ihide’svi^ 

2 . Ih ihc v{>? nay then I fee Ihe has been downe : 
Lord hii merry on vs, wc women Ml and iixll flill, and 
when wc haiio ]nLs])an(is wc play u])On them like Vir- 
ginal! Jackes, they mull ryfe and fall to our humours, 
or elfc they! ncuer get any good flraines of muficke 
out of vs ; but come now, haiie at it for a mayden-hcad, 

Jlreix}. 

As Jl/rta, enter Sir Quintilian Shorthofe with 
Pecter Flafli and two or three Jeruingmen^ with 
lights. 

Sir quin. Come knaiics, night begins to be like 
my fclfc, an olde man ; day playes the theefe and 
llealcs vpon Vs ; () well done wenches, well done, 
well done, you hauc coucretl all the llony way to 
church with llowers, tis well, tis well, ther’s an Lin- 
bleame too, to he made out of 'thefe llowers and 
Rones, hut you are honell wenches, in, in, in. 

2 . When we come to your yearcs, wo lhal Icarne 
whalhonelly is, come pew-fellow. Exeunt 

Sir qni/K is the muficke come yet 1 fo much to do ! 
IR come 1 

O/nnes. Come fir. 

Sir quin. Hauc the merry knaucs puFd their fiddle 
cafes ouer their iiiRruments cares ? 

E/aJli. As fooite as they entred our gates, the 
noyfe went, hefbre they came nere the great Hail, the 
faint hearted villiacoes founded at IcaR thrice. 

Sir quin. Phou IhouldR haue reuiif d them with a 
Ctip of burnt wine and fugar ; firra, you, horfe-kceper, 
goc, bid them curry theyr Rrings ; Is my daughter vp 
yet k 

Eiajh. Vp fir? Ric was fccne vp an hoiire agoe. 

Sir quin. Shoe's an early Rurrer, ah firra. 

EiaJIi. Shoe 1 be a late Rurrer foone at night fir. 

Sir Quint. Coe too Paler Eiajh^ you haue a good 
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fodaine flafli of braine, your wittcs husky, and no 
mariiaile, for tis like one of our Comedians beardes, 
Ml ith flubble : about your bufmes and looke you be 
nymble to flye from the wine, or the nymble wine will 
catch you by the nofe. 

Flajfi. If youre wine play with my nofe Sir, He 
knocke’s coxcombe. 

Sir quin Doe Peeter^ and weare it for thy labour ; 
Is my Sonne in Law Sir Walter TercU ready yet 1 

Omnes, Ready Sir. Exit another. 

Sir Qitin, One of you attend him ; Slay Flajh^ 
where’s the note of the guefles you haiie inuited ^ 

FlaJIi. Here Sir, He pull all your guefles out of my 
bofome ; the men that will come, I haue crofl, but all 
the Gentlewomen haue at the tayle of the laft letter 
a pricke> becaufe you may read them the better. 

Sir Quin, My fpedlacles, lyght, lyght, knaues : Sir 
Adam Prickjhaft^ thou hall croll him, lieelc come. 

FiaJIt^ I had much a doe fir, to dra.w Sir Adam 
Prickejhaft home, becaufe 1 toide him twas early, but 
heele come. 

Sir quint, Jiiflice Crop^ what will he come ? 

Fiadi, He took phificke ycflerday fir. 

Sir quint Oh then Crop cannot come. 

Flafi. 0 Lord yes, fir yes, twas but to make more 
roome in his Crop for your good chcare, Crap will 
come. 

Sir quint. Widdow Mineuer, 

FkJJi, Shee’s prickt you fee fir, and will come. 

Sir quint Sir Vati^/iafi ap Fees^ oh lice’s crofl 
twife, fo, fo, fo, then all thefc Ladyes, tliat fall downc'- 
wardes heere, will come I fee, and all thefe Gentlemen 
that fland right before them. 

F/ci/h, All wil come. 

Sir quint Well fayd, heerc, wryte them out agen, 
and put the men from the women \ and 7Vc*r, when 
we are at Church bring wine and cakes, be light ik 
nimble good Fiajh, for your burden will be Imt 
light 



ihe /I/ujioroHs Pod. 


189 


Enter fir Adam a tight before Mm. 

Sir Adam Prkkifiaft. God morrow, god morrow : 
goc, in, in, in, to the Bridegroome, tadc a cup of 
burnt wine this morning, twill make you flye the better 
all the day after, 

Sir Adam. You are au early llyrrer Sir Quintiiian 
Shorthofe. 

Sir quL I am fo, it behoues me at my daughters 
wedding, in, in, in ; fellow put out thy torch, and put 
thy felfe into my buttery, the torch burnes ill in thy 
hand, the wine will bijrne better in thy belly, in, in. 

Flafti. Ware there, roome for Sir Adam Ericke- 
fliaft : your Worfliip — Exit. 

Enter Sir Vaughan and Mijiris Mineuer. 

Sir quin. Sir Vaug;han and Widdow Mineuer, wel- 
come, welcome, a thoufand^ times : my lips Millris 
Widdow tliall bid you God morrow, in, in, one to the 
Bridegroome, the other to the Bride. 

Sir Vaughan. Why then Sir quintiiian Shorthofe, I 
will flop into miflris Bride, and Widdow Mineuer, 
flrall goe vpon M. Bridegroome. 

Mineu. No pardon, for by my tmely Sir Vaughan, 
lie ha no dealings with any M. Bridegroomes. 

Sir quin* In widdow in, in honefl knight in. 

Sir Vang. I will vflier you miflris widdow. 

E/afi. Light there for Sir Vaughan j your good 
Worfliip — 

Sir Vaug. Drinke that fliilling Ma. Eeeter Elajh, 
in your guttes and belly. 

Eta. lie not drinke it downe fir, but He turne it 
into that which fiiall run downe, oh merrily I 

Exit Sir Vaughan. 

Enter Blunt, Crir]nnus, Demetrius, and others with 
Ladies, tights before them* 

Sir quin. God morrow to thefe beauties, and Gen- 
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tlemen, that haue Vfhered this troope of Ladyes to 
my daughters wedding, welcome, welcome all j mufick ? 
nay then the bridegroome’s comming, where are thefe 
knaues heere ? 

Flajh, All here fir. 

Enter Terill, Sir Adam, Sir Vaughan, Celefline, 
Mineuer, and other Ladies and attendants with 
lights. 

TerL Good morrow Ladies and fayre troopes of 
gallants, that haue depof'd the drowzyKingof fleep, 
to Crow7ie our traine with your rich prefences, 

I fahiie you all \ 

Each one lliare thanks from thanks in general!. 

Crif. God morrow M. Bride-groome, midris 
Bride. 

Omncs. God morrow M. Bride-groome. 

Ter. Gallants I flial intreate you. to prepare, 

For Maskes and Reuels to defeate the night, 

Our Soueraigne will in perfon grace our marriage. 

Sir quin. What will the king be heer ? 

Ter. Father he will. 

Sir quin. Where be thefe knaues ? More Rofe- 
mary and gloiies, gloues, gloues : choofe Gentlemen ; 
Ladyes pul on foft skins vpon the skin of fofter hands ,* 
fo, fo : come miflris Bride take you your place, the 
olde men firfl, and then the Batchelors ; Maydcs with 
the Bride, Widdows and wines together, the priefl’s at 
Church, tis time that we march thether. 

Ter. Deare Bhmt at our returne from Church, 
take paines to Ilep to Horace^ for our ^nuptial! fongs i 
now Father when you pleafe. 

Sir quin. Agreed, fet on, come good Sir Vaughan^ 
muft we lead the way ? 

Sir Vati. Teeter you goe too fall for Miflris pride : 
fo, gingerly, gingerly ; I mufe why Sir Adam Trie/ce- 
/haft flicks fo fhort behinde ? 

Sir quin. He follows clofe, not too fall, holde vp 
knaues, 
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Thus we lead youlh to church, they vs to graues. 

Exeunt, 

Hot race fitting in a Jtudy heliindc a Curtai/ie, a can- 
dle by him burning, bookes tying conficfedly : to 
himfclfe, 

Hor. To thee whofe fore-head fwels with Rofes, 
Whofe mofl haunted bower 
Giues life & fent to euery flower, 

Whofe moft adored name inclofes, 

Things abflrufe, deep and diuine, 

Whofe yellow trefles fliine, 

Bright as Eoan fire. 

O me thy Priefl infpire. 

For I to thee and thine immortall name, 

In — in — in golden tunes, 

For I to thee and thine immortall name — 

In — facred raptures flowing, flowing, fwimming, fwim- 
ming : 

In facred raptures fwimming, 

Immortal name, game, dame, tame, lame, lame, lame, 
Pux, hath, fliame, proclaime, oh — 

In facred raptures flowing, will proclaime, not — 

(3 me thy Priefl infpyrc ! 

For I to thee and thine immortall name, 

In flowing numbers iild with fpright and flame, 

Good, good, in flowing numbers fild with fpright & 
flame. 


Enter Afmius Bubo. 

Afni, Horace, Horace, my fwcetningle, is aiwayes 
in labour when I come, the nine Mufes be his mid- 
wiues I pray Jupiter : Ningle. 

Ho, In flowing numbers fild with fpright and 
flame, 

To thee. 

Afmi, To mel I pledge thee fweet Ningle, by 
Bacchus quaffing boule, I thought th' add drunke to 
me. 
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Hot, It rnufl haue been in the deuine lycour of 
Pernajfus^ then in which, I know you would fcarce 
haue pledg’d me, but come fweet roague, fit, fit, fit. 

AfmL Ouer head and eares yfaith? I haue a 
facke-full of newes for thee, thou flialt plague fome of 
them, if God fend vs life and health together. 

Hot. Its no matter, empty thy facke anon, but 
come here firfl honefl roague, come. 

AfinL Ifl good, III good, pure Helicon ha ? 

Hor. Dam me ift be not the bell that euer came 
from me, if I have anyiudgement, looke fir, tis an Epi- 
ihalamium for Sir Walter Terrels wedding, my braines 
haue giuen affault to it but this morning. 

Afin. Then I hope to fee them flye out like gun 
powder ere night. 

Hor. Nay good roague marke, for they are the 
bell lynes that euer I drew. 

A fin. Hcer’s the bell leafe in England, but on, on, 
He but tune this Pipe. 

Hor. Marke, to thee whoje fore-head fwcls with Rofes. 

Afin. O fweet, but will there be no exceptions 
taken, becaufe fore-head and fwelling comes together ? 

Hor. Pulh away, away, its proper, befides tis an 
elegancy to fay the fore head fwels. 

Afin. Nay afrt be proper, let it Hand for Gods 
lone. 

Hor. Whofe moft haunted bower, 

Giues life and fent to euery flower, 

Whofe moll adored name inclofes, 

Things abftrufe, deep and diuine. 

Whole yellow treffes Ihine, 

Bright as Eoan fire. 

Afini O pure, rich, ther’s heate in this, on, on. 

Hor. Bright as Eoan fire, 

O me thy Priell infpire ! 

For I to thee and thine immortall name . . . marke 
this. 

In flowing numbers fiid with fpryte and flame. 

Afini I mary, ther’s fpryte and flame in this. 
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Hor. A pox, a this Tobacco. 

A fin. Wod this cafe were my lafl, if T did not 
marke, nay all’s one, I haiie always a confort of Pypes 
about mee, niyne Ingle is all fire and water ; 1 markt, 
by this Candle (which is none of Gods Angels) I re- 
member, you flarted backe at fprite and dame. 

Hot. Tor I to thee and thine immortall name, 

In flowing numbers fild with fprite and flame, 

To the Loues mightiefl King, 

Himen 6 Himen^ does our chafe mufe fmg. 

Afm. Ther’s muficke in this ; 

Mor. Marke now deare Afmitis. 

Let thefe virgins quickly fee thee, 

Leading out the Bride, 

Though theyr blufliing cheekes they hide, 

Yet with kiffes will they fee thee, 

To vntye theyr Virgin zone, 

They grieue to lye alone. 

Afcni. So doe I by Venus. 

Hor. Yet with kiffes wil they fee thee, my Mufe 
has marcht (deare roague) no farder yet : but how ill ? 
how xfl? nay prethee good Afmius deale plainly, doe 
not flatter me, come, how ? — 

Afm. If I haue any iudgement : 

Hor.^ Nay look you Sir, and then follow a troopc of 
other rich and labour’d conceipts, oh the end fliall be 
admirable ! but how ifl fweet Bubo, how, how ? 

Afm. If I have any Iudgement, tis the befl fluffc 
that euer dropt from thee. 

Hor. You ha feene my Acroflicks ? 

Afk lie put vp my pypes and then lie fee any 
thing, 

Hor. Th’aft a Coppy of mine Odes to, hafl not 
Bubo % 

Afi. Your odes % O that which you fpoke by 
word a mouth at th’ ordinary, when Mufco the gull 
cryed Mew at it : 

Hor. A pox on him poore braineles Rookc : and 
you remember, I tolde him his wit lay at pawne with 

o 
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his new Sattin fute, and both would be lofl, for not 
fetching home by a day. 

Afi, At which he would fxine ha blufiit but that 
his painted checkes would not let him. 

r/ur. Nay firra the Palinode, which I meane to 
flitch to my Reuels, fhall be the bed and ingenious 
piece that euer 1 fvvel for ; flay roague, He fat thy 
fpleane and make it jdumpe witli laughter. 

Afi, Shall I ? fayth Ninglc, fliall I fee thy fecrets ? 

Hor. Puh my friends. 

Afi. But what fardle’s that ? what fanbe’s that ? 

Hor. Fardle* away, tis my packet ; hecre lyes in- 
tomb’d the loues of Knights and Earles, heere tis, heere 
tis, heere tis, Sir Walter Terils letter to me, and my 
anfwere to him : I no fooncr oi)cned his letter, but 
there appeared to me throe glorious Angels, whomc 
I ador’d, as fubieedes doe their Soueraignes : the 
honed knight Angles for my ac([nainta,nce, with fiich 
golden baites — but why dood laugh my good roague ? 
how is my anfwere, prethee, how, how 2 

Afiu Anfwere, as God iudge me Ninglc, for thy 
wit thou mayd anfwer any Indice of peace in England 
I warrant ; thou wwit’d in a mod goodly big band too, 
1 like that, I readd as Icageably as feme that haue 
bin fail’d by their neck-verfe. 

Hor. But how dod like the Knights inditing ? 

Afil. If I haue any iudgement; a pox ont, heeds 
worfliipfull lynes indeed, beer’s duffe : but firra Ningle, 
of what fadiion is this knights wit, of what bio eke 1 

Hor. Why you fee; wel, wel, an ordinary In- 
genuity, a good wit for a knight, you know how, 
before God I am haunted with fome the mod pitty- 
full dry gallants. 

AfimL Troth fo I think ; good peeces of lantlkip, 
fhew bed a far off, 

Hor. I, I, 1, excellent fumptcr horfes, carry good 
deaths ; but honed roague, corac, what news, what 
newes abroad % I haue heard a the horfes walking 
a’ the top of Paulcs. 
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JJI. Ha ye ? why th 6 Captain Tiicca rayles vpon 
you mofl prcpoaeroLifty behinde your backc, did you 
not heare him ? 

Mo. A pox upon him : by the white & foft hand 
of Minerua^ lie make him the mofl ridiculous : dam 
me if I bring not^s humor ath ftage : & — fciiriiy 
iymping tongu’d captaine, poore greafie biiife lerkin, 
hang him : tis out of his Element to traduce me : I 
am too well ranckt Afmius to bee flab’d with his 
dudgion wit : firra, He compofe an Epigram vpon 
him, fliall goe thus — 

Afi, Nay I ha more news, ther’s Crifpinus & his 
Tomeyman Poet Demetrius Faninus too, they fweare 
they’ll bring your life & death vpon’th flage like a 
Bricklayer in a play. 

Mor. Bubo they mufl preffe more valiant wits 
than theyr own to do it : me ath flage ? ha, ha. He 
flame theire poore coppcrdace work mailers, that 
dare play me : I can bring {ik that they quake at) a 
prepar’d troope of gallants, who for my fake dial 
diflafle euery vnfalted line, in their fly-blowne Co- 
medies. 

Aji, Nay that’s certaine, ile bring 100 gallants of 
my ranke. 

Man That fame Crifpinus is the filliefl Dor, and 
Faninus the flightefl cob-webdawne peece of a Poet 
oh God I 

Wliy fhould I care what euery Dor doth buz 
In credulous eares, it is a croTOe to me, 

That the bed iudgements can report me wrong’d. 

Ap I am one of them that can report it : 

Mor. I tliinke but what they are, and am not 
moou’d. 

The one a light voluptuous Peueler, 

The other, a drange arrogating puife, 

Both impudent, and arrogant enough. 

AJin. S’iid do not Criticus Reuel in thefe Ivnes, 
ha Ningle ha ? 

Mor. Yes, tjiey’re mine owne. 

0 2 
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Crif. Horrace. 

DetJi, Flacciis. 

‘ Hon-ace, not vp yet ; 

Bor, Peace, tread foftly, Iiydc my Papers ; who's 
this fo early ? 

Some of my rookes, foine of my guls ? 

Crif. Horrace, Flaccus. 

Hor, Who's there ? llray, treade foftly : JVai 
Tcrill on my life : who’s there ? my gowne fwectc 
roague, fo, come vp, come in. 

Enter Crifpinus and Demetrius, 

Crif. God morrow Horrace. 

Bor. O, God faue you gallants. 

Crif, Afuiius Bubo vvell met 

Afm. Nay, I hope fo Crifpinus, yet T was fickc a 
quarter of a yeare a goc of a vehement great tooth- 
atch : a pox ont, it bit me vilyc, as God fa me la i 
knew twas you by your knocking lb foone as I faw 
you; Demetrius Fannins, vvil you take a whirie tin's 
morning? I haue tickling geare now, beer’s that will 
play with your nofe, and a pype of mine owne fco wr- 
ing too. 

Dem, I, and a Hodgfliead too of your ownc, but 
that will neuer be fcowred cleane I feare. 

Afin. I burnt my pype yeflernight, and twas neuer 
vfde fmee, if you will tis at your feruice gallants, and 
Tobacco too, tis right pudding I can tell you ; a Lady 
or two, tooke a pype full or two at my hands, and 
praizde it for the Heauens, fliall I fill Idamiius 1 

Dc7n. I thanke you good Afmiiis for your lone, 

I fildome take that Phificke, tis enough 
Hauing fo much fooie to take him in fnuffe. 

Hor. Good Bubo read fome booke, and giue vs 
leaue. . . . 

Af Leaue haue you deare Ningle, many for read- 
ing any book He take my death vponi (as my Ningle 
fayes) tis out of my Element : no faith, ever fince I felt 
one hit me ith teeth that the greateft Clarkes are not 
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thewifefl men, could I abide to goe to School e, I was 
dX As in prcfcnti and left tlicre : yet bccaufe lie not 
be counted a worfe foole then I am, lie tunic oner a 
new leafe. 

Afiniiis reads and takes Tobacco. 
Hor. To fee my fate, that when I dip my pen 
In dillilde Rofes, and doe ftruie to drcinc, 

Oat of myne Inke all gall; that when I wey 
Each Tillable I write or fpeake, becaufe 
Mine enemies with fharpe and fearching eyes 
Looke through & through me, earning my poore 
labours 

Like an Anotoniy : Oh heauens to fee, 

That when my lines are meafur’d out as flraight 
As even Paralels, tis flrange that flill, 

Still fome imagine they are drawne awiy. 

The error is not mine, but in theyr eye, 

That cannot take proportions. 

Crif. Honace, Horrace, 

To hand within the Hiot of galling tongues, 

Proues not your gilt, for could we write on paper, 
Made of thefe turning leaues of heauen, the cloudes, 
Or fpeake with Angels tongues : yet wife men know, 
That fome would fliake the head, tho Saints fliould 
hng, 

Some fnakes mull hiffe, becaufe they ’re borne with 
flings. 

Hot, Tis true. 

Crif. Doe we not fee fooles laugh at heauen ? 
and mocke 

The Makers workmanfliip ; be not you grieukl 
If that which you molcle faire, vpright and fmooth, 

Be fkrwed awry, made crooked, lame and vile, 

By racking coments, and calumnious tongues, 

So to be bit it rankcles not : for innocence 
May with a feather brufli off the foulefl wrongs. 

But when your daflard wit will ffrike at men 
In corners, and in riddles folde the vices 
Of your befl friends, you muff not take to heart, 
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If they take off all gilding from their pilles, 

And onely offer you the bitter Coare. 

Jfor. Crifpinus. 

Cri Say that you haiie not fworne vnto your 
Paper, 

To blot her white cheekes with the dregs and bottome 
Of your friends priuate vices : fay yon fweare 
Your loue and your allegiance to bright vertuc 
Makes you defeend fo low, as to put on 
The Office of an Executioner, 

Onely to ffrike off the fwolne head of finiie, 

Where ere you finde it {landing, 

Say you fweare ; 

And make damnation parcell of your oath, 

That when your iaffiing ieffes make all men bleed, 

Yet you whip none. Court Citty, country, friends, 
Foes, all muff fmart alike; yet Court, nor Citty,, 

Nor foe, nor friend, dare winch at you ; great ])itly. 
Dem, If you fweare, dam me Faninus, or Crif- 
pinus, 

Or to the law {Our kmgdomes gddai cliahie) 

To Poets dam me, or to Players clam me, 

If I brand you, or you, tax you, fcourge you ; 

I wonder then, that of fine hundred, foure 
Should all point with their fingers in one inftant 
At one and the fame man % 
lior. Deare Faninus. 

Dem, Come, you cannot excufe it 
Dor, Heare me, I can — 

Dem, You muff daube on thicke collours then to 
hide it 

Crif, We come like your Phifitions, to purge 
Your ficke and daungerous minde of her difeafe. 

Dem. In troth we doe, out of our loues we come, 
And not reuenge, but if you ffrike vs ffill, 

We muff defend our reputations : 

Our pens ilrall like our fwords be alwayes flieatlfd, 
Vnle&e too much prouockt, Horace if then 
They draw bloud of you, blame vs not, we arc men : 
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Come, let thy Mufe beare vp a fmoother fayle, 

Tis the eafiefl and the bafeft Aite to raile. 

Hor. Beliiier me your hands, T ioiic you both, 

As deare as my owiie foiile, prooiie me, and when 
I lhali traduce you, make me the fcornc of men. 

Both. Enough, we are friends. 

CrL What reads Afinius ? 

Afi. By my troth heer's an excellent comfortable 
booke, it’s moil fweet reading in it 

Dem. Why, what does it fmell of Bubo % 

Afi. Mas it fmels of Rofe-leaues a little too. 

Hot. Then it mufl be a fweet booke, he would 
faine perfume his ignorance. 

Afc. I warrant he had wit in him that pen’d it. 

Crij. Tis good yet a foole will confcffe truth. 

Afi. The whoorfon made me meete with a hard 
llile in two or three places as I went ouer him. 

Dem. I beleeue thee, for they had need to be very 
lowe & eafie Stiles of wit that thy braines goe ouer. 

Enter Blunt and Tucca. 

Blim. Wher’s this gallant ? Morrow Gentlemen : 
what’s this deuife done yet Horace ? 

Hor. Gods fo, what meane you to let this fellow 
dog you into my Chamber % 

Bhm. Oh, our honefl Captayne, come, prethee let 
vs fee. 

Tuc. Why you baflards of nine whoores, the Miifcs, 
why do you walke heere in this gorgeous gallery ot 
gallant inuentions, with that whoorefon poor lyme h 
hayre-rafcall ? why — 

Crlf. O peace good Tucca, we are ail fworne 
friends, 

Tuc. Sworne, that ludas yonder that walkes in 
Rug, will dub you Knights ath Pode, if you ferue 
viider his band of oaths, the copj^er-fact rafcai wil for 
a good fupper out fwearo tweiuc dozen of graund 
luryes. 
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Blun. A pox ont, not done yet, and bin about it 
three clayes % 

Horn By lefu within this houre, faue you Cap- 
tayne Tucca. 

Tuc, Dam thee, thou thin bearded Hermaphro- 
dite, dam thee, He faue my felfe for one I warrant 
thee, is this thy Tub Diogincs ? 

Hor. Yes Captaine this is my poore lodging. 

Aftn. Morroii) Captaine Tucca.^ will you whiffe this 
morning? 

Tuc. Art thou there goates pizzcl ; no godaniercy 
Caine I am for no whiffs I, come hether ihce])-skin- 
weauer, s’foote thou lookfl as though th’ ad ft beg’d 
out of a layle : drawe, I mean not thy face (for tis not 
worth drawing) but drawee ncere : tins way majtch, 
follow your comraaimder you fcoundrcll : So, thou 
miift run of an eirand for nice Mcphoflophilcs. 

Hor. To doe your plcafure Captayne 1 will, but 
whether. 

Tuc. To hell, thou knowR the way, to hell my 
fire and brimflone, to hell; doll flare my Sarfens-head 
at Newgate ? dofl gloate ? He march through thy dun- 
kirkes guts for fliooting iefles at me. 

Hor. Deare Captaine but one word. 

Tuc. Out bench-whifller out, ile not take thy word 
for a dagger Pye : you brownc-breadmiouth flinker, ile 
teach thee turne me into Bankes his horfe, and to tell 
gentlemen I am a lugler, and can fliew trickes. 

Hor. Captaine I’ucca, but halfe a word in your 
eare. 

Tuc. No you flarukl rafcal, thou^t bite off mine 
eares then, you mufl haue three or fourc fuites of 
names, when like a lowfie Pediculous vermin tlPafi. 
but one fuite to thy backe : you mufl be calFcl Afper, 
and Criticus, and Horace, thy ty tie’s longer a rca<Iing 
then the Stile a the big Tiirkes : Afper, Cnticus, Quin- 
tus, Horatius, Flaccus. 

Hor. Captaine I know vpon what euen btifes I 
Hand, and therefore — 
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Tuc, Safes ? wud the roaguc were but ready for 
me. 

Bhm. Nay prelliee deare liicca, come you fhall 
lliakc — 

Tuc, Not hands with gi-eat Hunkes there, not 
hands, but He fliake the guil-groper out of his tail’d 
skinne. 

Crifp. 6^ De7}ie. For our fake Captaine, nay pre- 
thee holde. 

Tuc, Thou wrongfl heere a good honeft rafcall 
Crifpinus, and a poore varlet Demetrius Fanninus 
(bretheren in thine omie trade of Poetry) thou fayft 
Crifpinus Sattin dublet is ReaueFd out heere, and 
that this penurious fneaker is out of elboes, goe two 
my good full mouth’d ban-dog, He ha thee friends 
with both. 

Hot, With all my heart captaine Tucca, and with 
you too, He laye ray handes vnder your fecte, to 
keepe them from aking. 

Omnes, Can you have any more % 

Tuc, Saifl thou me fo, olde Coale come ? doo’t 
then ; yet tis no matter neither, He haue thee in 
league firfl with thefe two rowly powlies : they dial be thy 
Damons and thou their Pithyaffe; Crifpinus dial] giue 
thee an olde cafl Sattin fuite, and Demetrius diall write 
thee a Scene or two, in one of thy flrong garlicke 
Comedies ; and thou dialt take the guilt of confcience 
for’t, and fweare tis thine owne olde lad, tis thine 
owne : thou neiier yet fels’t into the hands of fattin, 
didfl ? 

Hor, Neuer Captaine I thanke God. 

Tuc. Goe too, thou dialt now King Gorboduck, 
thou dialt, becaufe He ha thee damn’d, He ha thee all 
in Sattin : Afper, Criticus, Quintus, Horatiiis, Flaccus, 
Crifpimis dial doo’t, thou Aalt doo’t, heyxe apparant 
of Helicon, thou dialt doo’t 

Afi, Mine Ingle weare an olde cafl Sattin fuite ? 

Tuc, I wafer-face your Ningle. 
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Afu If he carry the minde of a Gentleman, lied! 
fcorne it at’s hceles. 

Tiic. Mary muffe, my man a ginger-bread, wilt 
eate any fmall coale'? 

Afi. No Captaine, wod you flioukl well know it, 
great coale fliall not fill my bcllic. 

Tuc, Scorne it, dok fcorne to be arreflcd at one of 
his olde Suites ? 

Hor, No Captaine, He weare any thing. 

Ticc. I know thou wilt, I laiow th’art an honek 
low minded Pigmey, for I ha feene thy ihoulders lapt 
in a Plaiers old caR Cloake, like a She knaue as thou 
art : and when thou rank mad for the death of Hora- 
tio : thou borrowedk a gowne of Rofeius the Stager, 
(that honek Nicodemus) and fentell it home lowfie, 
didk not ? Rcfpomh\ didk not ? 

Bliin. So, fo, no more of this, within this houro — 

Hor, If I can found retreate to my wits, with 
whorae this leader is in skirmifli, He end within this 
houre. 

Tuc, What wut end 1 wut hang thy felfe now*? has 
he not writ Finis yet Jacke ? wliat will he ])ee fifteene 
weekes about this Cockatrices egge too ^ has hee not 
cackeid yet? not hide yet ? 

Blunt Not yet he fwcares hec will within this houre. 

Tuc, His wittes are fomewhat hard bound : the 
Puncke his Mufe has fore labour ere the whoore bee 
deliuered: the poore faffron-chceke Sun-burnt Gipfie 
wantes Phificke ; giue the hungrie-face pudding-pye- 
eater ten Pilles : ten Mlings my faire Angelica, tlieyl 
make his Mufe as yare as a tumbler. 

Blu, He kiall not want for money if hcele write. 

Tuc. Goe by leronimo, goe by ; and heere, drop 
the ten kiillings into this Bafon \ doe, drop, when 
lacke ? hee lhail call me his Maecenas ; befides, He 
dam vp’s Ouen-mouth for rayling af s : So, ik right 
lacke? ik kerling? fall off now to the van ward of 
yonder foure Stinkers, and aske alowde if wee lhal 
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goe ? the Knight fliall defray lacke, the Knight when 
it comes to Summa iotailsy the Kiiyght^ the Knight. — 

Bill. Well Gentlemen, well leaue you, ihall we 
goe Captaine ? good Horrace make fome haft. 

Hor. He put on wings. 

Afm. I never fa we mine Ingle fo clallit in my life 
before. 

Crif. Yes once Afinius. 

Afi. Mas you fay true, hee was dafht worfe once 
going (in a rainy day) with a fpeccli to ’th Tilt-yard, 
by Gods 1yd has call’d him names, a dog would not 
put vp, that had any difereation. 

Tuc. Holde, holde vp thy hand, I ha feene the 
day thou didtl not fcorne to holde vp thy golles ; 
theds a Souldiers Spur-royall, tweliie pence : Stay, 
becaufe I know thou canll not wite without quick- 
filuer : vp agen, this goll agen, I giue thee double 
preffe-money : Stay, becaufe I know thou haft a noble 
head, ile deuide my Crowne, 6 royall Porrex, ther’s a 
teflon more ; goe, thou and thy Mufe munch, doe, 
munch ; come my deare Mandrake, if Skeldring fall 
not to decay, thou flialt florifli : farewell my fweet 
Amadis de Gaule, farewell 

If or. Deare Captaine. 

Thc. Come lacke. 

Bern. Nay Captaine flay, we are of your band. 

Tuc. March faire then : 

Cri. Horace farewell, adue Afmius. Exeunt. 

Afi. Ningle lets goe to fome Tauerne, and dine 
together, for my flomache rifes at this feuruy leather 
Captaine. 

Hor. No, they haue choakt me mth mine owne 
difgrace, 

Which (fooles) ile fpit againe euen in your face. Exeunt, 

Enter Sir Quintilian Shorthofe, Sir Adam, Sir Vaug- 
liam, Mineuer with feruingmen. 

Sir quinti. Knaues, Varlets, what Lungis, giue me 
a dozen of flooles there. 
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Sir Van. Sefu pleffe vs all in our fine fences a 
peece, what meane yce fir Khitiliaii Sortliofe to 
Hand fo mncli on a dozen llooles, heere be not 
preaches iniilfe to hyde a dozen ilooleSj vnleffe you 
mffe fome of vs preake his finnes. 

Sir quin. 1 fay fir Vaiiglmn no ihinne lhal be 
broken hcer, what lungis, a chayre with a fl rouge 
backe, and a foft bellie, great with childe, with a 
culliion for this reuerend Lady. 

Mineu. God neiier gaiie me the grace to be a 
Lady, yet I ha beene worlhipt in my confcience to 
my face a thoufand times, I cannot denye fir Yaiighan, 
but that I haiie all implements, belonging to the 
vocation of a Lady. 

Sir Vaughan, I triifl midris Mincuer you haue all 
a honed oman fluid haue ? 

Min. Yes perdie, as my Coach, and my Ian, and 
a man or two that ferue my tiirne, and other things 
which Ide bee loath eucry one fhonld fee, becaufe 
they dial not be common, I am in manner of a Lady 
in one point 

Sir Fang. I jiray midris Miiiciicrs, let vs all fee 
that point for our better vnderdamling. 

Mi. For I ha fome thinges that were fetcht (I 
am fure) as faire as fome of die Low Countries, and 
I payde fweetly for them too, and they tolde me they 
were good for Ladies. 

Sir qui. And much good do’t thy good heart 
faire widdow them. 

Min. I am fayre enough to bee a Widdow, Sir 
Quintilian. 

Sir Vang. In my foule and confcience, and well 
fauoured enough to be a Lady : heere is fir Kinlilian 
Sortliofe, and heere is fir Adam Frickdiad, a feiitlc- 
man of a very good brainc, and well headed ; you fee 
he diootes his bolt fildome, but when Adam lets goc, 
he hits : and heere is fir Vaughan ap Rees, and I 
beieeue if God fud take vs all from his mercy, as I 
hope hee will not yet 3 we all three loue you, at the 
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bottome of our belly csj and our hearts : and therefore 
miflris Mineuer, if you pleafe, you fliall be knighted by 
one of vs, whom you fall defire to put into your 
deuice and minde. 

Min. One 1 mud haue fir Yaughan. 

Sir quin. And one of vs thou lhall haue widdow. 

Min. One I mufl haue, for now eueiy one feckcs 
to crow ouer me. 

Sir Vang. By Sefu and if I finde any crowing 
ouer you, k he were a cocke (come out as farre as in 
Turkeys country) tis poffible to cut his combe oil 

Min. I mufe why fir Adam Prickfhaft llyes fo 
farre from vs. 

Sir Adam. I am in a browne fludy, my deare, if 
loue fhould bee turned into a bead, what bead hee 
were fit to bee turned into. 

Sir gidnti. I thinke Sir Adam an Affe, becaufe of 
his bearing. 

Min. I thinke (failing your reiiercnce) Sir Adam 
a puppy, for a dog is the mod louing creature to a 
chridian that is, vnles it be a childe. 

Sir Ad. No, 1 thinke if loue diould bee turn’d 
away, and goe to feme any bead, it mud bee an Ape, 
and my reafon 

Sir Vatig. Sir Adam, an Ape? ther’s no more 
reafon in an Ape, than in a very plaine Monkey ; for 
an Ape has no tayle, but we all know, or tis our duty 
to know, loue has two tailes ; In my fudfment, if 
loue be a bead, that bead is a bunce of Reddis ; for 
a bunce of Reddis is wife meate without Mutton, and 
fo is loue. 

Mi. Ther’s the yawning Captainc (failing your 
reuereuce that has fuch a fore mouth) would one day 
needes perfwade me, that loue was a Rebato ; and 
his reafon was (fauing your reuerence) that a Rebato 
was worne out with pinning too often j and fo he 
faid loue was. 

Sir Vang. And Mader Captainc Tiicca fayd 
wifely too, loue is a Rebato indeede : a Rebato mud 
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be poaked ; now many women wcarc Rebatocs, and 
many that wearc Rebatoes — — 

Sir Adam, Miifl be poakt. 

Sir Van, Sir Adam Prickfiiafl has hit the cloiitc. 

jMiiJicke, 

Sir qul The Muficke fpeakes to vs, we’ll haue a 
daunce before dinner. 

Enter Sir Walter Terrill, Ca3lefline, Elnnt, Crifpiniis, 
a?id Demetrius, eiiery one with a Lady, 

All The King’s at hand. 

Ter, Father the King’s at hand. 

Muficke talke lowder, that thy filucr voice, 

May reach my Soueraignes eares. 

Sir Vang. I pray doe fo, Mufiiions beRir your 
fingers, tliat you may haue vs all by the eares. 

Sir quin. His Grace comes, a Hall varlets, wlicre 
be my men ? blow, blow your ('oUlc 'rriim]>ets till 
they fweate ; tickle them till they found agon. 

Blim. BcR goe mectc his Grace. 

All Agreed. 

Sir Vang. Pray all Rand bare, as well men as 
women : Sir Adam is beR you hide your head for fearc 
your wife braines take key-cold e : on afore Sir Kinti- 
lian j Seiitlemen fall in before the Ladyes, in feemely 
order and fafliion ; fo this is comely e. 

Enter Trumpets founding, they goe to the doore, and 
meefe the King and his Traine, and whil/i the 
Trumpets found the King is wckonld, kiffes the 
Bride, and ho?iors the Bridegroome in dimihe Jheut, 
King. Nay if your pleafures Ririnke at fight of vs, 
We fliall repent this labour, MiRris Bride 
You that for fpeaking but one word to day, 

MuR loofe your head at night ; you that doe Rand 
Taking your laR leaue of virginity ; 

You that being well begun, muR not be Maidc ; 

Winne you the Ladies, I the men will wooe, 

Our felfe will leade my bluRiing Bride with you. 
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Sir Vaughan. God bleffe your Maicfly, and lend 
you to be a long .King William Kufiis oiicr vs, when 
lie fees his times & pleafures. 

King. Wee thanke you good Sir Vaughan, wee 
will lake your meaning not your words.. 

Sir quhii. Lowxie Muficke there. 

Sir Van. 1 am glad your Maiefly will take any 
thing at my hands ; my words I triifL in Sefii, are 
fpoken betweene my foule and body together, and 
haue neither Felonies nor treafons about them, I 
hope. 

Kmg. Good words, Sir Vaughan, I prethee give 
vs leaue. 

Vang. Good words fir Vaughan % thats by interpreta- 
tion in englifli, you’rbeflgiiie good words fir Vaughan : 
god and his Anfells bleffe me, what ayles his maieflye 
to be fo tedious and difficult in his right mind es now, I 
holde my life that file rafcall-rymer Horace hatli piizd 
and puzd aboue a hundred merie talcs and lyce, into 
his great and princely cares : by god and he vfe it, his 
being Pheebus priefl cannot faue him, if hee were his 
Sapline too ide preafe vpon his coxcomb : good lord 
bleffe me out of his maiefdes celler : King Williams, I 
hope tis none offences to make a fupplication to god 
a mightie for your long life : for by Ihefii I haue no 
meaning in’t in all the world, vnles rafcalls be here 
that will haue your grace take flialke for fliees, and 
vnieffe Horace has fent lyce to 3 'Oiir maiedy. 

King. Horace, what’s he fir Vaughan? 

Vaiigh. As hard-faiiourd a fellow as your maieflie 
has feene in a fommers day : he docs pen, an’t pleafe 
your grace, toyes that will not pleafe your grace : tis 
a Poet, we call them Bardes in our Countrie, iinges 
ballads and rymes, and I was mightie fcalous, that his 
Inke which is blacke and full of gall, had broiiglit my 
name to your maieflie, and fo lifted vp your hyc and 
princely colier. 

King I neither know that Horace, nor mine anger, 
If as lliou faill our high and princely choller 
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Be vp, wee'l tread it downe with daunccs ; I.atlics 
Loofe not your men ; faire mcafurcs nuifl be tread, 
When by fo faire a dauncer you are lead. 

Vaugli. Millris Miniuer : 

Mill. Perdie fir Vaughn n 1 cannot danncc, 

Vaugli. Perdie by this ]\fiiiiuer cap])e, and acord- 
ing to his mafeflies leauc too, you fall be put in 
among theife Ladies, & daiincc ere long I treil m 
god, the faking of the feetes. 

They dmince a flrami\ and whiljl the others hec^c on, 
the King and Cclejlinc Jiay. 

Kin. That turne faire Bride fliews you mull lurne 
at night, 

In that fweet daunce which flcalcs away delight. 

Cieh Then pleafiire is a tliiefe, a, fit, a feauer : 

Kin, True, hc^s the thiefe, but women the receiucr. 

Another change; they fall in, the ref goe on. 

Kin. This change fweet Maide, faies you mud 
change your life, 

As Virgins doe. 

Ccd. Virgins nere change their life, 

She that is wiu’d a maide, is Maide and wife. 

Kin. But die that dyes a Maide 
CmL Thrice happy then. 

Kin. Leades Apes in hell 
Ccd. Better leade Apes then men. 

At this third change they end^ and Jhc mcetes the King. 
Kin, Well met. 

Cizi. Tis ouertaken. 

Kin. Why faire fweet ? 

Ceel. Women are ouertaken when they meete ; 
King. Your bloud fpeakes like a coward. 

Ceel. It were good, 

If euery Maiden blufh, had fuch a bloud. 

Kin, A coward bloud, why whom fliould maidens 
feare ? 
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Cm. Men, were Maides cowards, they^d not come 
fo nere, 

My Lord the Meafure’s done, I pleade my duetie. 

Kin. Oiieiie my heart takes meafiire of thy beaiitic- 
Sir gidn. Now by my hofe I fweare, that^s no deepe 
oath, 

This was a line fweet earth-quake gentlie moon’d, 

By the foft winde of whifpring Silkes : come Ladies, 
Whofe ioynts are made out of the dauncing Orbes, 
Come, follow me, walke a colde meafure now ; 

In the Brides Chamber; your hot beautie’s melt, 
Take euerie one her fan, giue them their places, 

And waue the Northerne winde vpon your faces. 

Celejime and all the Ladyes doing ohcyfance to the 
King who onely kijfcs her, Exeunt^ Shortdwje 
manning them, the Gallants Jiand aloof c. 

Kin. Sir Walter Terrill. 

Ter. My confirmed Leige. 

Ki. Beautie out of her bountie, thee hath lent 
More then her owne with liberall extent 
Ter. What meanes my I.ord ? 

Kin. Thy Bride, thy choice, thy wife, 

She that is now thy fadom, thy new world, 

That brings thee people, and makes little fubie<fls ; 
Kneele at thy feete, obay in euerie thing. 

So euerie Father is a priuate King. 

Ter. My Lord, lier beauty is the poorefl part, 
Chieflie her vertues did endowe my heart 
Kin. Doe not back-bite her beauties, they all 
fhine, 

Brighter on thee, becaufe the beames are thine, 

To thee more faire, to others her two lips 
Shew like a parted Moone in thine Eclipfe ; 

That glaunce, which loners mongfl themfelues deuife, 
Walkes as inuifible to others eies : 

Giue me thine eare. 

Ter. What meanes the King f 
Bern. Tis a quaint flraine. 

p 
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Ter, My Lord. 

Thou darll not Wat. 

Ter, She is too courfe an obied for the Court. 
Kin, Thou darfl not Wat : let to night be to 
morrow, 

Ter, For fhee’s not yet mine ownc. 

Rin, Thou darfl not Wat ? 

Ter, My Lord I dare, but 

Kmg. But I fee thou darfl not. 

Ter, This night. 

Kmg, Yea, this night, tufli thy minde repaires not, 
The more thou talk'fl of night, the more thou darfl 
not ; 

Thus farre I tend, I wod but turne this fpheare, 

Of Ladies eyes, and place it in the Court, 

Where thy faire Bride fliould for the Zodiackc Mne, 
And euery Lady elfe fit for a figne. 

But all thy thoughts are yellow, thy fwcet bloud 
Rebels, th'art iealous Wat ; thus with proude reuels 
To emmulate the masking firmament, 

Where Starres dance in the filuer liali of heaiien, 

Thy pleafure fliould be feafoued, and thy bed 
Relish thy Bride, But, but thou darfl not Wat 
Ter, My Loord I dare. 

Kin, Speake that agen. 

Ter, I dare. 

King, Agen kinde Wat, and then I know thou 
darft 

Ter, I dare and will by that ioynt holy oath, 
Which file and I fwore to the booke of hcauen. 

This very day when the furueying Sunne, 

Riz like a witnes to her faith and mine, 

By all the loyalty that fubiedls owe 
To Maiefly, by that, by this, by both, 

I fweare to make a double guarded oath, 

This night vntainted by the touch of man, 

She fiiall a Virgin come. 

Kin, To Court? 'Ter, To Court 
I know I tooke a woman to my wife, 
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And I know women to be earthly Moones, 

That neuer fliine till night, I know they change 
Their Orbes (their husbands) and in fickiOi hearts, 
Steale to their fweete Endimions, to be cur d 
With better Phificke, tweeter dyet drinkes, 

Then home can minifler : all this I know 
Yet know not all, but giue me leaue O King, 

To boail of mine, and faie that I know none ; 

I haue a woman but not fuch a one. 

Km. Why, file's confirmed in thee ; I now ap- 
prooue her, 

If conflant in thy thoughts who then can mooue her ? 
Enter Sir Quintilian. 

Sir quL Wilt pleafe your Highnes take your place 
within, 

The Ladies attend the Table. 

Kifu I goe good Knight ; Wat thy oath. 

Ter. My Lord, 

My oath’s my honour, my honour is my life, 

My oath is conflant, fo I hope my wife. Exeunt 


Enter Horace in his trzie aftyre, Afmius hearing his 
Cloake. 

Afi. If you flye out Ningle, heer's your Cloake ; I 
thinke it raines too. 

Eo. Hide my llioulders in’t 

Ap. Troth fo th’adfl neede, for now thou art in 
thy Pee and Kue ; thou hafl fuch a vilianous broad 
backe, that I warrant th’art able to beare away any 
mans iefles in England. 

Eer. It’s well Sir, I ha flrength to beare yours mee 
thinkes ; fore God you are growne a piece of a Critifl, 
fince you fell into my hands : ah little roague, your 
wit has pickt vp her criims prettie and well 

AH. Yes faith, I linde my wit a the mending hand 
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Ningle ; troth I doe not ihinkc hut to procecdc Poet- 
after next Commencement, if f bane my grace per- 
fedllie : euerie one that confer with me now, flop their 
iiofe in meniment, and fweare 1 fmell fomewhat of 
Horace ; one calles me Ploraces Ape, another Horaces 
Beagle, and fuch Poeticall names it paffes. I was but 
at Barbers laft day, and when he was rcncing my face, 
did but crie out, fellow thou makft me Conniue too 
long, & fayes he fayes hyee, Mafter Afinins Bubo, you 
haue eene Horaces wordes as right as if he had fpit 
them into your mouth. 

Hon Well, away deare Afmius, deliuer this letter 
to the young Gallant Drufo^ he that fell fo ftrongly in 
loue with mee yefternight. 

Afin. It’s a fweetc Muske-cod, a pure fpic’d-gull ; 
by this feather I pittie his Ifigcnuitks ; but hail writ 
all this fmee Ningle % I know thou haft a good run- 
ning head and thou lifteft. 

Hor, Foh come, your great belly’d wit muft long 
for euery thing too \ why you /iWv, I haue a fet of 
letters readie ftarcht to my hands, which to any frefli 
fuited gallant, that but newlic enters his name into 
my rowle, 1 fend the next morning, ere his ten a 
clocke dreame has rize from him, onelie with clapping 
my hand to’t, that my Nouice flmll ftart, ho and his 
haire ftand an end, when hee fees the fodaine ilalli of 
my writing : what you prettie Diminitiiie roague, we 
muft haue falfe tiers to amaze thefe fpanglc babies, 
thefe true heires of Ma. Juftice Shallow. 

Afi, I wod alwaies haue thee fauce a foole thus. 

Hot, Away, and, flay : here be F^pigrams vpon 
Tucca, divulge thefe among the gallants ; as for 
Crifpinus, that Crifpin-affe and Fannins his Play- 
dreffer ; who (to make the Mufes beleeue, their fub- 
iefts eares were ftaru’d, and that there was a dearth of 
Poefie) cut an Innocent Moore i’th middle, to ferue 
him in twice ; & when he had done, made Poules- 
worke of it, as for thefe Twynnes, thefe FocPapsi 
Their Mimicke trickes fliall ferue 
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With mirth to feafl our Mufe, whilfl their owne flame. 

Afm. Well Ningle He trudge, but where’s the 
Randeuow ? 

Hor, Well thought off, marie at Sir Vaughans 
lodging the Welfla knight, I haue compofd a loue- 
letter for the gallants worfliip, to his Rofamond : the 
fecond, Miflris Miniuer, becaufe fhe does not thinke 
fo foundly of his lame Englifh as he could wifh ; I 
ha gull’d his Knight-fhip heere to his face, yet haue 
given charge to his wincking vnderflanding not to per- 
ceiue it : nay Gods fo, away deare Bubo. 

AJI, I am gone. 

Hok The Mufes birdes the Bees were hiu’d and 
fled, 

Vs in our cradle, thereby prophecpng ; 

That we to learned eares ^lonld fweetly Jlng, 

But to the vttlger and adulterate hraine^ 

Should loath to pro flit ute our Virgin Jlraine* 

No, our fliarpe pen fliall keep the world in awe, 
Horace thy Poefie, wormwood wreathes fhall weare, 
We hunt not for mens loues but for their feare. Exit 

Enter Sir Adam and Miniuer. 

Min. O Sir Adam Prickfhaft, you are a the bow 
hand wide, a long yard I affure you : and as for 
Suitors, truelie they all goe downe with me, they haue 
all one flat anfwere. 

Sir Adam. All Widdow 1 not all, let Sir Adam bee 
your firfl man fliiL 

Enter Sir Quintilian. 

Sir quin. Widdow, art flolne from Table 1 I Sir 
Adam, 

Are you my riuall 1 well, flye faire y’ are befl. \ 

The King’s exceeding merrie at the banquet, 

He makes the Bride blufli with his merrie words 
That mn into her eares ; ah he’s a wanton, 

Yet I dare trufl her, had he twentie tongues, 

And euerie tongue a Stile of Maieflie. 
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Now Widdow, let me tell thee in thine care^ 

I loue thee Widdow, by this ring ; nay w'carc it. 

Mineu. lie come in no rings parclie, lie take no 
golde. 

Sir Ada. Harke in thine care, take mCj I am no 
golde. 

Enter Sir Vaughan and Peter IHaih. 

Sir Van. Matter Peter Flaili, I will grope about 
Sir Quintilian, for his terminatioUvS touching and con- 
tidering you. 

FlaJIi. I thanke your Wortlhp, for C haiie as good 
a tlomacke to your VVortliip as a man could whh. 

Sir VenL 1 hope in God a imghtie, 1 Ihall fill your 
tlomack Matter Peter : What two v])on one Son tie- 
men ; Miftris Miniuer, much good d(;o \ you Sir 
Adam. 

Sir quin. Sir Vaughan, have you din’d well Sir 
Vaughan 1 

Sir Van. As good feerc as would make any him- 
gric man (and a were in the vildl prifon in the world) 
eate and hee had anie ilomackc : One word Sir 
Quintilian in hugger mugger; heere is a Sentleman 
of yours, Matter Peter Flalh, is tefirous to hauc his 
blew coate pul’d oticr his cares ; and .... 

No, Sir, my petition runs thus, that your 
worfihppe would thrutt me out of doorcs, and that 1 
may follow Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Van. I can tell you Maftcr Flafli, and you 
follow mee I goe verie fafl, I thinke^in my coufcicnce, 
I am one of the lightcfl knights in Ihigland. 

^ FiaJIk It’s no matter Sir, the Flalhcs haue eiier 
bin laiowne to be quicke and light enough. 

Sir gum. Sir Vaughan, he dial follow you, he tliall 
dog you good Sir Vaughan, 

E?iUr Horace walking. 

Sir Vau. Why then Peter I will fet my foure 
markes a yearc, and a blew coatc vpon you. 
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Fla, Godamercy to your worfliip, I hope you fliall 
neuer repent for me. 

Sir Van. You beare the face of an honefl man, 
for you biufli paffing well Peter, I will quench the 
flame out of your name, and you fhall he chxiflned 
Peter Salamander. 

Peter FlaJIi. The name ’s too good for me, I 
thanke your worfliip. 

Sir Van. Are you come Mafler Horace, you fent 
mee the Coppie of your letters countenance, and I 
did write and read it ; your wittes truelie haue done 
verie valliantlie : tis a good inditements, you haue 
put in enough for her ha you not ? 

Mor, According to my inflructions. 

Sir Van. Tis paffing well, I pray Mafler Horace 
walke a little befide your felfe, I will turne vpon you 
incontinent. 

Sir quin. What Gentleman is this in the Man- 
dilian, a foldyer ? 

Sir Van. No, tho he has a very bad face for a 
fouldier, yet he has as defperate a wit as euer any 
Schoiler went to cufles for ; tis a Sentleman Poet, he 
has made rimes called Thalamimums, for M. Pride- 
groome, on vrd widdow. 

Sir qui. Is this he ? welcome Sir, your name % 
pray you walke not fo flatelie, but be acquainted with 
me boldiie ; your name Sir ? 

Hor. Quintus, Horacius, Flaccus. 

Sir Qumt Good Mafler Flappus welcomCt 

He waltzes vp and dow7ie. 

Sir Vau. Miflris Miniuer, one vrde in your corner 
heere ; I defire you to breake my armes heere, and 
read this Paper, you fliall feele my mindes and affec- 
tions in it, at full and at large. 

Mini. He receiue no Loue libels perdy, but by 
word a mouth. 

Sir Vaugha7i. By Sefii tis no libell, for heere is 
my hand to it 
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MinL He ha no hand in it Sir Vauglian, He not 
deale with you. 

Sir Vail, Why then widdow, He tell you by word 
a mouth ray deuices. 

Mi. Your deuices come not neerc my moiitli Sir 
Vaughan perdy, I was vpon a time in the way to 
marriage, but now I am turn'd a tothcr fide, i ha 
fworne to leade a fingle and fimple life. 

Sir Adam. She has anfwer’d you Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Van. Tis true, but at wrong weapons Sir 
Adam ; will you be an Affe Miflris Miniuers ? 

Min. If I be you fhall not ride me. 

Sir Vang. A fimple life ! by Sefu tis the life of a 
foole, a fimple life ! 

Sir qui. How now Sir Vaughan ? 

Sir Vaugli. My braincs has a little fine quawine 
come vnder it, and therefore Sir Adam, and Sir Quin- 
tilian, and miflris Miniuer caps (lod bo'y. 

All. Good Sir Vaughan, 

Sir Vangh. Mafler Horace, your inuentions doe 
her no good in the Vniuerfalities ; yet heerc is two 
diillings for your wittes ; nay by Sefu you ihall take it 
if ’t were more : yonder bald Adams, is put my nofe 
from his ioynt ; but Adam I will be euen to you : 
this is my cogitations, 1 will indite the ladies & 
Miniuer caps to a dinner of Plumbes, and I fliall 
defire you' M. Horace, to fpeake or raile; you can 
raile I hope in God a mighty. 

Hor. You meane to fpeake bilterlie : 

Sir Vaughan, llight, to fpitte bitterlie vpon bald- 
nes, or the thinnes of Iiairc; you fall cate downe 
Plumbes to fweeten your mouth, and heere is a good 
Anfell to defend you : Peter Salamander follow me. 

FlaJJi. With hue and cric and you will Sir. 

Sir Van. Come M. Horace, I will goe juill out 
the Ladies. 

Ho. And lie fet out my wits, Baldues the Hieame ? 
My words fhall (low hye in a fiiver aieame. Exrmit 
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£nter Tiicca hrnjlimg off the crmnbes. 

Tuc. Wlier ’s my moft coflly and fumptuous Short- 
hofe ? 

Sir Quint Is the Kin^ rifen from table Captaine 
Tucca % 

Tiic. How ? rifen ? no my noble Quintilian, kings 
are greater men then we Knights and Caualiiers, and 
therefore mull eate more then leffer perfons ; God- 
amercy good Diues for thefe cnimmes : how now ? 
has not Frier Tucke din’d yet ? he falles fo hard to 
that Oyfter-pye yonder. 

Sir quin. Oyller-pye Captaine % ha, ha, he loues 
her, and I lone her and feare both fliall goe without her. 

Tuc. DofL loue her, my fin eft and firft part of the 
Mirrour of Knighthood ? hange her fhe lookes like 
a bottle of ale, when the corke flyes out and the Ale 
femes at mouth, fhee lookes my good button-breech 
like the figne of Capriedrne, or like Tiborne when it 
is couer’d with fnow. 

Sir quin. All ’s one for that, (lie has a vizard in a 
bagge, will make her looke like an Angell ; I wod I 
had her, vpon condition, I gaue thee this chaine 
manlie Tucca. 

^ Tuc. I ? faifl thou fo Friskin ? I haue her ath 
hip for fome caufes, I can found her, file 11 come at 
my becke. 

Sir quin. Wod I could found her too Noble com- 
maunder. 

Tuc. Thou fiialt doo’t; that Lady ath Lake is 
thine Sir Triftram, lend mee thy chaine, doc, lend it, 
lie make her take it as a token, He lincke her vnto 
thee ; and thou fiialt weare hergloue in thy Worfiiip- 
full hatte like to a leather brooch ; Nay and thou 
miftrufts thy coder, be tyed in 1 ftilL 

Sir quin. Miftruft Captaine 1 no, heere tis, giue it 
her if fiie 11 take it, or weare it thy feife if fliee 11 take 
mee, He watch him well enough too. 

Tuc. No more, He fiioote away yonder Prickfiiaft, 
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and then belabour her, and flyc you after yonder 
Cucko : dofl hecre me my noble Golchfinch ? 

Sir qtd. No more. 

Tuc. How dofl thou my fmug Belimperia ? how 
dofl thou ? hands off my little bald Derrieke, hands 
off : harke hether Sufanna, beware a thefc two wicked 
Elders, fliall I fpeake well or ill of thee ? 

Min. Nay, eene as you pleafe Captaine, it flial be 
at your choice. 

Tuc. Why well faid, my nimble Short-hofe. 

Sir qtnn. I hcare her, I heare her. 

Tuc. Art angry father time ? art angrie becaufe I 
tooke mother-Winter afide? He holdc my life thou 
art flrucke mih Cupids Birde-bolt, my little prick- 
fliaft, art ? dofl loue that mother Muml)le-criill, doll 
thou ? dofl long for that whinvwham ? 

Sir Ada. Wod I were as furc to lye with her, as 
to loue her. 

Tuc, Haue I found thee my learned Dunce, hatic 
I found thee? If I might ha my wil, tliou ‘fliouldfl 
not put thy fpoone into that binnl)led)rolh (forindeede 
Ide tafle her my felfc) no thou fliouldll not ; yet if 
her faeautie blincle thee, flic's thine, 1 can doo’t, thou 
heardfl her fay eene now, it lliould bee at my choice. 

Sir Ada, She did fo, worke the match and He 
beflow — 

Tuc. Not a filke point vpon mee, little Adam fhee 
lhall be thy Eeue, for leffe then an Apple ; but fend, 
bee wife, fend her feme token, fliee's greedie, fliee 
fhall take it, doe, fend, thou . limit flicke in her 
(Prickefhaft) but fend. 

Sir Adam. Heer’s a purfe of golde, thinke you 
that wil be accepted ? 

Tuc. Goe to, it fliall bee accepted, and twere but 
filuer, when that Flea-bitten Short-hofc fleppes hence : 
vanifh too, and let mee alone with my Grannam in 
Gutter-Lane there, and this purfe of golde doe, let me 
alone. 
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Sir quifu The King, gods Lord, I doe forget the 
King; 

Widdow, thinkc on my wordes, I raufl be gone 
To waite his rifing, He returne anone. 

Sir Ad. Stay Sir Quintilian, He be a waiter too. 

Sir quint Widdow wee’ll traft that Captaine there 
with you. Exeunt. 

Tiic. Now, now, mother Bunch how dofl thou ? 
what dofl frowne Queene Gwyniiier ? dofl wrinckle ? 
what made thefe paire of Shittle-cockes heere ? what 
doe they fumble for ? He ha none of thefe Kites 
fluttering about thy carkas, for thou flialt bee my 
Weft Indyes, and none but trim Tucca fliall difeouer 
thee. 

Min. Difeouer me ? difeouer what thou canfl of 
me. 

Tuc . What I can ?- thou knowft what I can dif- 
eouer, but I will not lay thee open to the world. 

Min. Lay me open to the world 1 

Tuc. No I will not my moldie decay’d Charing- 
croffe, I will not 

ML Hang thee patch-pannell, I am none a thy 
Charing-croffe : I fcorne to be Croffe to fuch a fcab as 
thou makft thy felfe. 

Tuc. No, tis thou makft me fo, my Long Meg a 
Weftminfter, thou breedft a fcab, thou — 

Min. I ? dam thee filthie Captaine, dam thy felfe. 

Tuc. My little deuill a Dow-gate, He dam thee, 
thou knowft my meaning) He dam thee vp ; my wide 
mouth at Bifhops-gate. 

Mm. Wod I might once come to that damming. 

Tuc. Why thou fhalt, my fweet dame Annis a 
cleere thou flialt, for He drowne my felfe in thee; 1, 
for thy loue, He fmke, I, for thee. 

Min. So thou wilt I warrant, in thy abhominable 
finnes ; Lord, Lord, howe many filthy words haft thou 
to anfwere for. 

Tuc. Name one Madge-owlet, name one, He an- 
fwer for none ; my words fliall be foorth comming at 
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all times, & Hiall anfwer for them felucs ; my nimble 
Cat-a-mountaine : they fliall SiOe Bum-trinckct, for lie 
giiie thee none but Sugcr-cantlic words, 1 will not 
Puffe : goody Tripe-wife, I will not. 

Mbu Why doll call mee fuch horrible vngodlic 
names then ? 

Ttic. He name thee no more Mother Red-caj) vpon 
paine of death, if thou wilt Grimalkin, Maggot-a* 
pye I will not. 

Mbu Wod thou shouldfl wel know, I am no Mag- 
got, but a meere Gentlewoman borne. 

Til. I know thou art a Gentle, and He nibble at 
thee, thou llialt be my Cap-a-maintenance, & He 
Carrie my naked fword before thee, my reuerend Ladie 
Lettice-cap. 

ML Thou flialt carry no naked fwords before me 
to fright me, thou — 

Ttic. Go too, let not thy tongue play fo hard at 
hot-cockles ; for, Gammer Giirton, I meanc to bee thy 
needle, I loue thee, I loue thee, becaiife thy teeth 
Hand like the Arches vncler London Britlge, for thouh 
not turne Satyre & bile thy husband ; N o, come my 
Cub, doe not fcorne mee becaiife I goo in Stag, in 
Buffe, heeds veluet too ; thou feell I am worth thus 
much in bare veluet 

Min. I fcorne thee not, not 1. 

Tuc. I know thou doll not, thou fliat fee that I 
could march with two or three hundred linkes before 
me, looke here, what? I could Ihew golde too, it 
that would tempt thee, but I would not make my felfe 
a Gold-fmithes Hall T ; I fcorne to goc chain’d my 
Ladie ath Plofpitall, I doe ; yet 1 will and muH bee 
chain’d to thee. 

Min. To mee ? why MaHer Captaine, you know 
that I haiie my choife of three or foure payre of 
Knights, and therefore haue fmall reafon to flye out I 
know not how in a man of war, 

Tuc. ^ A man a warre % come thou knowH not what 
a worlliipfull focation Us to be a Captaines wife ; 
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three or fonre payre of Knights ? why doll heare 
loane-a-becllam, He enter into bond to 1)0 diibM by 
what day thou wilt, when the next adlion is layde 
vpon me, thou llialt be Ladified. 

Afi/i, You know I am offered that by halfe a 
dozen. 

Ti^c, Thou shalt little Miniuer, thou dialt, He ha 
this frocke turn’d into a foote-cloth : and thou dialt 
be carted drawn e I meane, Coacht, Coacht, thou 
shalt ryde ligga-Iogge ; a Hood shall flap vp and 
downe heere, and this shipskin-cap shall be put off. 

Mmz. Nay perdie, He put off my cap for no mans 
pleafure. 

Tzu, Wut thou be proude little Lucifer? well, 
thou shalt goe how then thou wilt Maide-marian ; 
come buffe thy little Anthony now, now, my clean e 
Cleopatria ; fo, fo, goe thy waies Alexis fecrets, th’all a 
breath as fweet as the Rofe, that growes by the Beare- 
garden, as fweete as the proud’fl head a Garlicke in 
England : come, wut march in, to the Gentle folkes ? 

Afmi Nay tmlie Captaine you shall be my 
leader. 

Tuc. I fay Mary Ambree, thou shalt march for- 
mofl, 

Becaufe He marke how broad th’art in the heeles* 

Jkmi Perdie, I will be fet ath lall for this time. 

Tuc, Why then come, well walke arme in arme, 

As tho we were leading one another to Newgate, 

JEnfer Blunt, Crifpinus, Demetrius, with ^papers, 
laughing, 

CrL Mine’s of a fashion, cut out quite from yours. 

Dm. Mine has the sharpefl tooth, yonder he is, 

Blu. Captaine Tucca. All hold vp papers. 

Tuc. How now % I cannot ftand to read fupplica- 
tions now. 

Crif. They’re bitter Epigrams compof’d on you 
By Horace. 
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Bern, And difpcrfl amongfl the gallants 
In feuerall coppies, by Alinius Ihibo. 

Ti^c. By that Hue Kelc ? read, read 

thou lacke. 

BIu, Tucca s ^rownc mm/irous, /una / rlc/^ ? tluit / 
fmre^ 

Mis to be feme for money cuery where. 

Tuc, Why true, shall not 1 get in my debts, nay 
and the roagiie write no better I care not, larcwell 
blacke lacke farewell. 

Cri, But Captaine heef s a nettle. 

Tuc. Sting me, doe. 

CrL Tuccds exceeding tall and yet not hye, 

Mefghts with skill, but does mojl vilye lye. 

Tuc. Right, for lieere I lye now, open, open, to 
make my aduerfarie come on ; ami then Sir, hecre 
am I in’s bofome : nay and this be the worll, I shal 
hug the poore honefl face-maker, He loue the little 
Atheifl, when he writes after my commeiuiation, an- 
other whip ? come yerke me. 

Mem. Tucca will bite, how f growne Sail r kail, 

No, he bites tables, for he f cedes on all. 

Tuc. The whorefon clouen-foote deuill in mans 
apparell lyes, 

There flood aboue forty dishes before me to day, 

That I nere toucht, bccaufe they were empty. 

Min. I am mtnes young Gentlemen to that. 

Tuc. Farewell flinckers, 1 find thy meaning 
Screech-owle, I doe, tho I flop my nofe : and Sirra 
Poet, well haue thee vntmfl for this ; come, mother 
Mum-pudding, come. Exmnt 

Trumpets found a florijh, and then a fmnate : Enter 
King with Crelehine, Sir Walter I'crrill, Sir 
Quintilian, Sir Adam, Blunt and other Ladies and 
attendants', whiljl the Tmmpets found the King 
takes his Icaue of the Bridergroome, and Sir Quin- 
tilian, and lafl of the Bride. 

Kin. My fong in ])arting doth this burden bcare 
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A kiffe the Ditty, and I fet it heere. 

Your lips are well in tune, flrung with delight, 

By this faire Bride remember foone at night ; 

Sir Waiter. 

Ter. My Leige Lord, we all attend. 

The time and place. 

Kin. Till then my leaue commend. 

They hrmg him to the doore : Enter at another doore 
Sir Vaughan. 

Sir VatL Ladies, I am to put a rerie ealie fuite 
vpon you all, and to defire you to fill your little pellies 
at a dinner of plums behinde noone ; there be Buckets, 
and Marmilads, and Marchants, and other long white 
pliimmes that faine would kiffe your delicate and 
fweet lippes j I indite you all together, and you efpe- 
cially my Ladie Pride ; what doe you faie for your 
felles t for I indite you all. 

I thanke you good Sir Vaughan, I will come. 
Sir Vau, Say Sentlewomen will you fland to me 
too ? 

AIL Wee’ll fit with you fweet Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Vau. God a mightie pleffe your faces, and 
make your peauties laff, when wee are all dead and 
rotten : — you all will come. 

I Zady. Ail will come. 

Sir Vaug, Pray God that Horace bee in his right 
wittes to raile now. Exit. 

Crif. Come Ladie, you ffiall be my dauncing 
gueft. 

To treade the maze of muficke with the reft 
Eem. He lead you in. 

Dicach. A maze is like a doubt : 

Tis eafie to goe in, hard to get out 
Blmi. We follow clofe behinde. 

Philoca, That meafure’s bell. 

Now none markes vs, but we marke all the refl. 

Exetmt. 
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Exeunt all failing Sir Quintilian, CajlcfLinCj and Sir 
Walter I'crrill. 

Ten Father, and you iny llride ; lh;it name to day 
Wife comes not till to-morrow : but omitting 
This entcrchange of language ; let vs thinkc 
Vpon the King and night, and ca I our fjiirits 
To a true reckoning : Arfl to Anne our wiltes 
With complcat flecle of ludgenicnt, and our tongs 
With found artillery of Phrafes : then 
Our Bodies mull bee motions ; mooning firll 
What we fpeake : attervvards, our very knees 
Mufl humbly reerae to talke, and futc out fpcech ; 

For a true furniflit Cortyer hatli fiirh force, 

Though his tongue faints, his veiy legs difeourfe. 

Sir quin. Sonne Terrill, thou hall drawne his pic- 
ture right, 

For hce^s noe full-made Courtier, iK)r well Hrung, 

That hath not eiiery ioynl lliickc with a longue. 
Daughter, if l^adies fay, that is the Pride, tluiCs file, 
Gaze thou at none, for all will gaze at tliee. 

Qd. Then, 6 my father mull I g{ic ^ 0 my hus- 
band 

Shall I then goe ? 0 my feife, will I goe ? 

Sir quin. You mufl. 

Ter. You iliall. 

Ccel. I will, but giue me leaiie, 

To fay I may not, nor I ought not, fay not 
Still, I mufl goe, let me intreate I may not. 

Ter. You mufl and tliall, I made a deedc of gift, 
And gaue my oath vnto the King, I fworc 
By thy true conflancy. 

C(bL Then keep that word 
To fweare by, 0 let me be conflant flill 

Ter. What lhall I cancell faith, and breake my 
oath ? 

Ccel. If breaking conflancie, thou breakfl them 
both. 

Ter. Thy conflancie no ciiill can purfue. 
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CmL I may be conflaiit Hill, and yet not true. 

Ter, As how 

Cm, As thus, by violence detain'd, 

They may be conilant Hill, that are conflrain’d. 

Ter, Conflrain’d? that word weighs heavy, yet 
my oath 

Weighes downe that word ; the kinges thoughts are at 
oddes, 

They are not euen ballanft in his brefl ; 

The Kling may play the man with me ; nay more, 
Kings may vfurpe ; my wife’s a woman ; yet 
Tis more then I know yet, that know not her, 

If fhe fhould prooue mankinde, twere rare, fye, fye, 
See how I loofe my felfe, amongfl my thoughts, 
Thinking to finde my felfe ; my oath, my oath. 

Sir qimi, I fvveare another, let me fee, by what, 

By my long flocking, and my narrow skirtes, 

Not made to fit vpon, fhe fliall to Court. 

I haue a tricke, a charme, that fliall lay downe 
The fpirit of lull, and keep thee vndeflowred ; 

Thy husbands honor fau'd, and the hot King, 

Shall haue enough too. Come, a tricke, a charme. 

Exit, 

Cml, God keep thy honour fafe, my bloud from 
hamie. 

Ter, Come, my ficke-minded Bride, lie teach thee 
how, 

To relifh health a little : Tafle this thought, 

That when mine eyes feru'd loues commiOion, 

Vpon thy beauties I did feife on them, 

To a Kings vfe ; cure all thy griefe with this, 

That his great feale was grauen vpon this ring. 

And that I was but Steward to a King. Exeunt, 

A banquet fet out 'i Sir Vaughan, Horace, Afi- 
nius Bubo, Lady Petula, Dicache, Phiiocalia, Mif- 
iris Miniuer and Peter Flalh. 

Sir Vaugh, Ladies and Sentlemen, you are almoH 
all welcome, to this fweet nuncions pf Plums. 

Q 
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J)kach. Almiill all Sir Vaiij;h;ui ? wli)' lo which cif 
vs are you lo niggardly, that you cut her out but a pcicc 
of welcome. 

Sir Vaugh, My inter] )retat ions is that ahnoU all 
are welcome, becaufe 1 indited a hrac'c or two more 
that is not come, I am forrie my Lady Pride is not 
among you. 

Afr Slid, he makes hounds of vs Ningie, a brace 
quoth a % 

Sir Vaug. Peter Salamanders draw out the pic- 
tures of all the ioynt flooles, & Ladies fit downe vpon 
their wodden faces. 

Ma/i. I warrant Sir, lie giiic eueric one of them a 
good lloole. 

Sir Van, MaRer Houu’C, Maflcr Horace, when I 
pray to God, and defire in Inpot'rilnes tluit bald Sir 
Adams were heer, tlien, then, llien begin lo make your 
railes at the pouertie and beggcrly want of haire. 

Bon Leaiic it to my iiulgmcnl. 

Sir Van. M. Bubo fit there, you and 1 wil thinke 
vpon our' ends at the Tables: M. Horace, put your 
learned bodie into the mulll of thefe Ladies ] fo tis 
no matter to fjieake graces at nuncions, becaufc we are 
all paR grace fmee dinner. 

Afmi. Mas 1 thanke my deRinic I am not ])aR 
grace, for by this hand full of Carrawaies, I could neuer 
abitle to fay grace. 

Bica. MiRris Miniiicr, is not that innocent Gen- 
tleman a kinde of foole ? 

Min, Why doe you askc Madam 1 

Dicach, Nay for no harme, I aske becaufc I 
thought you two had been of ac(]uaintanc. 

Min, I thinke he^s within an Inch of a foole. 

Dicach, Madam Philocalia, you fit next that 
fpare Gentleman, wod you heard what MiRris Miniuer 
faies of you. 

Philo, Why what faies flic Madam Dicache. 

Dica, Nay nothing, but wiflies you were married 
to that fmall timberid gallant. 
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Fliilo. Your willi and mine are twinnes, I wifli fo 
too, for then I lliould be fure to lead a merrie life. 

Afini. Yes faith Ladie, Ide make you laugh, my 
bolts now and then fliould be foone fliot \ by thefe 
comfits, weed let all Aide. 

Feiu, He lakes the fweetefl oathes that euer I heard 
a gallant of his pitch fweare j by thefe Comfits, & thefe 
Carrawaies, I warrant it does him good to fweare. 

AfitL Yes faith tis meate and drinke to me. 

I am glad Ladie Petula (by this Apple) that they 
pleafe you. 

Sir Vau. Peter Salamanders wine, I befeech you . 
Mailer Afmius Bubo, not to fweare fo deeplie, for 
there comes no finite of your oathes ; heere Ladies, I 
put you all into one corners together, you lliall all 
drinke of one cup. 

Afi, Peter I prethee fill me out too. 

Flajli. Ide fling you out too and I might ha my 
will, a pox of all fooles. 

Sir Vau, Miflris Miniuers, pray bee luflie, wod 
Sir Adams Prickshaft flucke by you. 

Hor. Who, the balde Knight Sir Yaughan? 

Sir Vau, The fame M. Horace, he that has but a 
remnant or parcell of haire, his crown e is dipt and 
par'd away ; me thinkes tis an excellent quallitie to 
bee balde ; for and there flucke a nofe and two nyes 
in his pate, he might weare two faces vnder one hood. 

Afi, As God faue me la, if I might ha my will, Ide 
rather be a balde Gentleman then a hairy ; for I am fure 
the befl and tallefl Yeomen in England haue balde 
heads : me thinkes haire is a feuruie lowfie commodity. 

Mor, Bubo, herein you blaze your ignorance, 

^ Sir Vau, Pray flop and fill your mouthes, and 
giue M. Horace all your eares, 

Hor, For, if of all the bodies farts, the head 
Bethemofi royall: if difeourfe, wit, Judgement, 

And all our vnderfianding faculties, 

Sit there in their high Court of Farliamejit, 

EnaJiing lames to fway this humorous world : 

q 2 
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This Uifk He of Man : veedcs m/Ji that cro 7 cmt\ 
IVhichJhvids vpon this fiihrcame Iicad^ befaire^ 

And he/de inualnabk\ and that croivne^s the Ilaire : 

2 hc head that 7 jants this honour Jiands aiory^ 

Is bare in name and in anthority. 

Sir Van. He incanes baUle-patcs Miftris Miniuers. 
Ilor. Hairc, tis the roahe 7 tdiicli curious nature 
7 ueaucs, 

To hang vfon the head : and docs adornt\ 

Our bodies m the firjl houre 7 m are borne : 

God does bejio^a that garment : 7 tdicn we dye^ 

That ( like a foft and fdken Canopic) 

Is Jlill fpred oucr vs ; Inf fight of death 
Our hay re growes in ourgraue, and that alone 
Lookes freJJiy 70/1 cn all our other bcautfs 0,0 nc. 

The excellence of Ilaire, in this Jhincs clcen\ 

That the foiire Elements take f ride to 7 veare 

The faj/ilon oj it : when Mre mojl bright does burnc^ 

The flames to golden lockcs doc Jl nine to turne ; 

When her lafeiuious armes the AVater hnrles^ 

About the fhoarcs tmT her jlcekc head Jhe curies : 

And rorid do tides being fluid into the 
When doreme they mel/^ hangs HkeJinejUuer hayre. 

You fee the Earth {lohofe head fo off is fhorue) 

Frighted to feele her lockes fo rudely forue^ 

Stands 7 alth her liairc an end^ and {thus afraide) 

Turtles eiicry halre to a grcenc naked blade, 

Befides^ {when Jlrucke 7 mth grief e) 7 m long to dye^ 

We ffoik that tnojly 7 tdtich moJl does beautifle,f 
We rend this Head-tyre of I thus eone/udCf 
Cullers fet cullers out ; our eyes iut(i^e right, 

Of vice or 7 wrlu€ by their 0^ ] H>Jile : 

So, iffaire haire to beauty ad fueh grace, 

Baldnes nmfl needes be vgly, 7 ik and bafe. 

Sir Fan. True M. Horace, for a bald reafom, is a 
reafon that has no haires vpon’t, a feuruy fcalded 
reafoii. 

^ Mi,^ By my trucly T nener thought you txmld ha 
pickt fuch llrangc things out of hairt? bdbre. 
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AfmL Nay my Ningle can tickle it, when hce 
comes too’t 

Mifu Troth I Hiall neuer be enamcld of a bare- 
headed man for this, what fliift fo euer I make. 

Sir Vaug, Then Miflris Miniuer S. Adams Prick- 
Ihaft miift not hit yon \ Peter take vp all the cloathes 
at the table and the Plums. 

Enter Tucca and his boy, 

Ttic, Sane thee my little worfhipfull Harper ; how 
doe yee my little cracknels % how doe ye % 

Sir Fau. Welcome M. Tucca, fit and flioote into 
your belly fome Suger pellets. 

Tuc, No, Godamercy Cadwallader, how doe you 
Horace ? 

Ho, Thankes good Captaine. 

Tu, Wher’s the Bering thou carriefl about thee ^ 
O haue I found thee my fco wring -dicke ; what’s my 
name Bubo ? 

AJini. Wod I were hang’d if I can call you any 
names but Captaine and Tucca. 

Tuc. No Fye’fl ; my name’s Hamlet reuenge ; thou 
had been at Parris garden had not ? 

Hor. Yes Captaine, I ha plaide Zulziman there. 

Sir Fau. Then M. Horace you plaide the part of 
an honed man. 

Tuc, Death of Hercules, he could neuer play that 
part well in’s life, no Fulkes you could not : thou 
call’d Demetrius lomeyman Poet, but thou putd rp 
a Supplication to be a poore lorneyman Player, and 
hadd beene dill fo, but that thou couldd not fet a good 
face vpon’t : thou had forgot how thou ambled (in 
leather pilch) by a play-wagon, in the high way, and 
took’d mad leronimoes part, to get feruice among the 
Mimrckes : and when the Stagerites baniflit thee into 
the He of Dogs, thou turn’dd Bam dog (villanous 
Guy) & euer fmce bited therefore I aske if th’ad been 
at.Parris-garden, becaufe thou had fuch a good mouth ; 
thou baitid well, read, lege, fane thy fclfe and read. 
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?Iot\ Why Captaine thefe nre compof d 

on you. 

Tiic. Goc not out Fardinpf Candle, ^t;oe not out, 
for trufly Damhoys now the deed is done, He pledge 
this Epigram in wine, He fwallow it, I, yes. 

Sir Vau, God bleffe vs, will he be drunke with 
nittigrams now. 

Tuc, So, now arife fprile ath Biittry ; no Herring- 
bone He not pull thee out, but arife deere Eecho rife, 
rife deuill or lie coniurc thee vp. 

Min, Good Mafler Biicca lets ha no con luring 
heere. 

Sir Van, Vddes bloud you fcald gouty Captaine, 
why come you to fet encombrances heerc betweene 
the Ladies. 

Tuc, Be not fo tart my precious Metheglin, be not 
(my old whore a Babilon, fit fafl.) 

Min, O Icfu if I know where abouts in London 
Babilon flands. 

Tuc, Feedc and be fat my faire Calipolis, flir not 
my beauteous wriggle-tailes, He difeafe none of 3*^011, 
He take none of you vp, but oncly this table-man, I 
mufl enter him into fome filthy fincke point, I mufl. 

Hor, Captaine, you doe me wrong thus to difgrace 
me. 

Tuc, Thou thinkfl thou niaifl be as fawey with 
me as my Buife lerkin, to fit vpon me, doil ? 

Ho, Dam me, if euer I traduc’d your name, 

What imputation can you charge me with ? 

Sir Vau, Sblud, I, what coputations can you lay 
to his farge ? anfwer, or by Sefu He canuas your cox- 
combe Tucky. 

Min. If they draw fweet hearts, let vs fliift for 
our felues. 

Tuc. My noble fwaggerer, I wil not fall out with 
thee, I cannot my mad Cumrade, findc in my heart 
to filed thy bloud. 

Sir Vau. Cumrade? by Sefu call me Cnmradeagaine, 
and ile Cumrade ye about the finnes and ihouklers ; 
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ownds, what come you to finell out hccre? did you 
not dine and feede horribly well to day at dinner, but 
you come to munch heere, and giue vs wintcr- 
plummes I pray depart, goe marfe, marfe, inarfe 
out a doores. 

Tiic, Adew Sir Eglamour, adew Lute-flringc, Cur- 
tin-rod, Goofe-quill ; heere, giue that fiill-nofd Skinkcr, 
thefe rimes ; <&: harke lie tagge my Codpeece i)oint 
with thy legs, fpout-pot He empty thee. 

Afm. Doll threaten mee ? Gods lid He binde 
thee to the good forbearing. 

Sir Van Will you amble Hobby-horfe, will you 
trot and amble ? 

Tuc, Raw Artichocke I fhall faiice thee. Exit, 

Min, I pray you Mailer ducca, will you fend me 
the hue pound you borrowed on me ; C) you cannot 
heare now, but He make you lieare me and feelc me 
too in another place, to your lhame 1 warrant you, 
thou lhalt not conny-catch mee for fine pounds ; he 
tooke it vp Sir Vaughan in your name, hee fwore you 
fent for it to Mum withall, twas fine pound in gold, as 
white as my kercher. 

Sir Vaughan. Ownds, fine pound in my name to 
Mum about withall 

Min. I, to Mura withall, but lice playes mum- 
budget with me. 

Sir Van. Peter Salamander, tye vp your great and 
your little fword, by Sefu He goe fmg him while tis hot 
He beate hue pound out of his leather pilch : Mailer 
Horace, let your wittes inhabite in your right places ; 
if I fall fanfomely vpon the Widdow, 1 haue fome 
coffens Garman at Court, fliall beget you the reucr- 
fion of the Mafler of the Kings Reuels, or elfe be his 
Lord of Mif-rule nowe at Chriflmas : Come Ladyes, 
whorefon Stragling Captaine, He pound him. Exeunt. 

Manet Horace and Afmius. 

Eor. How now, what aiFfl thou, that thou look’ll 
fo pale ? 

Afm. Nay, nothing, but I am afraidc the Wellh 
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Knight has giiien me nolliing but purging Comfits : 
this Captaine llickes pockily in my ilomack ; read this 
fcroule, he faies they’r rimes, and bid me giiie them 
yon. 

Hor. Rimes 1 tis a challenge lent to you. 

AJln, To me ? 

jfor. He faies heere you divulg’d my Epigrams. 
Afm, And for that dares he challenge me ? 

Ilor. You fee he dares, but dare you anfvver him ? 
Afm, I dare anfwer his challenge, by word of 
mouth, or by writing, but I fcorne to meete him, I 
hope he and I are not Paralels. 

Hor. Deere Bubo, thou flialt anfwere himj our 
credites 

Lye pawn’d vpon thy rcfolution, 

Thy vallor mud redoeme them ; charge thy f])irits, 

To waite more clofe, and ncere thee : if lie kill thee 

He not furuiue ] into one Lottery 

We’ll cad our fates ; together line and dye. 

Afi. Content, I owe God a death, and if he will 
make mee pay’t againd my will, He fay tis hard deal- 
ing. Exemit 

Enter Sir Adam, Tucca, with two by his fides^ 
his hoy laden with /words and bnckkrs, 

Tuc. Did Apolloes Freeze gowne watchman (boy, 
dod heare Turkie-cockes taylc, haue an eye behinde, 
lead the enemie affault our Rere-watd) on proccedc 
Father Adam ; did that fame tiranicall-tongu’d rag-a- 
muflfin Horace, turne bald-pates out fo naked ? 

Sir Ad. He did, and whipt them lo with nettles, 
that 

The Widdow fwore that a bare-headed man, 

Should not man her : the Ladie Petula 
Was there, heard all, and tolde me this. 

Tuc, Goe too. Thy golde was accepted, it was, 
and die fhall bring thee into her Paradicc, die diall 
fmall Adam, die diall 
Sir Ada, But how ? but how Capten ? 
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Ttic^ Thus, goe, couer a table with fweet meates, 
let all the Gentlewomen, and that fame Pafquils-mad- 
cap (mother Bee there) nibble, bid them bite : they 
will come to gobble downe Plummes ; then take vp 
that paire of Basket hiltes, with my commiflion, I 
meane Crifpinus and Fannius ; charge one of them to 
take vp the Bucklers, againfl that hayre-monger 
Horace, and haue a bout or two, in defence of balde- 
pates : let them cracke euerie crowne that has haire 
on’t : goe, let them lift vp baldenes to the skie, and 
thou lhalt fee, twill turne Miniuers heart quite againfl 
the haire. 

Sir Ada. Excellent, why then M. Tucca 

Tuc. Nay, whir, nymble Pricklhaft ; whir^ away, I 
goe vpon life and death, away, flie Scanderbag file. 

Exit. 


Enter Afinius Bubo, and Horace aloofe. 

Boy. Anne Captaine, arme, arme, arme, the foe is 
come downe. 

Tucca offers to JJioote. 

Afi. Hold Capten Tucca holde, I am Bubo, & 
come to anfwer any thing you can lay to my charge. 

Tuc. What, doft funimon a parlie my little Drum- 
llicke ? tis too late ; thou feefl my red flag is hung 
cut, He fill thy guts with thine owne carrion carcas, 
and then eate them vp in fleed of Sawfages. 

Afin. Vfe me how you will ; I am refolute, for I 
ha made my Will. 

Tuc. Wilt fight Turke-a-ten-pence % wilt fight tlien ? 

Afmi. Thou flialt finde He fight in a Godly quar- 
rell, if I be once fir’d. 

Tuc^ Thou fhalt not want fire, He ha thee burnt 
when thou wilt, my colde Cornelius : but come : Mef- 
pke funem ; looke, thou feefl ; open thy felfe my little 
Cutlers Shoppe, I challenge thee thou flender Gentle- 
man, at foure fundrie weapons. 

A.ft. Thy challenge was but at one,, and He 
anfwerebut one. 
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Boy. Thou flialt anfvver two, for Ihoii flialt anfwer 
me and my Capten. 

Tac. Well faicl Cockrell out-crowc him : art hardy 
noble Huon % art Magnanimioiis ? lickc-lrcnclier ; 
looke, fearch leafl feme lye in ambufli ; for this man 
at Armes has paper in’s bellic, or feme friend in a 
corner, or elfe hee durfl not bee fo cranke. 

Boy. Capten, Capten, Horace (lands fueaking 
heere. 

Tnc, I fmclt the foule-fifted Morter-treader, come 
my mofL damnable faflidious rafcali, I haiie a fuite to 
both of you. 

Afi. 0 holde, mod pittifull Captaine holde. 

Hor. Holde Capten, tis knowne that Horace is 
valliant, & a man of the fword. 

Tuc. A Gentleman or an honed (httizen, (hall not 
Sit in your pcnnie-bench Theaters, with his vSipiirrell 
by his fide cracking niittes ; nor fneake into a d'aiierne 
with his Mermaid ; but he diall be Satyr’d, and 
Epigram'd vpon, and his humour mull run v[)o’th 
Stage : you’ll ha Eitery Gmtleman 'nh humour^ and 
Euery Gentleman out oris humour', wee tliat are 
heades of Legions and Baudes, and fearc none but 
thefe fame (houlder-cl uppers, Ihall feare you, you 
Serpentine rafcali 

Hor. Honour’d Capten. 

Tuc. Art not famous enough yet, my mad liora- 
Jiratus, for killing a Player, but thou mud cate men 
aliue ? thy friends ? Sirra wilde-man, thy Patrons 1 
thou Anthropophagite, thy Mectenaffes ? 

Hor. Captaine, I’m forry that you lay this wrong. 
So clofe vnto your heart : deare Captaine thinke 
I writ out of hot bloud, which (now) being colde, 

I could be pleafd (to pleafe you) to downe, 

The poyfon’d Inke, in which I dipt your name. 

Tuc. Said thou fo, my Fa/mod/call rimefler ? 

Hor. Henceforth He rather breath out Sohn'i/'wes. 
(To doe which Ide as foonc fpeake blafphemie) 

Than with my tongue or pen to wound your wordi, 
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Beleeue it noble Capten ; it to me 

Shall be a Crowne, to crowne your a<Sles with praize, 

Out of your hate, your loue He Uroiiglie raize. 

Tuc, I know now th’afl a number of thefe 
dits to binde men to’th peace : tis thy fafliion to flirt 
Inke in euerie mans face ; and then to craule into his 
bofome, and damne thy felfe to wip’t off agen : yet 
to giue out abroad, that he was glad to come to com- 
pofition with me : I know Monfietn'^ Machiaiiell tis 
one a thy rules ; My long-heel’d Troglodite^ I could 
make thine eares burne now, by dropping into them, 
all thofe hot oathes, to which, thy felfe gau’fl volun- 
tarie fire, (when thou waft the man in the Moone) that 
thou wouldil neuer fquib out any new Salt-peter leftes 
againft honefl Tucca, nor thofe Maligo-taflers, his 
Poeta/lers \ I could Cinocephalus, but I will not, yet 
thou knowfl thou hafl broke thofe oathes in print, my 
excellent infernalL 
Ho. Capten. 

Tuc. Nay I fmell what breath is to come from 
thee, thy anfwer is, that there^s no faith to be helde 
with Heritickes & Infidels^ and therfore thou 
fwear’ft anie thing : but come, lend raee thy hand, thou 
and I henceforth wull bee Alexander and Lodwicke, 
the Gemini : fwome brothers, thou fhalt be Ferithous 
and Tucca Thefeus ; but He leaue thee ’i’th lurch, 
when thou mak’ll thy voiage into hell : till then, 
Thine-ajjuredly. 

Hor. With all my foule deare Capten. 

Tuc. Thou’it flioote thy quilles at mee, when my 
terrible backe’s turn'd for all this, wilt not Porcupine % 
and bring me & my Heliconifles into thy Dialogues to 
make vs talke madlie, wut not Lucian 1 

Hor. Capten, if I doe 

Tuc. Nay and thou dofl, homes of Lucifer, the 
Farcell-Foeis fhall Sue thy wrangling Mufe, in the 
Court of Pernaflus, and neuer leaue hunting her, till 
Ihe pleade in Forma Fatiperls : but I hope th’afl more 
grace ; come : friendes, clap handes tis a bargaine ; 
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amiable Bubo, ihy fifl miifl walke too : fo, I lone 
thee, now I fee th’art a little Hercules, and wilt figlit ; 
He Sticke thee now in my compaiiie like a fprig of 
Rofemary. 

E^itcr Sir Rees ap Vaughan and Peter Flalli. 

Fla, Draw Sir Rees he’s yonder^ iliall I vpon 
him ? 

Sir Van, Vpon him? goe too, goe too Peter 
Salamander ; holde, in Gods name holde \ I will kill 
him to his face, becaufe I meane he ilia 11 anfwer for 
it ; being an eye-witnes \ one vrde Capten Tucky. 

Tuc, He giue thee ten thoufand words and thou 
wilt, my little Thomas Thomafius. 

Sir Van, By Sefu, tis befl you giue good vrdcs 
too, leafl I beate out your tongue, and make your 
vrde nere to bee taken more; doc you hearc, fine 
pounds, fine pounds Tucky. 

Tuc, Thou flialt ha fine, and fine, and fine, and 
thou wantfl money my lob. 

Sir Vau, Leaue your fetches and your fegaries, 
you tough leather-lerkins ; leaue your (|uan(laries, and 
trickes, and draw vpon me f arc befl : you conny- 
catch Widdow Miniuer-caps for fine pounds, and fay 
tis for me to cry Mum, and make mee run vp and 
downe in difhonors, and diferedites \ is ’t not true, 
you winke-a-pipes rafcall ? is not true ? 

Tuc, Right, true, guilty, I remember h now ] for 
when I fpake a good word to the Widdow for thee 
my young Sampfon 

Sir Vau. For hue pounds you cheating fcab, for 
5 . pounds, not for me. 

Tuc, For thee 6 Csefar, for thee I tooke vp hue 
pounds in golde, that lay in her lap, «&; faid Ide giue 
it thee as a token from her : I did it but to fmell out 
how file flood affedled to thee, to feele her i I, and I 
know what fhe faid, I know how I carried away the 
golde. 

Sr Vau. By Sefu, I ha not the mercy to fall vpon 
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him now : M. Tucky, did widdow Miniuers part 
quietly from her goide, becaufe you lyed, and faid it 
was for me ? 

Tuc. Quietly, in peace, without grumbling ; made 
no noife. I know how I tempted her in thy behalfe, 
my little Trangdo. 

Sir VatL Capten Tucky, I will pay back her 5. 
(vnles you be damn’d in lyes) & hold you, I pray you 
pocket vp this ; by the crolfe a this fword & dagger, 
Capten you fhall take it. 

Tuc. Doll fweare by daggers ? nay then lie put vp 
more at thy hands then this. 

Flajh, Is the fray done fir ? 

Sir Van, Done Peter, put vp your fmeeter. 

Tuc, Come hether, my lbjure=£ac’d Poet ; fling 
away that beard-brufii Bubo, calheere him and harke ; 
Knight attend : So, that raw-head and bloudy-bones 
Sir Adam, has fee’d another brat (of thofe nine common 
wenches) to defend baldnes and to raile againil haire : 
he ’ll haue a fling at thee, my noble Cock-Sparrow. 

Sir Van, At mee % will hee fling the cudgels of his 
witte at mee % 

Tttc, And at thy button-cap too ; but come, He 
be your leader, you fhall ftand, heare all, and not be 
feene ; caft off that blew coate, away with that flawne, 
and follow, come : Exit 

Hon Btibo^ we follow Captaine. 

Sir Vatu Peter, leaue comming behinde me, I pray 
any longer, for you and I mufl part Peter. 

Flqflu Sounds Sir, I hope you will not ferue me 
fo, to tume me away in this cafe. 

Sir Vau. Turne you into a fooles coate ; I meane 
I will go folus^ or in folitaries alone 3 ounds y-are 
befl giue better words, or He tume you away indeed , 
where is Capten Tucky ? come Horace j get you 
home Peter, 

FlaJIi. He home to your coll, and I can get into 
the Wine “Seller, Exit. 

Hon Remember whei'e to meete mee. 
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AfifL Yes He nieete; Tucca lliould ha found I 
dare meete. 

Mo, Dare defend baldnes, which our coiKuierin*^ 
Mufe ^ ^ 


Has beaten dowiie fo flat ? Well, we will goe 
And fee what weapons theyr weake wittes doe brinff • 
If fliarpC; we ’ll fpred a large and nobler wing ; ^ ^ 

Tucca, heere lyes thy Peace : warre roares a^-?en • 

My Swoord fliall neuer cutte thee, but niy peti, fxit 


Enter Sir Adam, CrifpinUsS, Fannins, Blunt, Miuinfr 
Petiila, Philocalia and Dicace. ’ 

Ladies. Thankes good Sir Adam. 

Sir Ada. Welcome red-cheekt Ladies, 

And welcome comely Widdow ; Gentlemen, 

Now that our forry banquet is put by, 

From flealing more fweete kiffes from your lips 
Walke in my garden : Ladyes let your eyes 
Shed life into thefe flowers by their bright beames 
Sit, Sit, heere ’s a large bower, heere all may heare 
Now good Crifpinus let your praizc begin. ’ 

There, where it left off Baldnes. 

Crif. I fliall winne 

No praife, by praifmg that, which to depraue, 

All tongues are readie, and which none would hauc. 
JBlu. To prooue that befl, by flrong and armed 
reafon, 

Whofe part reafon feares to take, cannot but ])rooiie 
Your wifs fine temper, and from thefe win louc. ’ 
Idifi. I promife you has almofl <^onuertccr me I 
pray bring forward your bald reafons M. Poet. ' 
CrL Miflris you giue my Eeafons proper names 
For Argmiients (like Children) fliould be like ^ 
The fubiecSl that begets them ; I mull flriue, ^ 

To crowne JBaid heades, therefore mull baldlie thnno • 
But be it as it can : To what before, ^ 

Went arm’d at table, this force bring I more, 

If a Bare head (being like a dead-mans fcull) 
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Should beare vp no praife els but this, it fets 
Our end before our eyes ; Ihould I difpaire, 

From giuing Baidjies higher place then haire ? 

Mini. Nay perdie, haire has the higher place. 

CrL The goodiiefl & mofl glorious llrange-built 
wonder j 

Which that great Architedl hath made, is heauen ; 

For there he keepes his Court, It is his Kingdome, 
That 's his beft Mafler-piece ; yet tis the roofe, 

And Seeling of the world : that may be caFd 
The head or crowne of Earth, and yet that's balde, 
All creatures in it balde ; the louely Sunne, 

Has a face fleeke as golde ; the full-cheekt Moone^ 

As bright and fmooth as filuer : nothing there 
Weares dangling lockes, but fometime blazing Starres, 
Wdiofe flaming curies, fet realmes on fire with warres. 
Defcend more lowj looke through mans fiue-folde 
fence, 

Of all, the Eye^ beares greatefl eminence ; 

And yet that ’s balde, the haires that like a lace, 

Are flicht vnto the liddes, borrow thofe formes, 

Like Pent-houfes to faue the eyes from flormes. 

Sir Adam. Right, well faid. 

Crif, A head and face ore-growne with Shaggie 
droffe, 

O, tis an Orient pearle hid all in Moffe, 

But when the head 's all naked and vncrown'd. 

It is the worlds euen, fmooth and round ; 

Baldnes is natures But^ at which our life, 

Shootes her lail Arrow : what man euer lead 
His age out with a ftaffe, but had a head 
Bare and vncouer’d ? hee whofe yeares doe rife, 

To their full height, yet not balde, is not wife. 

The Head is Wifedomes houfe, Haire but the thatch, 
Haire ? It 's the bafefl Hubble ; in fcorne of it, 

This Prouerbe fprung, he has more haire then wit : 
Marke you not in derifion how we call, 

A head growne thicke with haire, BuJlMiaturall% 

Mm, By your icaue (Mailer Poet) but that Bufla- 
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naturall, is one a the trimmed, and mod intanglingd 
beautie in a woman. 

Crif, Right, but beleeue this {pardon me 7mjifaire) 
You would haue much more wit, had you leffe haire : 

I could more wearie you to tell the proofes, 

(As they paffe by) which fight on Baldnes fide, 

Then were you taskt to number on a head, 

The haires : I know not how your thoughts are lead, 
On this drong Tower fliall my opinion red, 

Meades tliicke of haire are goode, htf halde the heft, 

Whilft this Paradox is in fpeaJwig, Tucca Enters 
with Sir Vaughan at one doore, and fecretly flaceth 
him : then Exit and brings in Horace fnnjftcd, 
placing him : Tucca fits among them, 

Tuc, Th’ art within a haire of it, my fwcctc Wit 
whether wilt thou I my delicate Poelicall Furie, th’ ad 
hit it to a haire. 


Sir Vaughan fteps out. 

Sir Van, By your fauour Mader Tacky, his balde 
reafons are wide aboue two hayres, I befees you par- 
don mee Ladies, that I thrud in fo inalepartly among 
you, for I did but mych heere, and fee how this cruell 
Poet did handle bald headcs. 

Sir Ad, He gaue them but their due Sir Vaughan \ 
Widdow did he not ? 

Mmi, By my faith he made more of a balde head, 
than euer I fhali be able : he gaue them their due 
truely. 

Sir Faugh, Nay vds bloud, their due is to bee a 
the right haire as I am, and that was not in his fingers 
to giue, but in God a Mighties : Well, I will hyre 
that humorous and fantadicall Poet Mader Horace, 
to breake your balde pate Sir Adam. 

Sir Ada, Breake my balde pate ? 

Tuc, Dod heare my wordiipfull block-head ? 

Sir Faug, Patience Captaine Tucky, let me ab- 
folue him ; I meane he dial pricke, pricke your head or 
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fconce a little with his goofe-quils, for he flial make 
another Thalimum, or croffe-flickes, or fome Polinod- 
dyes, with a fewe Nappy-grams in them that fliall lift 
vp haire, and fet it an end, with his learned and 
harty commendations. 

Hor, This is excellent, all will come out now. 

Dica, That fame Plorace me thinkes has the niofl 
vngodly face, by my Fan \ it lookes for all the world, 
like a rotten ruffet Apple, when tis bruiz’d : Its better 
then a fpoonefull of Sinamon water next my heart, 
for me to heare him fpeake ; hee foundes it fo i’ th 
note, and talkes and randes for all the world, like the 
poore fellow vnder Ludgate : oh fye vpon him. 

Mm, By my troth fweet Ladies, it’s Cake and 
pudding to me, to fee his face make faces, when hee 
reades his Songs and Sonnets. 

Hor. He face fome of you for this, when you fliall 
not budge. 

Ttic, Its the flinckingd dung-farmer — foh vpon 
him. 

Sir Van. Foh 1 oundes you make him vrfe than 
olde herring : foh ? by Sefu I thinke he’s as tidy, and 
as tall a Poet as euer drew out a long verfe. 

Tuc. The bell verfe that euer I knew him hacke 
out, was his white necke- verfe : noble Ap Rees thou 
wouldfl fcorne to laye thylippes to his commendations, 
and thou fmeldfl him out as I doe, hee calles thee 
the burning Knight of the Salamander. 

Sir Vaiigh. Right, Peter is my Salamander ; what 
of him ? but Peter is neuer burnt : howe now ? fo, goe 
too now. 

Tucca. And fayes becaufe thou Clipll the Kinges 
Englifh. 

Sir Vaughan, Oundes mee 1 that’s treafon : clip ? 
horrible treafons, Sefu holde my handes \ clip 1 he 
baites moufe-trappes for my life. 

Tucca. Right little Twinckkr^ right : hee fayes be- 
caufe thou fpcak’fl no better, thou canft not keepe a 
good tongue in thy head. 


R 
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Sir Vang, By God tis the befl longue, I can buy 
for lone or money. 

Tm. He fliootes at thee too Adam and his 
arrowes flickes heere ; he calles thee bald-pate. 

Sir Vang/i. Oundes make him prooue thefe intol- 
lerabilitics. 

Tuc, And askes who fliall carry the vineger-botile ? 
& then he rimes took, and fayes Prickihaft : nay Mb 
niuer hee cromples thy Cap too j and 

Cru Come Tucca, come, no more ; the man's 
wel knowne, thou needft not paint him, whom does 
he not wrong % 

Tnc, Mary himfelfe, the vglie Pope Boniface, par- 
dons himfelfe, and therefore my iudgement is, that 
prefentlyhebce had from hence to his place of execu- 
tion, and there bee Stak’d, Stak’d, Stak’d. 

Ilejiabs at Mm, 

lion Oh gentlemen, I am flaine, oh llaue art hyr’d 
to murder me, to murder me, to murder me ? 

ladies. Oh God 1 

Sir Vangh, Ounds Capten, you hiue put all 
Poetrie to the dint of fworcl, blow winde about him : 
Ladies for our Lordes fake you that haue fmocks, 
teare off peeces to fhoolc througli his oundes : Is he 
dead and buried ? is he ? pull his nofc, pinch, rub, 
mb, rub, rub. 

Tu, If he be not dead, looke heere ; I ha the 
Stab and pippin for him : if I had kiFd him, I could 
ha pleafd the great foole with an Apple. 

Crif, How now % be well good Horace, heer’s no 
wound ; 

Y’are flaine by your owne feares ; how dofl thou man ? 
Come, ]put thy heart into his place again e ; 

Thy oul-fide’s neither peir’fl, nor In-fide flaine. 

Sir Van, I am glad M. Horace, to fee you walking. 

Ho, Gentlemen, I am blacke and blewe the 
breadth of a groate. 

Tne. Breadth of a groate 1 there’s a tefl.on, bide 
thy infirmities, my feuruy Lazarus ; doe, hide it, leaft 
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it prooue a fcab in time : hang thee defperation, hang 
thee; thou knowfl T cannot be lliarpe fet again ft thee : 
looke, feele (my light- vptailes all) feele my weapon. 

Mi, O moil piltifiill as blunt as ray great thiimbe. 

Sir Van, By Sefii, as blunt as a Welili bag-pudding. 

Tiic, As blunt as the top of Ponies ; tis not like 
thy Aloe, Cicatrine tongue, bitter : no, tis no ftabber, 
but like thy goodly and glorious nofe, blunt, blunt, 
blunt : dofl roare bulchin ? dofl roare ? th' ail a good 
rounciuall voice to cry Lanthorne & Candle-light. 

Sir Fa, Two vrds Horace about your eares : how 
chance it paffes, that you bid God boygh to an honefl 
trade of building Symneys, and laying downe Brickes, 
for a worfe handicraftnes, to make nothing but railes ; 
your !Mufe leanes vpon nothing but filthy rotten railes, 
fuch as Hand on Poules head, how chance 1 

Her. Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Fa, You lye fir varlet fir villain e, I am fir 
Salamanders, ounds, is my man Mailer Peter Sala- 
manders face as vrfe as mine 1 Sentlemen, all and 
Ladies, and you fay once or twice Amen, I will lap 
this little Silde, this Booby in his blankets agen. 

Omnes, Agree’d, agree’d. 

Tiic, A blanket thefe crackt Venice glaffes fifall 
fill him out, they fliall toffe him, holde fafl wag-tailes : 
fo, come, in, take this bandy with the racket of 
patience, why when ? dofl flampe mad Tamberlaine, 
dofl flampe? thou thinkfl tlf afl Morter vnder thy 
feete, dofl % 

Ladies, Come, a bandy ho. 

ILor. O holde mofl facred beauties. 

Sir Fau, Hold, filence ; the puppet-teacher 
fpeakes. 

Ho. Sir Vaughan, noble Capten, Gentlemen, 
Crifpinus, deare Demetrius 6 redeeme me, 

Out of this infamous by God by lefu 

CrL Nay, fweare not fo good Horace, now thefe 
Ladies, 

Are made your executioners : prepare, 


R 2 
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To fulTer like a gallant, not a coward ; 

He trie t’ vnloofe, their hands, im])o01l)le. 

Nay, womens vengeance are implacable. 

Ho 7 \ Why, would you make me thus the ball of 
fcorne 

Tuc. lie tell thee why, becaufe th’ aft cntred 
A6lions of affault and battery, againfl a companie of 
honourable and worfliipfuli Fathers of the law : you 
wrangling rafcall, law is one of the pillers ath land, 
and if thou beefl bound took (as I hope thou flialt 
bee) thou’t prooue a skip-Jacke, thoift be whipt. He 
tell thee why, becaufe thy fputtering chappes yelpe, 
that Arrogance, and Impudence, and Tgnoraunce, are 
the effentiali paits of a Courtier. 

Sir VaiL You remember lioracc they will puncke, 
and pinckc, and ])umpe you, and they catch you by 
the coxcombe : on I pray, one lafli, a little more. 

2\tc. He tell thee why, becaufe thou cryell ])trooh 
at worfliipfuli Cittizens, and ca?fl them llat-caps, 
Cuckolds, and banckrupts, and modell and vertuous 
wines punckes & cockatrices. He tell thee why, 
becaufe th’ all arraigned two Poets ngainR all lawe 
and confciencc; and not content with that, hafL turn’d 
them amongfl a company of horrible blackc Fryers. 

Sir Vau. The fame hand Rill, it is your owne 
another day, M. Horace, admonitions is good mcate. 

Tnc. Thou art the true arraign’d Poet, and fliouklft 
haue been hang’d, but for one of thefe part-takers, 
thefe charitable Copper-lac’d Cbri Ilians, that fetcht 
thee out of Purgatory, (Players T meanc) Theaterians 
pouch-mouth, Stage- walkers ; for this Poet, for this, 
thou mufl lye with thefe foiire wenches, in that 
blancket, for this 

Hot. What could I doc, out of a infl reuengc, 

But bring them to the Stage ? they cniiy me 
becaufe I holde more worthy company. 

Deim, Good Horace, no ; my chcekes do bliifli 
for thine, 

As often as thou fpeakfl fo, where one true 
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And nobly-vertuous fpirit, for thy befl part 
Loues thee, I wifli one ten, euen from my heart. ^ 

I make account I put vp as deepe lliare 

In any good mans loue, which thy worth earne s, 

As thou thy feife ; we enuy not to fee, 

Thy friends with Bayes to crowne thy Poefie. 

No, heere the gall lyes, we that know what fluffe 
Thy verie heart is made of; know the flalke 
On which thy learning growes, and can giue life 
To thy (once dying) bafenes ; yet mull we 
Dance Antickes on your Paper. 

HoK Fannius. 

Cri This makes vs angry, but not enuious, 

No ; were thy warpt foule, put in a new molde, 

Ide weare thee as a lewell let in golde. 

Sir Fau. And Jewels Mafler Horace, mull be 
hang’d you know. 

Tuc, Good Pagans, well faid, they haue fowed vp 
that broken fearae-rent lye of thine, that Demetrius is 
out at Elbowes, and Crifpinus is falne out with Sattin 
heere, they haue ; but bloate herring doll heere ? 

Hor, Yes honour’d Captaine, I haue earesat will. 

Tuc, Ifl not better be out at Elbowes, then to bee 
a bond“llaue, and to goe all in Parchment as thou 
dofl? 

Horace, Parchment Captaine? tis Perpetuana I 
affure you. 

Tuc, My Perpetuall pantaloone true, but tis waxt 
ouer ; th’art made out of Wax ; thou muH anfwere for 
this one day ; thy Mufe is a hagler, arid weares 
cloathes vpon beri-be-trull : th’art great in fome bodies 
books for this, thou knowll where ; thou wouldE bee 
out at Elbowes, and out at heeles too, but that thou 
layefl about thee with a Bill for this, a Bill — 

Ho, I confeffe Capten, I followed this fuite hard. 

Tuc, I know thou didH, and therefore we haue 
Hiren heere, fpeake my little dilli-walhers, a verdit 
Piffe-kitchins. 

Omnes, Blancket. 
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Sir Fiji/. lioldc I pray, hokle, by Sefii 1 haiic pul 
vpoii my hcade, a fine dcuice, to make you laugh, tis 
not your fooles Cap IMafler Hora<'C, which you coiier’d 
your Poetaders in, but a fine Uicke, ha, ha, is iiirn- 
bling in my braine. 

Thc. lie beatc out thy braines, my wliorfoii lian- 
fome dwarfe, but ile haue it out of thee. 

Omues. What is it good Sir Vauglian ?? 

Sir VaiL To conclude, tis after this manners, bc- 
caufe Ma. Horace is ambition, and does confpire to 
bee more liye and tall as God a mightic made him, 
weed! carry his terrilde perfon to Court, and there 
before his Mafeflic Dub, or what you call it, dip his 
Miifc in fomc licoiir, andchriilen him, or dye him, into 
coll ours of a Poet, 

Omnes. Excel 1 e at , 

Tuc. Super Supenexu'eHcnt Reuellers goe, pro- 
ccede you MaRers of Arte in kiffing tlicfe wenches, 
and in daunces, bring you the ([uiuering Pride to 
Court, in a Maske, come Griimboll, thou lhalt Mum 
with vs j come, dogge race skneakes-bill 

Hor, O thou my hliife ! 

Sir Fern. Ca.ll v])on God a mighty, and no Mufes, 
your Mufe I wanant is otherwife oc('U|'ied, there is 
no dealing with your Mufe now, die re fore 1 praymarfe, 
marfe, marfe, oiindes your hloofe 1 JLxeuHt. 

CrL We flial haue fport to fee them ; come bright 
beauties, 

The Sunne floops low, and whifpers in our earcs, 

To haden on our Maske, let’s crowne this night, 

With choife compofed wreathes of fweet delight, 

Ilxeimt 

Enter Teirill and Creledinc fadly^ Sir Quintilian 
Jlirring and migiing a cup of wine. 

Ter. 0 Night, that Dyes the Firmament in Idacke, 
And like a cloth of cloudes dod dretrh thy limbes ; 
Vpon the windy Teniers of the Ayu; : 
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0 tliou that hang’fl vpoii the backe of Day, 

Like a long mourning gowne : thou that art made 
Without an eye, becaufe thou fhouldil not fee 

A Louers Reuels : nor participate 

The Bride-groomes heauen \ 6 heauen, to me a hell : 

1 haue a hell in heauen, a bleffed ciirffe ; 

All other Bride-groomes long for Night, and taxe 
The Day of lazie flouth ; call Time a Cripple, 

And fay the houres limpe after him : but I 
Wifh Night for euer banilht from the skie, 

Or that the Day would neuer fleepe : or Time, 

Were in a fwound ; and all his little Houres, 

Could neuer lift him vp with their poore powers. 

Enter C^lefline. 

But backward runnes the courfe of my delight j 
The day hath turn’d his backe, and it is night : 

This night will make vs odde j day made vs eeuen, 
All elfe and damb’d in hel, but I in heauen. 

C(B. Let loofe thy oath, fo flial we ftill be euen. 
Ter. Then am I damb’d in hell, and not in 
heauen. 

C(bL Muft I then goe ? tis eafie to fay no, 

Mull is the King liimfelfe, and I muft goe ; 

Shall I then goe 1 that word is thine ; I fhali, 

Is thy commaund : I goe becaufe I fliall ; 

Will I then goe 1 I aske my felfe ; 6 ill, 

Eng, faies I mull : you, I fhall ; I, I will 
Ter. Had I not fworne. 

CmL Why didfl thou fweare 1 
Ter. The King 
Sat heauy on my refolution, 

Till (out of breath) it panted out an oath, 

Coel. An oath % why, what’s an oath ? tis but the 
fmoake, 

Of dame & bloud ,* the blifler of the fpirxt, 

Which rizeth from the Steame of rage, the bubble 
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That fliootes vp to the longue, and fcaldes the voice, 
(For oatlics are burning words, tlioii fvvor’fL but one, 
Tis frozen long agoe : if one be immbred, 

What Countrimen arc they % where doc they dwell, 
That fpeake naught clfc but oathes ? 

Ter, They’re men of hell. 

An oath % why tis the trafficke of the foule, 

Tis law within a man ; the feale of faith, 

The bond of euery confcience ; vnto whom, 

We let our thoughts like hands : yea fuch a one 
I fwore, and to the King : A King containes 
A thoufand thoufand j when I fwore to him, 

I fwore to them ; the very liaires that guard 

Flis head, will rife vp like sharpe witneffes 

Againfl my faith and loyalty : his eye 

Would llraight condemne me : argue oathes no more, 

My oath is high, for to the King I fwore. 

Enter Sir Quintilian with the cup, 

CiC, Mull I betray my Chaflity % So long 
Cleane from the treafon of rebelling lull ; 

0 husband ! O my Father I if poore I 
Miifl not line chaft, then let me chaflly dye. 

S, qiii, I, beer’s a charme lliall keep thee chafte, 
come, come, 

Olde Time hath left vs but an houre to play 
Our parts ; begin the Sceane, who shall fpeake firfl ? 
Oh, I, I play the King, and Kings fpeake firfl ; 
Dauglater hand thou heere, thou Sonne Terrill there, 
0 thou riandll well, thou lean’ll again (I a poall, 

(For thou’t be polled off I warrant thee :) 

The King will hang a home about thy necke, 

And make a poafL of thee ; you Hand well both, 

We neede no Prologue, the King entring fird, 

Pie’s a mod gracious Prologue : mary then 
For the Catadrophe, or Epilogue, 

Ther’s one in cloth of Siluer, which no doubt, 
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Will pleafe the hearers well when he Reps out ; 

His mouth is liFcl with words : fee where he Rands ; 
Hell make them clap their eyes befidcs their hands. 
But to my part ; fuppofe who enters now, 

A King, whofe eyes are fet in Siluer ; one 
That bliiflieth golde, fpcakes Muficke, dancing 
walkes, 

Now gathers neerer takes thee by the hand, 

When Rraight thou thinkR, the very Orbe of heauen, 
Mooues round about thy fingers, then he fpeakes, 

Thus — thus — I know not how. 

Ccs/. Nor I to anfwer him. 

Sir Qjimt No girle % knowR thou not how to an- 
fwer him ? 

Why then the field is loR, and he rides home, 

Like a great conquerour ; not anfwer him ? 

Out of thy part already ? foylde the Sceanc? 

Difranckt the lynes % difarm’d the adlion % 

Ter, Yes, yes, true chaRity is tongu’d fo weake, 
Tis ouer-come ere it know how to fpeake. 

Sir guL Come come, thou happy clofe of euery 
wrong, 

Tis thou that canR diffolue the IiardeR doubt ; 

Tis time for thee to fpeake, we are all out 
Daughter, and you the man whom I call Sonne, 

I muR confeffe I made a deede of gift ; 

To heauen and you and gaue my childe to both : 
When on my bleffmg I did charme her foule, 

In the white circle of true ChaRity, 

Still to run true, till death : now Sir if not, 

She forfeyts my rich bleffing, and is Fin’d 
With an eternall curffe ; then I tell you. 

She shall dye now, now whilR her foule is true. 

Ter, Dye 1 

CmL I, I am deaths eccho. 

Sir guhi, O my Sonne, 

I am her Father; euery teare I fhed, 

Is tlireefcore ten yeere olde ; I weepe and fmile 
'two kinde of teares : 1 weepe that flue muR dye, 
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I fmile that fhe mufl dye a Virgin : thus 
We ioyfull men mocke teares, and teares mockc vs. 
Ter, What fpeakes that cup 1 
Sir quin. White wine and poifon. 

Ter. Oh : 

That very name of poifon, poifons me ; 

Thou Winter of a man, thou walking graue, 

Whofe life is like a dying Taper : how 
Canfl thou define a Loners labouring thoughts ? 

What Sent hafl thou but death I what taile but earth ^ 
The breath that purles from thee, is like the Stcamc 
Of a new-open’d vault : I know thy drift, 

Becaufe thou art trauelling to the land of Graucs, 
Thou couctll company, and h ether bringfl, 

A health of poifon to pledge death : a poifon 
For this fwcete fpring ; this Element is mine, 

This is the Ayre I breath ; corrupt it not ; 

This heauen is mine, I bought it with my foule, 

Of him that felles a heauen, to buy a foule. 

Sir quin. Weil, let her goe \ flic’s thine thou cal’R 
her thine, 

Thy Element, the Ayre thou breath’fl ; thou knowR 
The Ayre thou breath’fl is common, make her fo : 
Perhaps thou’t fay ,* none but the King fhall wcarc 
Thy night-gowne, fhe that laps thee warme with lone ; 
And that Kings are not common : Then to fliew, 

By confequence he cannot make her fo, 

Indeede fhe may promoote her fhame and thine, 

And with your fhames, fpeake a good -word for mine : 
The King fhining fo cleare, and we fo dim, 

Our darke difgraces will be feene through him. 
Imagine her the cup of thy moifl life, 

What man would pledge a King in his own wife ? 

Ter. She dyes : that fentence poifons her : 0 life ! 
Wliat flaue would pledge a King in his owne wife ? 

CmL Welcome, 6 poyfon, phificke againfl lull, 
Thou holefome medicine to a conflant blond i 
Thou rare Apothecary that canfl keepe, 

My chaflity ];)refcru’d, within this boxe ; 
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Of tempting diifl, this painted earthen pot, 

That (lands vpon the Rail of the white foiile. 

To fet the Riop’ out like a flatterer ; 

To draw the cuRoiners of Sinne : come, come, 

Thou art no poifon, but a dyet-drinkc, 

To moderate my bloud : White-innocent AVine, 

Art thou made guilty of my death % oh no, 

For thou thy felfe art poifon’d, take me hence, 

For Innocence, fliall murder Innocence, Drinkes. 

Ter, Holde, holde, thou flralt not dye, my Bride, 
my wife, 

O flop that fpeedy meffenger of death ; 

0 let him not run downe that narrow path, 

AVhich leades vnto thy heart ; nor cairy newes 
To thy remoouing foule, that thou muR dye. 

CmL Tis done already, die Spiritnall Court, 

Is breaking vp ; all Oflices difcharg’d, 

My foule remooues from this weake Randing houfe, 

Of fraile mortallity ; Deare Father, bleffe 
Me now and euer : Dearer Man, farewell, 

1 ioyntly take my Icaiie of thee and life, 

Goe, tell the King thou haR a conRant wife. 

Ter, I had a conRant wife, lie tell the King ; 
Vntill the King — what doR thou fmile ? art thou 
A Father % 

Sir quin. Yea, fmiles on my chcekes arife, 

To fee how fweetly a true virgin dyes. 

Enter Blunt, Crif])inus, Fannius, Philocalia, Dicache, 
Petula, tights before them, 

Cref, Sir Walter Terrill gallants are all ready, 

Ter, All ready. 

Eem, Well faid, come, come, wher’s the Bride 1 
Ter, She’s going to forbid the Banes agen. 

Shell dye a maide : and fee (lie keeps her oath. 

Alt the men, Faire CseleRine 1 
Ladies, The Bride 1 
Ter. She that was faire, 

AVhoni I card faire ant! CieleRine. 
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Om?m, Dead ! 

&ir quin. Dead, file’s deathes l^ridc, he liath lier 
maidenhead. 

Cru Sir Walter Terrill. 

Omnes, Tell vs how. 

Tc}\ All ceafe, 

The fubie6l that we treat e of now is Peace, 

If you demand how : I can tell : if wliy, 

Aske the King that ; he was the caufe, not T. 

Let it fufficc, die’s dead, the kept her vow, 

Aske the King why, and then lie tell you how : 

Nay giiie your Reiiels life, tho (lie be gone, 

To Court with all your jireparation ; 

Leade on, and leade her on \ if any aske 
The mitlery, fay death prefeats a maske, 

Ring pealcs of Muficke, you are Loners lulles, 

The Ioffe of one heaiien, brings a thoiifn, nd hels. 

Exeunt 

Enter an arnhl Sewer after him the fendee of a 
Banquet : the King at another doore mectes them^ 
thty Exeunt 

Kin. Wily fo, euen thus the Mercury of Mcauen, 
Vdiers th’ ambrofiate banquet of the Cods, 

When a long traine of Angels in a ranke, 

Serue the firft courfe, and bow their Chriflall knees, 
Before the Siluer table ; where loues page 
Sweet Ganimed hlles Medlar ; when the Gods 
Drinke healtlies to Kings, they pledge them ; none 
but Kings 

Dare pledge the Gods, none but Gods drinke to 
Kings. 

Men of our houfe are we prepar’d ? 

Enter Seruants. 

Ser. My Leige, 

All waite the prefence of the Bride. 

Kin. The Bride? 

Yea, euery fenceles thing, which flic belioklcs, 
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Wil looke on her agen, her eyes refle(5lion, 

Will make the walks all eyes, witli her perfe6lion : 
Obferiie me now, becaufe of Maskes and Reueis, 

And many niiptiali ceremonies : Marke, 

This I create the Prefence heere the State, 

Our Kingdomes leate, ihall fit in honours Pride, 

Like pleafures Queene, there will I place the Bride : 
Be gone, be fpeedy, let me fee it done. Exeunt 

A King in Loue, is Steward to himfelfe, 

And neuer fcornes the office, my felfe buy, 

All glances from the Market of her eye. 

Sop MuJ/c/^e, chair e is fet vnder a Ca?iopie. 

Km. Sound Muficke, thou fweet fuiter to the ayre, 
Now wooe the ayre agen, this is the houre. 

Writ in the Calender of time, this houre, 

Muficke ffiall fpend, the next and next the Bride ; 

Her tongue will read the Muficke-Ledlure : Wat 
I loue thee Wat, becaufe thou art not wife ; 

Not deep-read in the volume of a man, 

Thou neuer fawfL a thought, poore foule thou thinkfl, 
The heart and tongue is cut out of one peece, 

But th’art deceau’d, the world hath a falfe light, 

Fooles thinke tis day, when wife men know tis night. 

Enter Sir Quintilian. 

Sir quint My Leige theyke come a maske of 
gallants, 

King, Now the fpirit of Loue vfiiers my 

bloud. 

Sir qum. They come. 

The Watch* word in a Maske is the bolde Drum. 

Efiter Blunt, Crifpinus, Demetrius, Philocalia, Petula, 
Dicache, all maskt, two and two with lights like 
maskers : Caslefline in a chatre. 

Ter. All pleafures guard my King, I heere prefent, 
My oath vpon the knee of duety : knees 
Are made for Kings, they are the fubiedls Fees. 

King, Wat Terrill, tlfart ill fuited, ill made vp, 
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In Sable collours, like a night jyeccc dyed, 

Com’fl thou the Ih'ologuc of a ISlaskc in blacke ; 

Thy body iwS ill fliapt ; a Ilridti-grooinc too ? 

Looke how the day Ls drefl in Sillier cloth, 

Laide round about with golden Simne-bcames : fo 
(x\s white as heaucn) Hiould a freih Bride-groonie goe. 
What ? Cceleflinc the Bride, in the fame taskc 
Nay then I fee ther’s millery in this inaske, 

Prethee refolue me Wat ? 

7er. My gracious Lord, 

That part is hers, flic adles it ; oncly I 
Prefent the Prologue, die the mifleric. 

Khh Come Bride, the Sceane of bluthing entred 
firfl, 

Your cheekes are fetled now, and ])afl tlu' word ; 

Vfimasks her, 

A midery ? oh none plaics heere but th^ilh, 

This is deaths motion, niotionles ; fpeake you, 

Flatter no longer ; thou her Bride-groomc ; thou 
Her Father fpeake, 

Sir quint Dead. 
ler. Dead. 

Kin, How 1 
Sir quin, Poyfon’d. 

Kmg, And poyfon’d 1 

What villaine cliirfl blafphemc her beauties, or 
Prophane the clcare religion of her cycKS. 

Ter. Now King I enter, now the Sccanc is mine, 
My tongue is tipi with poifon : know who fpeakes, 
And looke into iny thoughts ; I bliifli not King, 

To call thee Tyrant : death hath fet my face, 

And made my blond boicle : hcarc me fpirits of men, 
And place your eares vpon your hearts ; the day 
(The fellow to this night) faw her and me, 

Shake hands together : for the bookc of heauen, 

Made vs cternall friends : thus, Man and Wife, 

This man of men (the King) what are not kings 1 
Was my chiefe gued, my royall gued, his Cracc 
Grac'd all the Table, and did well bct:oine 
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The vpper end, where fate my Bride : in briefe, 

He tainted her chafle eares ; flie yet vnknowne, 

His breath was treafon, tho his words were none. 
Treafon to her and me, he dar^d me then, 

(Vnder the couert of a flattering fmile,) 

To bring her where flie is not as flie is, 

Aline for lufl, not dead for Chaility : 

The refolution of my foule, out-dar’d, 

I fwore and taxt my faith with a fad oath j 
Which I maintaine ; heere take her, flie was mine, 
When flie was lining, bnt now dead, flie’s thine. 

Km, Doe not confonnd me quite ; for mine owne 
guilt, 

Speakes more within me then thy tongue containes ; 
Thy forrow is my fliame : yet heerein fprings, 
loy out of forrow, boldnes out of fliame ; 

For I by this haue found, once in my life, 

A faithfull fubie6l, thou a conflant wife. 

Cmi. A conflant wife. 

Kin. Am I confounded twice 1 
Blafled with wonder. 

Ttr. O delude me not. 

Thou art too true to Hue agen, too faire 
To be my Ctelefline, too conflant fan*e 
To be a woman. 

CmL Not to be thy wife, 

But firft I pleade my duetie, and falute 
The world agen. 

Sir guin. My King, my Sonne, know all, 

I am an A6lor in this mifterie, 

And beare the chiefefl part The Father I, 

Twas I that miniflred to her chafle bioud, 

A true fomniferous potion, which did fleale 

Her thoughts to fleepe, and flattered her with death : 

I card it a quick poifon’d drug, to trie 

The Bride-groomes lone, and the Brides conflancie. 

He in the paffion of his loue did fight, 

A combat with affedlion ; fo did both, 

She for the poifon flroue, he for his oath : 
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Thus like a liappic Father, 1 liaue won, 

A conflant Daughter, and a louiiig Sonne. 

Kul IMiiroiir of Maidens, wonder of thy name, 

I giue Ihec that art giuen, pure, eludle. the lame 
Hcere Wat : I would not ])art (for the woihls pride) 
So true a Cri de-groom e, and fo ehalle a HiFle. 

Ov. I\Iy Leige, to wed a Comieall mioiU, 

To prefuppofed tragicke Argument : 

Vouchfafe to exercife your eyes, and fee 
A humorous dreadfull Poet take degree. 

Kui, Dreadfull in his pro[Jortiou or his ])en ? 

Cnf, 111 both, he ealles himfclfc the whip of 
men. 

Kui. If a elenre inerrit Hand vpon his praife, 

Reach him a Poets Crowne (the honourki Payes) 

Eut if he claime it, wanting right thereto, 

(As many ballard Sonnes of Poefie doe) 

Race downc his vrurjiation to the ground. 

True Poets are with Arte and N'ature Crowdd, 

But in what mohle fo ere this man bee <'a(l, 

We make him thine Crifpinus, wit and iiu]';ement. 
Shine in thy numbers, and tliy foute i know, 

Will not goe arm’d in ])affion gainfl thy foe : 

Therefore be thou our fclfe ; whihl our lelfe fit, 

But as fpcctator of this Sceane of wit, 

CrL Thankes royall Lord, for thefe liigh honors 
done, 

To me vnworthie, my raindes brightell fires 
Shall all con fume themfelues in purell flame, 

On the Alter of your deare eternal] name. 

Mn. Not vnder vs, but next vs take thy Scate, 
^^Artss no 2 iriJJicd by Kings make Kings more ereat, 

Vfe thy Authority. 

Crif. Demetrius. 

Cali in that fe/fe-crcating Horace^ bring 
Him and his fhaddow foorth. 

Pcfn, Both lhall np]>eare. 

No black-eyed Jiar muji jiicke m vertues Spheare. 
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Enter Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Fa. Oimds did you fee him, I pray let all his 
Mafeflies mod excellent dogs, be fet at liberties, and 
haue their freedoms to fmell him out. 

Dem. Smell whom ? 

Sir Faugh. Whom % the Cofiipojer, the Prince of 
Poets, Horace, Horace, he’s departed : in Gods name 
and the Kinges I farge you to ring it out from all 
our eares, for Horaces bodie is departed : Mader hue 

and crie fliall God bleffe King Williams, I crie 

you mercy and aske forgiuenes, for mine eyes did 
not findein their hearts to looke vppon your Ma- 
iedie. 

Kin. Wliat news with thee Sir Vaughan ? 

Sir Fail. Newes? God tis as vrfe newes as I can 
defire to bring about mee : our vnhanfome-fac’d Poet 
does play at bo-peepes with your Grace, and cryes 
all-hidde as boyes doe. 

Officers. Stand by, roome there, backe, roome for 
the Poet 

Sir Va. He’s reprehended and taken, by Sefu, I 
reioyce very neere as much as if I had difcouer’d a 
New-found Land, or the North and Ead Indies. 

Enter Tucca, his hoy after him with two piBiires vnder 
his cloake, and a wreath of nettles : Horace and 
Bubo puM in by tii homes hound both like Safyres, 
Sir Adam following, Mijiris Miniuer with him, 
wearing Tuccaes chame. 

Tuc. So, tug, tug, pull the mad Bull in by’ th 
homes ; So, baite one at that dake my place-mouth 
yelpers, and one at that dake Gurnets-head. 

King. What bufie fellow ’s this ? 

Tuc. Saue thee, ray mod gracious King a Harts 
faue thee, all hats and caps are thine, and therefore I 
vaile : for but to thee great SuUane Soliman, I 

s 
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fcome to be thus put oif or to deliuer vp this fconce 

I Wild, 

Km, Sir Vaughan, what’s this iolly Captaines 
name % 

Sir Va, Has a very fufficient name, and is a 
man has done God and his County?' as good and 
as hot Seruice (in conquering this vile Monfler-Poet) 
as euer did S. George his horfe-backe about the 
Dragon. 

Tuc. I fweate for ’t, but Tawfoone, holde thy 
tongue Mon du, if thou’t praife mee, doo’t behinde 
my backe : I am my weighty Soueraigne one of thy 
graines, thy valliant vaffaile ; aske not what I am, 
but read, turne ouer, vnclafpe thy Chronic! es : there 
thou flialt finde Buffe-Ierkin ; there read my points of 
war ; I am one a thy Mandilian-Leaders ; one that 
enters into thy royall bands for thee ; Paniiliiis Tiicca ; 
one of thy Kingdomes chiefell quarrellers ; one a thy 
moft faithfull — fy — fy — fy 

Sir Vati, Drunkerds I holde my life. 

Tuc, No whirligigs one of his faithfull fighters ; thy 
drawer 6 royall Tamor Cham. 

Sir Vd7L Goe too, I pray Captaine Tucca, giue 
vs all leaue to doe our biifmes before the King. 

Tuc, With all my heart, shi, shi, shi fhake that 
Bea7^e-whelp when thou wat 

Sir Van, Horace and Bubo, pray fend an an- 
fwere into his Mafefties eares, why you goe thus in 
Quids Morter-Morphefis and flrange falhions of ap- 
parell. 

Tuc. Cur why ? 

Afmi. My Lords, I was draTOe into this beaflly 
fuite by head and Ihoiilders onely for lone I bare to 
my Ningle. 

Tuc. Speake Ningle, thy mouth’s next, belch out, 
belch, why 

Hor. I did it to retyre me from the world ; 

And turne my Mtife into a Timonijly 
Loathing the general Leprozie of Sinne, 
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Which like a plague runs through the foules of men : 

I did it but to 

Til But to bite euery Motley-head vice hfth nofe, 
you did it Ningie to play the Bug-beare Satyre, & 
make a Carape royail of falhion-mongers quake at 
your paper Bullets ; you KaRie Tortois, you and your 
Itchy Poetry breake out like Chriflmas, biit-.oiice.,a. 
yearc, and then you keepe a Reueiling, & Araigning 
& a Scratching of mens faces, as tho you were 
Tyber the iong-taird Prince of Rattes, doe you I 
CrL Horace* 

Sir Vanghan, Silence, pray let all vrdes be flrangled, 
or held fafl betweene your teeth 

Cri. Vnder controiile of my dreade Soueraigne, 

We are thy Judges ; thou that didft Arraigne, 

Art now prepar’d for condemnation ; 

Should I but bid thy 2Iufe Jland to the Tarre, 

Thy felfe againfl her wouldll giue euidence : 

For flat rebellion gainfl the Sacred lawes 
or diuine Poefie : heerein moil fhe mifl, 

T/iy pride and fcorne made her fiaiie SatcriJI, 

And not her loue to vertne {as thou Preachefl) 

Or fliould we minifler flrong pilles to thee : 

What lum]}es of hard and indigefled fLiifle, 

Of bitter Satiripme, of Arrogance, 

Of Se/fe hue, of DefraBion, of a blacke 
And {linking Info knee {liould we fetch vp ? 

But none of thefe, we giue thee what’s more fit, 

With Ringing nettles Crowne his flinging wit 

Tnc, Wei faid my Poetical! huckfler, now he’s in 
thy handling rate him, doe rate him well 
Ilor, 0 I befeech your Maiefly, I'ather then thus 
to be netled, He ha my Satyres coate pulFcl oner mine 
eares, and be turn’d out a the nine Mufes Seruice. 

Afm. And I too, let mee be put to my fliiftes with 
myne Ningie. 

Sir VaiL By Sefu fo you fliall M. Bubo i flea off 
this hairic skin M. Horace, fo, fo, fo, vntruffc, vn- 
trulle. 
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Tnc. His Poeticall wreath my dapper pimcke- 
fetchen 

Hot, Ooh 

Sir Va. Nay, yoar oohs, nor your Callin-oes can- 
not feme your turne ; your tongue you know is full of 
blifters with rayling, your face full of pockey-holes and 
pimples, with your fierie inuentions : and therefore to 
preferue your head from aking, this Biggin is yours, 

nay by Sefu you fhall bee a Poet, though not 

Lawrefyed, yet Nettlefyed, fo : 

Tuc. Sima flincker, thou’rt but vntruffd now, I 
owe thee a whipping flill, and He pay it : I haue layde 
roddes in Piffe and Vineger for thee : It fhall not bee 
the Whipping cH th Satyre^ nor the Whipping of the 
blinde-Beare, but of a counterfeit lugler, that fleales 
the name of Horace. 

Kin, How ? counterfeit ? does hee vfurpe that 
namel 

Sir Van, Yes indeede ant pleafe your Grace, he 
does fup vp that abhominable name. 

Tuc, Hee does O King Cambifes, hee does : thou 
hail no part of Horace in thee but’s name, and his 
damnable vices : thou haft fuch a terrible mouth, that 
thy beard^s afraide to peepe out : but, looke heere you 
flaring Leuiathan, heere’s the fweete vifage of Horace ; 
looke perboylde-face, looke ; Plorace had a trim long- 
beard, and a reafonable good face for a Poet, (as faces 
goe now-a-dayes) Horace did not skrue and wriggle 
himfelfe into great Mens famyliarity, (impudentlie) as 
thou doofl : nor weare the Badge of Gentlemens com- 
pany, as thou doofl thy Taffetie fleeues tackt too onely 
with fome pointes of profit : No, Horace had not his 
face puncht full of Oylet-holes, like the couer of a 
warming-pan : Horace lou’d Poets well, and gaue 
Coxcombes to none but fooles ; but thou lou’fi none, 
neither Wifemen nor fooles, but thy felfe : Plorace 
was a goodly Corpulent Gentleman, and not fo leane 
a hollow-cheekt Scrag as thou art : No, hecre’s the 
Coppy of thy countenance, by this will I learne to 
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make a number of villanous faces morCj and to looke 
scuruily vpon’th world, as thou dofl. 

CrL Sir Vaughan will you minifter their oath % 

Sir Vati, Mailer Afinius Bubo, you fliall fweare as 
little as you can, one oath fhall damme vp your Inno- 
cent mouth. 

Afin. Any oath Sir, He fweare any thing. 

Sir Va, You fhall fweare by PJmbus (who is your 
Poets good Lord and Mafler,) that heere-after you 
will not hyre Horace, to giue you poefies for rings, or 
hand-kerchers, or kniues which you vnderftand not, 
nor to write your Loue-letters ; which you (in turning 
of a hand) fet your markes vpon, as your owne : nor 
you fhall not carry Lattin Poets about you, till you 
can write and read Englifh at mofl ; and lafllyc that 
you fliall not call Horace your Ningle. 

Afin. By Phoebus I fweare all this, and as many 
oathes as you will, fo I may trudge. 

Sir VatL Trudge then, pay your legs for Fees, and 
bee diffarg’d. 

Tuc. Tprooth . . runne Red-cap, ware homes 
there. Exit Afi. 

Sir Va. Now Mafler Horace, you mufl be a more 
horrible fwearer, for your oath mufl be (like your 
wittes) of many collours ; and like a Brokers booke of 
many parcels. 

Tuc. Read, read ; th'inuentory of his oath. 

IIo7% He fweare till my haire Hands vp an end, 
to bee rid of this fling, oh this fling. 

Sir Van. Tis not your fling of confcience, is it ? 

Tuc. Vpon him : Infrimis. 

Sir Faugh. Piprimis, you fliall fweare by Phmbus 
and the halfe a fcore Mufes lacking one : not to 
fweare to hang your felfe, if you thought any Man, 
Ooman or Silde, could write Playes and Rimes, as 
well-fauouBd ones as your felfe. 

Tuc. Well fayd, hafl brought him toth gallowes 
already ? 

Sir Faugh. You fliall fweare not to bumbafl out a 
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new Play, ’vsith the olde lynings of lefles, llolen from 
the Temples Reuels. 

Tiic, To him olde Tango. 

Sir Fa, Moreouer, you lhall not fit in a Gallery, 
when your Comedies and Enterludes haue entred 
their Actions, and there make vile and bad faces at 
euerie lyne, to make Sentlemen haue an eye to yoU;, 
and to make Players afraide to take your part. 

Tnc, Thou fhalt be my Niiigle for this. 

Sir Vau, Befides, you mull forfweare to venter on 
the flage, when your Play is ended, and to exchange 
curtezies, and complements with Gallants in the 
Lordes roomes, to make all the hoiife rife vp in 
Annes, and to cry thaf s Horace, that’s he, that’s he, 
that’s he, that pennes and purges Humours and difeafes. 

Tuc, There boy, agen. 

Sir Vau, Secondly, when you bid all your friends 
to the marriage of a poore couple, that is to fay : your 
Wits and neceJfUies^ alias diclus^ to the rifling of your 
Mufe : alias^ your Mufes vpflttmg : alias a Poet WMt- 
fon-Ale ; you fhall fweare that within three dayes 
after, you fhall not abroad, in Booke-binders fhops, 
brag that your Vize-royes or Tributorie-KingSy haue 
done homage to you, or paide quarterage. 

Tuc. He buffe thy head Holofernes. 

Sir VatigJi, Moreouer and A, when a Knight 
or Sentlemen of vrfliip, does giue you his paffe-port, to 
trauaile in and out to his Company, and giues you 
money for Gods fake j I truft in Sefu, you will fweare 
(tooth and nayle) not to make fcalde and wry-mouth 
lefles vpon his Knight-hood, will you not ? 

Hor. I neuer did it by Pamaffus. 

Ttic, Wut fweare by Parnaffus and lye too, Dodlor 
DoddipoM 

Sir Va, Thirdly, and lafl of all failing one, when 
your Playes are miffe-iikt at Court, you fliall not crye 
Mew like a Puffe-cat, and fay you are glad you write 
out of the Courtiers Element. 

Tuc, Let the Element alone, tis out a thy reach. 
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St' Van. In brieflynes, when you Sup in Tauemes, 
amongfl your betters, you lhall fweare not to dippe 
your Manners in too much fawce, nor at Table to 
fling Epigrams, Embleames, or Play-fpeeches about 
you (lyke Hayle-llones) to keepe you out of the terri- 
ble daunger of the Shot, vpon payne to fit at the 
vpper ende of the Table, a'th left hand of Carlo 
Buffon : fweare all this, by Apollo and the eight or 
nine Mufes. 

Hor- By Apollo, Helicon, the Mufes (who march 
three and three in a rancke) and by all that belongs 
to Pernaffus, I fweare all this. 

Tuc. Beare witnes. 

Crif, That fearefull wreath, this honour is your 
due, 

All Poets Jliall be Poet- Apes hut you \ 

Thankes {Learnings true Meccsnas, Poefies Icing) 
Thankes jfor that gracious eare, which you haue lent, 
To this moft tedious, moll rude argument. 

Kin. Our fpirits haue well been fealled ; he whofe 
pen 

Draws both corrupt, and cleare blond from all men : 
(Careles what veine he prickes) let him not raue, 
When his owne fides are ftrucke, blowes, blowes, doe 
craue. 

Tuc. Kings-truce, my noble Hearbe-a-grace ; my 
Princely fweet-Wiiliam, a boone — Stay firll, Ifl a 
match or no match. Lady Furniuall Ifl ? 

Sir Adis Sir quint A match % 

Mini. I, a match, fmce he hath hit the Miflris fo 
often fth fore-game, well eene play out a rubbers. 

Sir Ada. Take her for me. 

Sir quin. Take her for thy felfe, not for me. 

Sir Vau. Play out your rubbers in Gods name, 
by Sefu He neuer boule more in your Alley, Iddow. 

Sir Qum. My Chaine. 

Sir Adam. My Purfe. 

Tuc. He Chaine thee prefently, and giue thee ten 
pound and a purle : a boone my Leige : . . . . daunce 
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6 my delicate Rufus, at my wedding with this reiierend 
Antiquary ; ifl done ? wut thou ? 

Kin. He giue thee Kingly honour: Mg/it and 
Sleepe, 

With filken Ribands would tye vp our eyes, 

But Miflris Bride, one meafure fhall be led, 

In fcome of Mid-nights haft, and then to bed. 

Exmnt 





E PI LO GUS, 

Entlemen, Gallants, and you my 
vJT little Swaggerers that fight lowe : 
my tough hearts of Oake that ftand too’t fo 
valliantly, and are ftill within a yard of your 
Capten : Now the Trumpets (that fet men to- 
gether by the eares) haue left their Tantara-rag- 
boy, let's part friends. I recant, beare witnes all 
you Gentle-folkes (that walke i'th Galleries) I 
recant the opinions which I helde of Courtiers, 
Ladies, & Cittizens, when once (in an affembly of 
Friers) I railde vpon them : that Hereticall 
Libertine Horace, taught me fo to mouth it 
Befides, twas when ftiffe Tucca was a boy : twas 
not Tucca that railde and roar’d then, but the 
Deuill & his Angels: But now, Kings-truce, 
the Capten Summons a parlee, and deliuers 
himfelfe and his prating company into your 
hands, vpon what compofition you wil. Are 
you pleafd ? and He dance Friskin for ioy, but 

if you be not, by’th Lord He fee you all 

heere for your two pence a peice agen, before 
He loofe your company. I know now fome be 
come hyther with cheekes fwolne as big with 
hiffes, as if they had the toot-ach : vds-foote, if I 

flood by them, Ide bee fo bold, as intreate 

them to hiffe in another place. Are you aduiz'd 
what you doe when you hiffe } you blowe away 
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Horace’s reuenge : but if you fet your hands and 
Seales to this, Horace will write againft it, and 
you may liaue more fport : he fhall not loofe his 
labour, he fhall not turne his blanke verfes into 
waft paper : No, my Poetafters will not laugh 
at him, but will vntruffe him agen, and agen, 
and agen. He tell you what you fhall doe, 
caft your little Tucca into a Bell : doe, make 
a Bell of me, and be al you my clappers, vpon 
condition, wee may haue a luftie peale, this 
colde weather : I haue but two legs left me, 
and they are both yours : Good night 
my two penny Tenants 
Good night 


FINIS. 
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5.. A DEVICE 


(proiefted downe, but till now not 
publijht^) that Jhotdd kaiie fertied 
at his Maiejiies firji accejffe to 
the Cittie. 


n lie forrow and amazement, that like an 
earthquake began to lliake the diflempered 
body of this Had (by reafon of our late 
I Soueraigns departure,) being wifely and 
miraculoufly preuented, and the feared wounds of a 
ciuill fword, (as Alexaiiders fury was with Muficke) 
being Hopt from burfling forth, by the found of 
Trompets that proclaimed King lames ; All mens eyes 
were prefently turnd to the North, ftanding euen flone 
llil in their Circles, like the poynts of fo many Geome- 
trical! needles, through a fixed & Adamantine defire 
to behold this 45. yeares wonder now brought forth 
by Tyme ; their tongues negle< 5 ling all language elfe, 
faue that which fpake zealous prayers, and vnceafable 
wilhes, for his moft fpeedy and longd-for arriuall. Info- 
much that the Night was thought vnworthy to be 
crownd with fleepe, and the day not fit to be lookt 
vpon by the Sunne, which brought not fome frefli 
tydings of his Maieflies more neare and neerer ap 
proach. 

At the length Expedation (who is euer waking) and 
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that fo long was great, grewe neare the time of her 
deliuery. Rumor commiiig all in a fvveate to play the 
IMidwife, whofe firll comfortable words were, that this 
Treafure of a Kingdome (a Man Ruler) hid fo many 
yeares from vs, was now brought to light, and at hand. 

Martial!. Et popidi vox erat vna^ Venit 

And that he w’^as to be conducted through foine 
vtter part of this his Citie, to his royall Caflle the Tower, 
that in the age of a man (till this very minute) had not 
bene acquainted nor borne the name of a Kings 
Court. Which Entrance of his (in tlois maner) being 
fam’de abroad, Becaufe his ioiiing Subiedls the Citi- 
zens would giue a tafle of their dutie and affedlion : 
The Dcuice following was fuddeinly made vp, as the 
firfl feruice, to a more royal! and ferious enfuing Enter- 
tainment ; And this (as it was then purpofed) fliould 
haue bene performed about the Barres beyond Bif- 
hops-gate. 
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S Aint George^ Saint Andrew, (the Patrons of both 
Kingdomes) hauing along time lookt vpon each 
other, with countenances rather of meere Grangers, 
then of fiich neare Neighbours, vpon the prefent 
afpedl of his Maiejlies approach toward Londo?i, were 
(in his fight) to iffue from two feiierall places on horfe- 
backe, and in compleate Armour, their Brefles and 
Caparifons fuited with the Arnies of England and 
Scotland, (as they are now quartered) to teflifie their 
leagued Combination, and newe fworne Brother-hood 
Thefe two armed Knights, encountring one another on 
the way, were to ride hand in hand, till they met bis 
Maiejlic. But the llrangeneffe of this newly-begotten 
amitie, flying ouer the earth, It calles vp the Genius 
of the Cittie, who (not fo much mazde, as wondring 
at the Noueltie) Interfepts their Paffage. 

And moft aptly (in our ludgement) might this Do- 
mejlicum Nwnen (the Genius of the place) lay iuft 
clayme to this preheminence of firfl bellowing Saluta- 
tions and welcomes on his Maiejiie, Genius being held 
{Inter fidlos Deos), to be God of Hofpitalitie and Plea- 
fiire : and none but fuch a one was meet to receiue fo 
excellent and princely a Guefl- 

Or if not worthy, for thole two former refpedls : Yet 
being Deus Generationis, and hauing a power af-well 
ouer Countries, hearbs and trees, as ouer men, and 
the Cittie hauing now put on a Regeneration, or new 
birth ; the indudlion of fuch a Perfon, might (without 
a Warrant from the court of Crityls) pafle very cur- 
rant. 

To made a falfe florilh here with the borrowed 
weapons of all the old Maiflers of the noble Science 
of Poefie, and to keepe a tyrannicall coyle, in Anato- 
mizing Gc7iius, from head to foote, (only to lliew how 
nimbly we can came vp the whole meffe of the Poets) 
were to play the Executioner, and to lay our Cities 
houlliold God on the rack, to make him confeffe, how 
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many paire of Latin fheets, we haue fliaken & cut into 
fhreds to make him a garment. Such feates of A6li- 
uitie are Hale, and common among Schollers, (before 
whome it is protefled we come not now (in a Pageant) 
to Play a Maifters prize) For Ntmc ego ventofce Fkbis 
fuffragia venor. 

The multitude is now to be our Audience, whofe 
heads would miferably runne a wooll-gathering, if we 
doo but offer to breake them with hard words. But 
fuppofe (by the way) contrary to the opinion of all the 
Dodlors) that our Gmius (in regarde the place is 
Fetninine, and the perfon it felfe, drawne Figura Hu- 
mana, fed Amhigiw fexu) fhould at this time be thrufl 
into womans apparrell It is no Schifme: be it fo : 
our Ge?iius is then a female, Antique j and reuerend 
both in yeares and habit : a Chaplet of mingled fiowres, 
Inter wouen with branches of the Plane Tree (crown- 
ing her Temples : her haire long and white : her Vef- 
ture a loofe roabe, Changeable and powdred with 
Starres : And being (on horfebacke likewife) thus fur- 
nifhed, this was the tune of her voyce. 
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Genius Locj. 

S Tay : wee couture you^ by that Potetit Name^ 

Of which each Letter’s {now) a trifle char me : 

Stay ; atid deliuer vs, of whence you are, 

And why you heare (alone) tit ofient of Warre, 

PVhen ail hands elfe reare OYmt-boughs and Palme : 
And Haley onean dayes off are all’s calme^ 

When euery tongue fpealecs Mufick : when each Fen 
(DiiPd and dyde hlacke in Galle) is white agcti. 

And dipt in Nedlar, which by DelpMck fire 
Being heated, melts into an Oxfi\tzxi-quire. 

When Troyes proud buildings fhew like ’Fdm.t-bowers, 
And Streets {like Gardens) are perfuntd with Flowers ; 
And Windowes glazde onely with wondring eyes ; 

{In a Kings looke fich adtniration lyes 1) 

And when foft handed Peace, yb fweetly thriues. 

That Bees in Souidiers Helmets build their Hiues : 
When Joy a tipdoe Jiands on Fortunes Whecle, 

In fdken Robes : How dare yott Jhine m Steele 1 
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Samt George. 

Ladie^ What are you that fo queflion vs % 
Genius. 

I A^n the places Genius, whence now fprings 

A Vine, whofe yojigeji Braimck Jhall produce Kings 
This little world of me7i; this precious Sfo7ie^ 

Thai fets out Europe : this (the glaffe alone) 

Where the 7ieat Sunne each Morne hhnfelfe attires, 
Afidgildes it with his repercuf sine fires. 

This lewell of the Land ; Englands right Eye : 

Altar ^Loue ; and Spheare of Maiestk : 

Greene Neptunes Minion, botlt whofe Virgin-wade, 

Ifis is like a C7iflall girdle cajl. 

Of this are we the Genius ; here ham /, 

Slept {by the fauour of a Deity) 

Fortie-foure Sutmners and as mafiy Springs, 

Not frighted with the threats of forraine Kin^s. 

But held vp m that gowned State I ham, 

By twice Twelue’-Fathers politique and graue : 

Who with a fheathed Sword, arid filkefi Law, 

Do keepe {within weake Walks) Millions in awe. 

I charge you therefore fay, for what you come ? 
What are you ? 

Both. Knights at Amies. 

S. George. Saint George. 

Samt A ndrew. Samt A ndrew. 

For Scotlands honour I. 

S. George. For E7igla7tds I 
Both fworne into a League of Vnitie. 

Genius. 

I Clap my hands for loy, and feate you both 
Next to my heart : In leaues of purefi golde, 

This 7nofi aufpicious loue fhall be enrold. 

Be ioyjide to vs : And as to earth we borne, 
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So^ to thofe royall feet, hende your Jlcelde brow. 

In name of ail tkefe Senators, {p7i whom 
Yertue builds more, then thefe of Antique Rome) 
Shouting a cheerefull welcome : Smce no clyme^ 

Nor Age that has gon or^e the head of Time^^ 

Did ire cajl vp fuck loyes, nor the like Smnme 
{But here) fhall fland in the world, yeares to come, 
Dread King, our hearts makegood, what words do want. 
To bid thee boldly efiter Troynouant. 

Rerum certa fains, Terrarum gloria C^far ! 

Sospite quo, magnos credmus efse Decs : 

Dikxere prihs pueri, luve^iefque fefiefque, 

At Nunc I?ifa?ites te quoque Csefar amant. 

This fliould haue beene the firft Offiring of the Citties 
Loue : But his Maieftie not making his Entrance (ac- 
cording to expedlation) It was (not vtterly throwne 
from the Alter) but layd by. 




The Kings Entertainment 

Mart lam Crefeunt media Fai^nata celfa via, 

H Y this time Imagine, that Poets (who drawe 
fpeaking Pidlures) and Painters (who make 
dumbe Poefie) had their heads h hands 

full ; the one for natiue and fweet Inuen- 

tion ; the other for liuely IllufLration of what the 
former fliould deuife : Both of them emuloufly con- 
tending (but not firming) with the proprefl and brigh- 
ter Colours of Wit and Art, to fet out the beautie of 
the great TriMmpha7it day, 

P'or more exadl and formall managing of which 
Bufineffe, a Seledl number both of Aldemien and 
Commoners (like fo many Roman e uEdilcs) were 
[Comnuni Confilid) chofen forth, to whofe diferetion, 
the Charge^ Cojitriuings, Proiedis, and all other Pe- 
pende?i€es, owing to fo troublefome a worke, was 
intirely, and ludicially committed. 

Many dayes were thriftily confumed, to molde the 
bodies of thefe Tryumphes comely, and to the honour 
of the Place : & at lafl, the flufe whereof to frame 
them, was beaten out. The Soule that diould giue 
life, & a tongue to this Efitertainment^ being to breathe 
out of Writers Pens. The Limmes of it to lye at the 
hard-handed mercy of Mychanitiens. 

In a moment therefore of Time, are Carpenters, 
loyners, Gamers, and other Artificers fweating at their 
Chizzells. 

Vir. Accmgimt Onmes operu 

Not a finger but had an Office : He was held vn 
worthy euer after to fneke the Pfony dew of Peace^ 
that {againji his conmiing,, by whom our Peace weares a 
triple Wreathe) y/oiild offer to play the Droane. The 
Streets are furueyed ; heigthes, breadths, and diflances 
taken, as it were to make Fortificatmis^ for the Solctn- 
nities, Seauen pieces of ground, (like fo many heldes 
for a battaile) are plotted foorth, vppon which thefe 
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Arches of Tryumph miifl lliew themfelues in their 
glorie : aloft, in the ende doe they aduance their 
proude fore-heads. 

Tirg : — Circiim pneri^ Innuptceqiie Puellcej 

Sacra Canunt^ fune/mj] mami conlingcre gaudent. 

Ellen childr^ (might they haue bin fuffred) would 
gladly haue fpent their little ilrength, about the 
Engines^ that mounted vp the Frames : Such a fire of 
loue and ioy, was kindled in euery brell. 

The day (for whofe fake, thefe wonders of Wood, 
clymde thus into the clowdes) is now come ; being fo 
earely vp by reafon of Artificial! Lights, which 
wakened it, that the Sunne ouer iOiept himfelfe, and 
rofe not in many houres after, yet bringing with it 
into the very bofome of the Cittie, a world of people. 
The Streets feemde to bee paued with men : Stalles in 
Head of rich wares were fet out with children, open 
Cafements fild vp with women. 

All Glaffe windowes taken downe, but in their 
places, fparkeled fo many eyes, that had it not bene 
the day, the light which refledled from them, was 
fuificieiit to haue made one: hee that fliould haue 
compared the emptie and vntroden walkes of Lovdoii^ 
which were to be feen in that late mortaily-deHroying 
Deluge, with the thronged flreetes now, might haue 
belieued, that vpon this day, began a new Creation^ 
& that the Citie was the onely Workhoufe wherein 
fundry Nations were made. 

A goodly and ciuil order was obferued, in Mar- 
tialling . all the Companies according to their de- 
grees : The firft beginning at the vpper end of Saint 
Marks Lane, and the lafl reaching aboue the Conduit 
in Fketjlreete : their Seats, being double-railde : vpon 
the vpper part wheron they leaned, the Streamers, 
Enfignes, and Bannerets, of each particular Company 
decently fixed : And direclly againfl them, (euen 
quite through the body of the Citie, fo hie as to 
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Temple-Barre) a fingle Raile (in faire diflance from 
the other) was likewife eredled to put off the multitude. 
Amongil whofe tongues (which in fuch Conforts 
neuer iye Rill,) tho there were no Muficke, yet as the 
Poet fayes : 

Mart, Vox diuerfa fonat^ fopulonmi ejl vox ta 7 nen vna. 

N othing that theyfpeake could bee made any 
thing, yet all that was fpoken, founded to this 
purpofe, that Rill his MaieRie was comming. They 
liaue their longings : And behold, A farre off they 
fpie him, richly mounted on a white lennet, vnder 
a rich Canopy, fuRained by eight Barons of the 
Cinqueports ; the Tower feruing that morning but for 
his with-drawing Chamber, wherein hee made him 
ready : and from thence Rept prefently into his Citie 
of London^ which for the time might worthily borrow 
the name of his Court Royall : His paRage alongR 
that Court, offering it felfe for more State) through 
feuen Gates, of which the RrR was eredled at Fan- 
church, 

Thus prefentmg if felfe, 

I T was an \T)right Flat-fquare, (for it con- ^ . 

tained fiftie foote in the perpendiculer, 
and fiftie foote in the Ground-lyne) the vpper roofe 
thereof (one diRin< 5 l Grices) bore vp the true moddells 
of all the notable Houfes, Turrets, and Steeples, 
within the Citie. The Gate vnder which his MaieRie 
did paffe, was 12. foote wide, and 18. foote hie: A 
PoReme likewife (at one fide of it) being foure foote 
wide, and 8. foote in heigth : On either fide of the 
Gate, Rood a great French Terme, of Rone, aduanced 
vpon wodden PedeRalls ; two half PiiaRers of RuRick, 
Randing ouer their heads. I could flioote more 
Arrowes at this marke, and teach you without the 
Carpenters Rule how to meafure all the proportions 
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belonging to this Fahrich But an excellent hand 
being at this inHant curioufly defcribing all the feuen, 
and bellowing on them their faire profpedliue limmes, 
your eye fhall hereafter rather be delighted^ in be- 
holding thofe Pidlures, than now be wearied in look- 
ing vpon mine. 
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^ The Perfonages (as well Mutes 
as Speakers) in this Pageant, were 
thefei viz. 


1 ^“1 "'He highefl Perfon was The Brittayne Mo- 

JL diarchy, 

2 At her feet, fate Diuine Wifdome. 

3 Beneath her, flood The Genius of the City, A man. 

^ ^vas placed a Perfonage, figuring, 

The Counfell of the City. 

5 Vnder all thefe lay a perfon reprefenting Thamefs 
the Riner. 

Sixe other perfons (being daughters to Genius) 
were aduaunced aboue him, on a fpreading Afccnt, of 
which the lira was, 

Giadnejfe. 

The fecond, Veneration. 

The third, Rromptitude. 

The fourth. Vigilance. 

The fift, Louhig affedtmi. 

Thefixth, Vnanmity. 

^■u perfonages, Genius and Thamefis were 

being prefented by one 
of ber Maieaies Reuels : Genius by 
M. Alhn (feruant to the young Prince) his gratula- 
toiy ipeach (which was deliuered with excellent Adlion, 
and a well tun^de audible voyce) being to this effecT : 

jiiat London may be prowd to behold this day, 
and therefore m name of the Lord 3faior and Alder- 
Co?npioners and Mtiltitude, the 
neartielt Welcome is tendered to his MaieBy, that 
euer was behowed on any King, &c. 

Banquet being taken away with 
Hatiu- found of Muficke, there, ready for the pur- 
oyesof pofe, his Maieflie made his entrance into this 
his ^ ^ 


Londm. 
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the Battlements of the worke, in great Capi tails was 
infcribed, thus : 

L O N D I N I V M. 

And vnder that, in a fmaller (but not different) 
Cara^er^ was written, 

CAMERA REGIA: 

The Kings Chamber. 

Too fhort a time (in their opinions that were glewed 
there together fo manyhoiires, to behold him) did his 
Maieflie dwell vpon this firfl place : yet too long it 
feemed to other happy Spirits, that higher vp in thefe 
Elizian fields awaited for his prefence: he fets on 
therefore (like the Sunne in his Zodiaque) bountifully 
difperfing his beames amongfl particular Nations : the 
brightneffe and warmth of which, was now fpent firfl 
vpon the Italians^ & next vpon the Belgians : The 
fpace of ground, on which their magnifice?it Arches 
were builded, being not vnworthy to beare the name 
of thCj great Hall to this our Court Royal : wherein 
was to be heard & feene the fundry languages k 
habits of Strangers, which vnder Princes Roofes 
tender excellent harmony. 

In a paire of Scales doe I weigh thefe two Nations, 
and finde them (neither in hearty loue to his Maieflie, 
in aduancement of the Cities honor, nor in forward- 
neffe to glorifie thefe TrkmipJies) to differ one graine. 

To difpute which haue done befl, were to doubt 
that one had done well. Call their inuentions there- 
fore Twymtes : or if they themfelues doe not like that 
name, (for happily they are emulous of one glory) 
yet thus may we fpeake of them. 


Backs non o^mtihus vna, 

Nec diuerfa tanwi^ Qtiakm decel ejffe fororum. 


Otiid 
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Becaufe, whofoeuer {^fixis ocuiis) beholds their pro- 
portions, 

Vir£. Expleri mmtem 7iequit^ ardefcitq\ inendo. 

The llreet, vpon whofe breafl, this Italian Gracious 
lewell was wome, was neuer worthy of that 
name which it carries, till this houre : For here did 
the Kings eye meete a fecond Obiedl, that inticed 
him by tarrying to giue honor to the place. And thus 
did the queintneffe of the E^igine feeme to difcouer it 
felfe before him. 



through the City of London. 283 
The Italians Pageant. 

T He building tooke vp the whole bredth of the 
Street, of which, the lower part was a Square, 
garniflied with foure great Column es : In the midfl of 
of which Square, was cut out a fayre andfpacious high 
Gate, arched, being twenty feuen foot in the perpen- 
dicular lyne, and eyghteene at the ground lyne : ouer 
the Gate, in golden Caradlers, thefe verfes (in a long 
fquare) were infcribed : 

Tu Regere hnferio populos Jacohe manento^ 
jE[(b tibi eru 7 it Aries ^ Faciq\ imponere morem^ 
Farcere SuhieBisy 6^ debdlare fuperhos. 

And diredlly aboue this, was aduanc’d the Armes 
of the Kingdome, the Supporters fairely cut out to the 
life : |ouer the Lyon (feme prety diHance from it) was 
written, 

lACOBO REGI MAGN. 

And aboue the head of the Fnicome, at the like 
diilance, this, 

HENRICI YIL ABNEP. 

In a large Square eredled aboue all thefe, King 
JETefiry the feuenth was royally feated in his Imperiall 
Robes, to whome King la^/ies (mounted on horfe- 
backe) approches, and receyues a Scepter, ouer both 
their heads thefe words being written, 

HIC YIR, HIC EST. 

Betweene two of the ColumneSy (on the right hand) 
was fixed vp a Square table, wherein, in liuely and 
excellent colours, was lim’d a woman, figuring Feace^ 
her head fecurely leaning on her left hand, her body 
modeflly bellowed (to the length) vpon the earth : In 
her other hand, was held an Oliue branch, the Eiifigfie 
of Peace, her word was out of Virgily being thus, 
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Dens 7iobis Jicbc otia fecit. 

Beneath that peace, was another fquare Table, reach- 
ing alrnofl to the Bafes of the two Colunines\ In 
which, 2 . (feeming) Sea perfonages, were diawne to 
the life, both of them lying, or rather leaning on the 
bofome of the earth, naked ; the one a woman, her 
backe onely feene ; the other a man, his hand firetch- 
ing and faflning it felfe vpon her flioulder : the word 
that this dead body fpake, was this, 

1 DeciiSy I Nollriun, 

Vpon the left-hand fide of the Gate, betweene the 
other two Columnes^ were alfo two fquare Tables : In 
the one of which were two peifons portrayed to the 
life, naked, and wilde in lookes, the word, 

Expe^ate fob Trinohaiiti. 

And ouer that, in another fquare, carying the 
fame proportion, floode a woman vpright, holding in 
her hand a Shield, beneath whom \vas infcribed in 
golden Cara^erSy 
Spcs 6 fidifsima rermn. 

And this was the fhape and front of the firfl great 
Square^ whofe top being fiat, was garniflied with 
Felajters^ and vpon the roofe was directed a great 
Fadeflail, on which flood a Perfon carued out to the 
life (a woman) her left hand leaning on a fword, with 
the poynt dowmeward, and her right hand reaching 
foorth a Diadem, which fhee feemde by bowing of her 
knee and head, to beftow vpon his Maieflie. 

On the foure corners of this vpper part, floode 
foure naked portraytures (in great) with artificial! 
Trumpets in their hands. 

In the Arch of the Gate, was drawne (at one fide) a 
companie of Palme trees, young, and as it were but 
newly fpringing, ouer w^hofe branches, two naked 
winged Angels, flying, held foorth a Scroll, which 
feem’d to fpeake thus, 

Spes altera. 

On the contrarie fide, was a Vine, fpreading it felfe 
into many branches, and winding about and 
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Palme trees : two naked winged Angels hanging like- 
wife in the Ayre ouer them, and holding a Scrol be- 
tweene them, hid with this infeription, 

Vxor tiia^ ficiit vltis ahiJidaiis^ 

Et fiUi palmites Olmaritm, 

If your imaginations (after the beholding of thefe 
obiedis) will iuppofe^ that his Maieftie is now gone to 
the other fide of this Italian TropJiee \ doe but caft 
your eyes baclce, and there you fhall finde iufl the 
fame proportions, which the fore-part, or Brefl of our 
Arch carrieth, with equal! number of Columnes^ Pede- 
ilals, Pilahers, Lim’d peeces, and Carued Statues. 
Ouer the Gate, this Dijiichon prefents it felfe. 

Nonne tiio Imperio fails ejl lacohe potlri 2 
Imperiimi in Jllnf as, Aenmle qii(Z7'is ? Hales. 

Yncler which verfes, a wreathe of Lawrell feem’d 
to be ready to be let fall on his Maieilies head, as hee 
went vnder it, being held betweene two naked An- 
tique -women, their bodies firetching (at the full 
length) to compaffe ouer the Arch of the Gate. And 
aboue thofe verfes, in a faire Azure table, this inferip- 
tion was aduancVl in golden Capitals : 

EXPECTATION! ORBIS TERRARVM, 
REGIB. GENITO NVMEROSISS. 

REGVM GENITORI F^LICISS. 

REGI MARTIGENARVM AYGVSTISS. 

REGI MVSARYM GLORIOSISS. 

Itali Jiatuenmt Imtifm cuUus Signum. 

On the right hand of this backe-part, betweene two 
of the Cohimnes was a fquare table, in which was 
drawne a Woman, crown’d with beautifull and frefh 
flowres, a Cadumns in her hand : All the notes of a 
plenteous and liuely Spring being caried about her, 
the foule that gaue life to this fpeaking pidlure, was : 

— Omnis ferd amnia Tcllus, 
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Aboue this peece, in another fquare, was portrayed 
a Tryfon^ his Trumpet at his mouth, feeming to vtter 
this much, 

Dum C<^lum Jiellas, 

Vpon the left hand of this back-part, in mofl excel- 
lent colours, Antikely attir’d, flood the 4. kingdoms, 
Englmd^ Scotla7idj Fra7ice and Fela7id^ holding hands 
together ; this being the language of them all, 

CoTtcordes Jldbili Fatoruifi Nu77ime, 

The middle great Square, that was aduaunced ouer 
the Freeze of the Gate, held Apollo^ with all his En- 
fignes and properties belonging vnto him, as a Sphere^ 
Bookes^ a Caducceus^ an O^oedro7i^ with other Geome- 
tricall Bodies, and a Harpe in his left hand : his right 
hand with a golden Wand in it, poynting to the battel 
of Lepa7ito fought by the Turks^ (of which his Maieflie 
hath written a Poef7i) and to doe him Honour, Apollo 
himfelfe’doth here feeme to take vpon him to de- 
fcribe : his word, 


Fortimate Puer. 

Thefe were the Mutes, and properties that helpt to 
furnifh out this great Italian Theateri vpon whofe 
Stage, the found of no voice was appointed to be 
heard, but of one, (and that, in the prefence of the 
ItaliaTis themfelues) who in two little oppofite galleries 
vnder & within the Arch of the gate, very richly 
and neately hung, deliuered thus much Latine to his 
Maieflie : 
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The Italians fpeach. 

S Alue^ Rex magne^ falue. Salutem Maiejiati tim 
Italic fcelicij simum Adtientum fcelices fub Te 

futiiri^ preca 7 mir, Ecce h%c Omnes^ Exzgici znunere^ 
paucidi Nimcro : Sed magni erga Mai^aiem timm 
animiy multi ohfequij. At nec Atlas^ qzd Cmlum fujii- 
net^ nec ipfa Cceli conuexa^ altitudmeni attingant merito- 
rtm Regis optimi ; Hoc ejt^ eius^ qtmn de ^ Teipfo 
cxprefsijli doiiifshno {Dens !) et adznirahili peziicilloi 
Beatifsimos populos^ vbi 6^ Philofophus regnat^ 6^ Rex 
Philofophatur, Salue, Rex nohilifsime, falue^ vme, 
Rex potentlfswie^ fmliciter, Regna^ Rex fapientifsimcy 
fmliciter^ Itali optamus onizies, Itali clamamtis omnes : 
Omnes^ onmes, 

Hauing hoyfled vp our Sailes, and taken leaue of 
this Italian fhore, let our next place of calling anker, 
bevponthe Land of the 17. Prouinces; where the 
Belgmis^ (attired in the collly habits of their own 
natiue Countrey, without the fantallicke mixtures of 
other Nations) but more richly fumifhed with loue, 
ftand ready to rece3nie his Maiellie : who (according 
to their expe€lation) does moll gi*atioully make him- 
felfe h his Royail traine their Princely ghefls. The 
houfe which thefe Strangers haue builded to enter- 
taine him in, is thus contriu'de. 
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The Pageant of the Dutch-men, 

by the Royall Exchange. 

Foundation of this, was (as it were by Faii) 
JL layd neere vnto a royall place j for it was a 
royall and magnificent labour: It was bounded in 
with the houfes on both fides the fireet, fo prowdly 
(as ail the reft alfo did) did this extend her body in 
bredth. The paffage of State, was a Gate, large, 
afcending eighteene foot high, aptly proportion’d to 
the other lymmes, and twelue foot wyde, arched ; tivo 
leffer Poftemes were for common feet, cut out and 
open’d on the fides of the other. 

Within a fmall Freeze, (and kiffing the very forhead 
of the Gate) the Aedifice fpake thus, 

Fma/s a Fato furgo non Degener H(zres. 

Whim lifting vp your eye to an vpper larger 
Freeze, you may there be enriched with thefe golden 
Capitalls, 

lACOBO, ANGL. SCOT. FRANC. HIBERN. 
REGI OPT. PRINC. MAX. BELGAE ded. 

But beftomng your fight vpon a large Azure Table, 
lyned quite through with Caradlers of gold, likewife 
you may for your pajmes receiue this infcription, 

ORBIS RESTITVTOR. PACIS FVND. RELIG. 

PROPVG. D. lAC. P. F. REGI. P. P. 

D. ANNAE REGIAE CONIVG. SOR. FIL, 
NEPTI, ET D. HENRICO I FIL. PRINC 
IVVENT, 

IN PVBL. YRBIS ET ORBIS LAETITIA, 
SECVLIQVE FAELICITAT. XVII. BELGIAE 
PROV. MERCATORES BENIGNE REGIA 
HAC IN VRBE EXCEPTI, ET 
S. M, VESTRAE OB ANTIQ. SOCIALE FOE- 
DVS, ET D. ELIZ. BENEFICENT. DEVOTE 
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FAVSTA OMNIA ET FOELICIA AD IMPERII 
-^TERNITAT. PRECANTYR. 


Aboue which (being the heart of the Trophee) was 
a fpacioiis fquare roome, left open, Silke Curtain es 
drawne before it, which (vpon the approch of his 
Maieflie) being put by, ly. yong Dmrifels^ (all of them 
fiimptuoully adorned, after their countrey fafhion,) 
fate as it -^vere in fo many Chaires of State, and figur- 
ing in their perfons, the 17. Pronin ces of JBelgia^ of 
which euery one caried in a Scutchion (excellently 
pencilde) the Amies and Coate of one. 

Aboue the vpper edge of this large Square Roome, 
and ouer the firfl Battlement, in another front, ad- 
uanc*d for the purpofe, a fquare Table was faftened 
vpright, in which was drawne the liuely pidlure of the 
King, in his Imperial Robes ; a Crowne on his head, 
the Sword and Scepter in his handes : vpon his left 
fide flood a woman, her face fixed vpon his, a burning 
hart in her right hand, her left hanging by, a Merofi 
flan ding clofe vrito her : vpon his other fide flood 
vpright (with her countenance diredled likewife vpon 
him) another woman, winged, and in a Freeze beneath 
them, which tooke vp the full length of this Square : 
this infcription fet out it felfe in golden wordes ; 

Vtroqne Satellite Tutus, 

Suffer your eyes to be wearied no longer with gazing 
vp fo high at thofe Sim-hea^nsy but turne th^ afide to 
looke below through the little Po/ler 7 ies : whofe State 
fvveld quickly vp to a greatnes, by reafon of 2. 
ColumneSy that fupported them on either fide. In a 
Table, ouer the right-hand Portally was in perfedl 
colours, drawne a Serp^t, purfude by a Lion : betweene 
them, Adders and Snakes, chafing one another, the 
Lion fcornfully calling his head backe, to behold the 
violence of a blacke florme, that heauen powred 

u 
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downe, to ouertake them : the found that came from 
all this, was thus : 

Sequitur grauis Iraferoces, 

The oppofite body to this (on the other fide, and 
diredlly ouer the other Fortall, whofe pompe did in 
like maner leane vpon, and vphold it felfe by two 
mayne Columnes) was a fquare peece, in which were 
to be feene, Sheepe browzing, Lambes nibbling, 
Byrds flying in the A3n:e, with other arguments of 
a ferene and vntroubled feafon, whofe happineffe was 
proclaymed in this maner, 

— Venit alma Cictinhis Aura. 

Diredlly aboue this, in a fquare Table, were por- 
trayed two Ezngs, reuerently and antiquely attyrde, 
who feem'd to walke vponthefe golden lines, 

Nafdtur in 7ioJiro Regu7n par Nobile Rege 
Alter lefiadeSy Alter A?n 07 iiacles. 

From whome, leade but your eye, in a flraight line, 
to the other fide, (ouer the contrary Poilerne) and there 
in a fecond vpper Pi<5lure, you may meete with two 
other Rings, not fully fo antique, but as rich in their 
Ornaments ; both of them, out of golden letters, com- 
pofing thefe wordes, 

Zudus atite alios, Edwai'dus, ^ hide I A C 0 B V S 
Sextus, hicfanodt,fextus &>ille fide 7 n. 

And thefe were the Nerues, by which this great 
Trumphall Body was knit together, in the inferiour 
parts of it, vpon the Ihoulders whereof, (which were 
gamifhed with rowes of Pilasters, that fupported Lions, 
rapant, bearing vp Banners) there Hood another leffer 
Square, the head of which wore a Coronet of Pilasters 
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alfo ; and aboue th^, vpon a Pedestal^ curioufly clofed 
in betweene the tayles of two Dolphins, was aduanced 
a Woman, holding in one hand, a golden Warder, and 
poynting with the fore-finger of the other hand vp to 
heauen. She figur’d Diume F7'ouidence^ for fo at her 
feete was written. 

Prouida Mens Ccelu 

Somewhat beneath which, was to bee feene an Im- 
perial! Crowne, two Scepters being faflened (croffe- 
wife) vnto it, and deliuering this fpeach, 

Sceytra hcec concredidit vnu 

At the elbowes of this vpper Square, Hood vpon 
the foure corners of a great Pedcjlall^ foure Pym77iides, 
hollow, and fo neately coiitriu’de, that in the night 
time (for anger that the Sunne would no longer looke 
vpon thefe earthly beauties) they gaue light to them- 
felues, and the whole place about them : the windowes, 
from whence thefe artificial! beames were throwne, 
being cut out in fuch a fafhion, that (as Otdd^ de- 
fcribing the Palace of the Sunne, fayes) 

Clara micanfe Auro, Flam7nafq\ imitante Pyrqpo, 

So did they fhine afarre off, like Cryfolites, and 
fparkled like Carbuncles : Betweene thofe two Pyra- 
niides that were lifted vp on the right hand, flood 
Fortitude j her Piller rolling it felfe vpon this golden 
line, 


Pe^yero curarum ponduSy Difcrimina temno. 

Betweene the two Pyra^nides on the other fide, 
luflice challenged her place, being knowne both by 
her habit and by her voyce, that fpake thus, 

Aufpice me Dextra folium Regale perennat. 

u 2 
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Wee haue held his Maieftie too long from entring 
this third Gate of his Court Royall \ It is now hie 
time, that thofe eyes, which on the other fide ake mth 
rolling vp and downe for his gladfome prefence, fliould 
inioy that happineffe. Beholde, hee is in an inflance 
paffed thorough j The Obiedls that there offer them- 
felues before him, being thefe : 

Our Belgick Statue of Triumph, weares on her backe, 
as much riches, as fhe caried vpon her brefl, being 
altogether as glorious in Columnes^ Handing on Tip- 
toe, on as loftie and as proude Pyramides ; her walkes 
encompa’fl with as ftrong and as neate Pilajie^'s : the 
colours of her garments are as bright, her adome- 
ments as many : For, 

In the fquare Field, next and loweft, ouer one of the 
Portals, were the Dutch Countrey people, toyling at 
their Husbandrie ; women carding of their Hemp, 
the men beating it, fuch excellent Art being exprefl in 
their faces, their floopings, bendings, fweatings, 
that nothing is wanting in them but life (which no 
colours can giue) to make them bee thought more than 
the works of Paynters. 

Lift vp your eyes a little aboue them, and beholde 
ihCii Exchange \ the countenaunces of the Marchants 
there being fo liuely, that bargaines feeme to come 
from their lippes. 

But in Head of other fpeach, this is onely to bee had, 

PIO INYICTO, 

E.. lACOBO, 

QYOD FEL. EIVS AYSPICIIS VNIYERSVM 

BRIT. IMPERIVM PACAT, MARE TVTVM 

PORTVS APERIT. 

Ouer the other Portall, in a fquare (proportion'd, to 
the bignes of thofe other) men, women, & childr^ (in 
Dutch habits) are bufie at other workes ; the men 
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Weaning, the women Spinning, the children at their 
Hand-loomes, &c. Aboue whole heads, you may with 
little labour, walke into the Mart^ where as well as the 
Froe^ as the Btirger^ are buying and felling, the praife 
of whofe induflrie (being worthy of it) Hands publilht 
in gold, thus, 

QVOD MVTVIS COMMERCIIS, ET ARTIFI- 
CVM NAVTARVMQYE SOLERTIA CRES- 
CAT, DESIDIA EXVLAT, MVTYAQVE AMI- 
CITIA CONSERVETVR. 

luft in the midfl of thefe foure Squares, and diredlly 
ouer the Gate, in a large Table, whofe feete are fallned 
to the Freeze^ is their fifhing & (hipping liuely and 
fweetely fet downe : The Skipper (euen though he be 
had tugging at his Net) loudly finging this : 

Qiiod Celeb x hoc E7nponu77i prude7iti indtijlria fuos, 
Quotas Terraruiti Negotiatores ettiittat^ exteros 
Himiafiiter adtuittatfofis fa77ia77i^ dotfii diuitias augeat. 

Let vs now clime vp to the vpper battlementes ; 
where, at the right hand Tmie flandes : at the left (in a 
diredl line) his daughter Trueth ; vnder her foote is 
written, Smcera. 

And vnder his, 

Durant, 

Siiicera Durant, 

In the midll of thefe two, three other perfons are 
rancked togeather, Art, SeduUtie^ and Labour x be- 
neath whom, in a Freeze rouing along the whole 
breadth of that Square, you may find thefe wordes in 
gold. 

Artes^ Feifecit^ Sediditate^ Labor, 

As on the forefide, fo on this, and equall in heigth 
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to that of Dhdne Proiiide^ice, is the figure of a Woman 
aduaunceci : beneath whom, is an imperiall Crowne, 
with branches of Oliue, fixed (croffe-wife) vnto it, and 
giues you this word. 

Sine Ccede at Saftguine. 

And thus haue we beflowed vpon you, all the dead 
Cullours of this Pidlure, (wherein notwithilanding, 
was left fo much life) as can come from Art The 
fpeaking inUmment, was a Boy, attyred all in white 
Silke, a wreath of Lawrell about his temples : from 
his voyce came this found. 


Sermo ad Regem. 


Q Ves tot Sceptra tenes forti, Rex maxime, dextra^ 
Prouida Mens funmii Ntmiinis ilia dedit 
A/pice ridentem per gaudia Plehis Olympum^ 
Reddentem etplatifus ad fua verba fuos, 

Tantus Jw7ios panels^ primi pojl feciila nnmdi 
Obtigity et panels taiitimi V7ius meubuit^ 

JVa77t Rege}‘-e i77iperijs populufn fmlicibiis 
Ardiia7‘es, }7iag7iis res ta77ien apta viris. 

At 71071 viiaiiwics 7?ntu coffipefcere gentes^ 

Non ho}7iines pe}ifu77i^ fed labor ilk Pei, 

Ille ideb mgentes qui teunperet orbis habe 7 ias, 

Adiimgit lo7igas ad tua frcetia frianus. 

Et 7ne7iii de 77ic?itc fua prezlucet, et Artem 
Regnandi, regniun qui dedit ilia, docet 
Cref eentes varijs Cu77iulat virtutibus armos, 

Qjuas mfer pietas, cuhnma fimmia te 7 iet 
Hac proaiws reddis pairice, qui barbara Gentis 
Flexere i7id7iclo Nimifie, corda ferm. 

Hac anifnos tradlas id^dos, fubigifq \ rebelles, 

Et laic pc7faadcs quod tra/us tpfe iugim, 
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Illi fida co77ies terrmn indi^nata pf'ofammi^ 

Aut 71U71C te ta7ito Rege reiierfa The77iis, 

Afsidat ef robujla for or ^ mgmtibiLs aufs 
Pf'O populo cdrimi tradere prompta capuL 
Qum et Regis a77ior, 77t7if(Z et diledius Apollo^ 

Regali gaude7ii ftibdere pledl7'a 77ia7ni, 

Aurea et vbertas folerti nata tabor 
Exhibet aggestas Ruris ef vrbis opes. 

Stmt hcec dotta Roti, certa quce. prodita fatna 
Miraitttn vt mtiiat,, vetiit vterq ; polus, 

Vetzmms et Belgee^ patrijs Gefis exul ab oris 
Quos fouit teTzero tiiater Eliza fmii. 

Matri facratim^ Patri dupUcaftms attiorem^ 

Pofcimus et fittiili pojfe fauot'e frui. 

Sic Detmi Pantkaed iibi proferat alitis cemmi^ 

Sceptra per Ititiumeros qtii tibi tradit Auos, 

Sic Regina tua pars altera^ et altet'a proles^ 

Spes poptili lo7igU77i det^ capiatq \ deais. 

Whim the tongnes of the Stra7igers were iixiployed 
in extolling the gracious Afpe6l of the King, and his 
Princely behauiour towardes them, his Maieftie (by 
the quicknes of Tittie^ and the eameflneffe of expec- 
tation, whofe eyes ran a thoufand wayes to finde him) 
had won more ground, and was gotten fo far as to S, 
Mildreds Church in the Potilterie : clofe to the fide of 
which, a Scaffold was eredled ; where (at the Citties 
cofl) to delight the Queene with her owne country 
Muficke, nine Trumpets, and a Kettle Drum, did very 
fprightly & adliuely found the Datiijlt march : Whofe 
cunning and quicke flops, by that time they had 
toucht the lafl Ladyes eare in the traine, behold, the 
Emg was aduaunced vp fo hie as to Cheapefide : into 
which place (if Loue himfeife had entered, and feene 
fo many gallant Gentlemen, fo many Ladyes, and 
beautifull creatures, in whofe eyes glaunces (mixt with 
modefl lookes) feemed to daunce courtly Meafures in 
their motion) he could not haue chofen, to haue ginen 
the Roome any other name, then, The Prefence 
Chambe}\ 
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The flately entxaunce into which, was a 
o i,r height i8. foote. In breadth 

12. The thicknefleof the paffage vnder it, being 24. 
Two Pofternes floode wide open on the two fides, 
either of them being 4. foote wide, and 8. foote high. 
The two Portals that ietted out before thefe Poilernes, 
had their fides open foure feuerail wayes, and ferued 
as Pedeilalles (of Ruflicke) to fupport two Pyramides^ 
which floode vpon foure great Balles, and foure great 
Lions : the Pedeflalles, Balles, and Pyramides, de- 
uowring in their full vpright heigth, from the ground 
line to the top, iull 60. foote. But burying this Me- 
chanicke Body in fciience, let vs now take note in 
what falhion it flood attyred. Thus then it went ap- 
pareled. 
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The Deuice at 

Soper-lane end. 

T\ ^ large Compartimenl, mounted aboue 

V y forehead of the t^ate, oner tlie Freeze^ 
in Capitalles was infcribed this Title : 

NOVA FAELIX ARABIA. 

Vnder that fhape of Arabia^ this Hand being fi- 
gured : which two names of NeWy and Happky the 
Countrey could by no merit in it felfe, challenge to 
be her due, but onely by meanes of that fecret influ- 
ence accompanying his Maieflie wherefoeuer hce goes, 
and working Inch effedles. 

The mofl worthy perfonage aduaunced in this place, 
was Arabia B^'iiaimicayZ.’Woms.Uy attyred all in White, 
a rich Mantle of Greene call about her, an imperiall 
Crowne on her head, and a Scepter in one hand, a 
Mound in the other ; vpon which fhe fadly leaned : a 
rich Weyle (vnder the Crowne) fhado\ring her eyes, by 
reafon that her countenaunce (which till his Maieflies 
approach, could by no worldly obiedl be drawne to 
looke vp) was penfiuely deiedled; her ornamentes 
were markes of Chajidie and Youth : the Crowne, 
Mound, and Scepter, badges of Soueraigntie. 

Directly vnder her in a Cant by her felfe, Fa^ne 
flood vpright : A W^oman in a "Watchet Roabe, thickly 
fet with open Eyes, and Tongues, a payre of large 
golden Wdnges at her backe, a Trumpet in her hand, a 
Mantle of fiindry cullours trauerfing her body : all 
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tliefe Enfignes defplaying but the propertie of her 
fwiftneffe, and aptneffe to difperfe Rumors. 

In a Defcent beneath her, being a fpatious Con- 
caue roome, were exalted hue Mounts, fwelling vp with 
different afcenfions ; vpon which fate the fiue Senm^ 
drooping : Viz. 

1 Auditus^ Hearing. 

2 Vifus.^ Sight 

3 Tattus, Feeling. 

4 Olfadiiis. Smelling. 

5 Gtijhis. Tafle. 

Appareled in Roabes of diflindl cullours, proper to 
their natures ; and holding Scutchions in their handes : 
vpon which were drawne Herogliphicall bodyes, to 
expreffe their qualities. 

Some prettie dillaunce from them (and as it were 
in the midfl before them) an artificial! Lauer or Fount 
was eredted, called the Fotmi of Arate ( Fertile.) Sun- 
dry Pipes (like veines) branching from the body of it : 
the water receiuing libertie but from one place, and 
that very flowly. 

At the foote of this Fount, two perfonages (in 
greater fhapes then the refl) lay deeping : vpon their 
breftes ftucke their names, DetraBio.^ Obliuio : The 
one holdes an open Cuppe; about whofe brim, a 
wreath of curled Snakes were winding, intimating that 
whatfoeuer his lippes toucht, was poyfoned : the other 
helde a blacke Cuppe couerd, in token of an enuious 
defire to drowne the worth and meniorie of Noble 
perfons. 

Vpon an Afcent, on the right hand of thefe, flood 
the three Charites or Graces, hand in hand, attyred 
like three Sillers. 
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Aglaia, / / Brightneffe, or Maieflie. 

TJialia^ < < Youthfulnes, or florifhing. 

Euphrofine, ^ ^ Chearfulnes, or gladnes. 

They were all three Virgins : their countenaunces 
laboring to fmother an innated fweetnes and cheare- 
fulnesj that appareled their cheekes ; yet hardly to be 
hid : their Garmentes were long Roabes of fundry 
coloures, hanging loofe : the one had a Chaplet of 
fundry Flowers on her head, dullard heere and there 
with the Fruites of the earth. The feconde, a Gar- 
land of eares of Come. The third, a wreath of Vine- 
branches, mixt with Grapes and Oliues. 

Their haire hung downe ouer their Ihoulders loofe, 
and of a bright cullour, for that Epithite is properly 
bellowed vpon them, by Ho77ier in his Himne to 
Apollo, 

PVLCHRICOMM CHARITES. 

The Bright Hayrde Graces, 

They helde in their handes penfild Shieldes ; vpon 
the lirll, was drawne a Rofe : on the fecond, 3 . Dyce : 
on the third, a branch of Mirtle. 

( Fleaf antjieffe. 

Figuring < Accord, 

( FloriJJiing* 

In a diredl line againft them, lloode the three 
Howresy to whom in this place we giue the names of 
LotiCy lujiicey and Peace : they were attyred in loofe 
Roabes of light cullours, paynted with Flowers : for 
fo Quid apparrels them. 
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Cofiueniunt pitiis mcinBa vejiibus Horm, 

Winges at tlieir feete, exprefsing their fwiftneffe, 
becaufe they are Lackies to the Sunne : Ixmgere equos 
Tytaji velocihus imperat Moris. Ouid. 

Each of them helde two Goblets \ the one full of 
Flowers (as Enfigne of the Spring,) the other full of 
lypened Figges, the Cognifance of Summer, 

Vpon the approch of his Maiellie (fad and folemne 
Muficke hauing beaten the Ayre all the time of his 
abfence, and now ceafing,) Faxne fpeakes. 

Mima. 

Tume into Ice mine eye-balls, whihl the found 
Flying through this brazen trump, may back rebound 
To flop Fames hundred tongues, leaning them mute, 
As in an vntoucht Bell, or flringleffe Lute, 

For Vertues Fount, which late ran deepe and cleare, 
Drie, and melts all her body to a teare. 

You Graces ! and you houres that each day runne 
On the quicke errands of the golden Sunne, 

O fay ! to Verities Fount what has befell, 

That thus her veines Ihrinke vp. 

Charites Morce, 


Wee cannot tell. 


Euphrofme. 

Behold the fiue-folde guard of Sense which keepes 
The facred ilreame, fit drooping : neere them fleepe 
Two horred Monfters : Fame 1 fummon each Setice^ 
To teh the caufe of this firange accidence. 

Heereupon Fame founding her Trumpet; Arabia 
Britannica^ lookes cheerefully vp, the fences are flart 
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led ; Detrailion and Ohlinion throw off their iron 
dumber, bufily bellowing all their powers to fill their 
cups at the Fount with their olde malitious intention to 
fucke it drie ; But a ftrange and heauenly muficke fud- 
dainly llriking through their eares, which caufing a 
wildnes and quicke motion in their iookes, drew them 
to light vpon the glorious prefence of the King, they 
were fuddainly thereby daunted and funke downe ; 
The Fount in the fame moment of Tyme^ flowing frelh 
and aboundantly through feuerall pipes, with Milke, 
Wine, and Balme, whilfl a perfon (figuring Circum- 
fpe^ion) that had watcht day and night, to giue note 
to the world of this bleffed Tyjne^ which hee forefawe 
would happen, Heps forth on a mounted Stage ex- 
tended 30. foote in length from the maine building, to 
deliuer to his Maieflie the interpretation of this dumbe 
Myflerie. 

This Prefenter was a Boy, one of the Chorillers, 
belonging to Paules, 


His Speech, 

Great Monarch of the Well, whofe glorious Stem, 
Doth now fupport a triple Diadem, 

Weying more tha that of thy grand Grandfire JBrute, 
Thou that maift make a King thy fubllitute, 

And doell befides the Red-rofe and the white, 

With the rich flower of France thy garland dight, 
Wearing aboue Kings now, or thofe of olde, 

A double CroTOe of Lawrell and of gold, 

O let my voyce paffe through thy royall eare, 

And whifper thus much, that we figure here, 

A new Arabia^ in whofe fpiced nefl 
A Phmtix lin’d and died in the Sunnesbrell, 

Her Ioffe, made fight, in teares to drowne her eyes, 
The Eare grew deafe, Taflelike a fick-man lyes, 
Finding no rellifh : euery other Sence, 

Forgat his office, worth and excellence, 

Whereby this Fount of Vertue gan to freeze, 
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Threatned to be drunke by two enemies, 

Snakie DdraBion^ and Oblhdon^ 

But at thy glorious prefence, both are gone,^ 

Thou being that facred Fhmiix, that doeft rife, 

From th’aihes of the firfl : Beanies from thine eyes 
So vertually Ihining, that they bring, 

To Englands new Arabia^ a new Spring : 

For ioy whereof, Nimphes, Sences, Houres, & Fame, 
Eccho loud Hymnes to his imperial! name. 

At the Glutting vp of this Speech, his Maieftie (be- 
ing readie to goe on,) did mod graciouflie feede the 
eyes of beholders with his prefence, till a Song was 
fpent : which to a loude and excellent Muficke (com- 
pofed of Violins & an other rare Artiflciall Inflrum^t, 
wherein befides fundrie feuerall founds effus’d (all at 
one time) were alfo fenfibly diftinguiflit the chirpings 
of birds, was by two Boyes (Choriflers of Paules) de- 
liuered in fweete andrauifhing voyces. 

Cant 

Troymuant is now no more a Citie : 

O great pittie 1 is’t not pittie ? 

And yet her Towers on tiptoe Hand, 

Like Pageants built on Fairie land, 

And her Marble armes, 

Like to Magicke charmes, 
binde thoufands fad vnto her, 

That for her wealth & beauty daily wooe her, 
yet for all this, is’t not pittie ? 

Troynoiiant is now no more a Cittie. 

2 

Troynomnf is now a Sommer Arbour, 
or the ned wherein doth harbour 
The Eagle, of all birds that flie, 

The Soueraigne, for his piercing eie 
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If you wifely luarke, 

Tis befides a Parke, 

Where runnes (being newly borne) 

With the fierce Lyon, the faire Vnicome, 
or eife it is a wedding Hall, 

Where foiire great Kingdomes holde a FelliualL 

3 

Troynouant is now a Bridall Chamber, 
whofe roofe is gold, floore is of Amber, 

By vertue of that holy light, 

That bumes in Hymens hand, more bright, 

Than the filuer Moone, 
or the Torch at Noone, 

Harke what the Ecchoes fay ! 

Briitaine till now nere kept a Holiday : 

for lone dwels heere : And tis no pittie, 

If Troynonant be now no more a Cittie. 

Nor let the feme of any wrelling comment vpon 
thefe words, 

Troynoitant is now no more a Citk. 

Enforce the Authors inuention away fro his owne 
cleare flraight and harmeleffe meaning : all the fcope 
of this fidlion Eretching onely to this point, that Lon- 
don (to doo honour to this day, wherein fprings vp all 
her happines) beeing rauifhed with vnutterabie ioyes, 
makes no account (for the prefent) of her ancient title, 
to be called a Citie, (becaufe that during thefe try- 
umphes, fiiee puts oiF her formall habite of Trade and 
Commerce, treading euen Thrift it felfe vnder foote, 
but now becomes a Reueiler and a Courtier. So that, 
albeit in the end of the firil Stanza tis faid, 

Yet for all this^ isH not pittie 

Troynouant is now 7io more a Cittie. 
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By a figure called Casfigatlo or the mender^ heere 
followes prefently areproofe ; wherein tytles of Sommer 
Arbor ; The Eagles nefi., a wedding Hail, &c. are 
throwne vpon her, the leaf! of them being at this time 
by vertue of Poeticall Heraklrie, but efpeciallie in re- 
gard of the State that now vpholds her, thought to be 
names of more honour, than that of her owne. And 
this fiiort Apologie, doth our verfe make for it felfe, 
in regard that fome, (to whofe fetled iudgement and 
authoritie the cenfure of thefe Deuifes was referred,) 
brought though not bitterly the life of thofe lines into 
qiiefiion : But appealing with MacJmtas to Phillips now 
thefe reafons haue awakend him : let vs foliowe King 
lames j who hauing paffed vnder this our third gate, is 
by this time, gracioufly receauing a gratulatorie Ora- 
tion from the mouth of Sir Henry Moimiague^ Recorder 
of the Citie, a fquare lowe gallorie, fet round about 
with pilallers, beeing for that puipofe eredled fome 4. 
foote from the ground, and ioyned to the front of the 
Crofle in Cheape ; where likewife flood all the Aider- 
men, the Chamberlaine, Towne-clarke, and Counfell 
of the Citie. 


The Recorders Speech, 

High Imperiall Maiellie, it is not yet a yeere in dayes 
fince with acclamation of the People, Citizens, and 
Nobles, aufpitiouflie heere at this Croffe was proclaimed 
your true fucceffion to the Crowne. If then it was 
ioyous with Hats, hands, and hearts, lift vp to heauen 
to crie King lames, what is it now to fee King lames ? 
Come therefore O worthiefl of Kings as a glorious 
Bridegroome through your Koyall Chamber : But to 
come Tittxect,Adest qiiem querimus, Twentie and more 
are the Soueraignes wee haue ferued fmce our con- 
queft, but Conquerour of hearts it is you and your 
Pofteritie, that we haue vowed to loue and wdfii to 
feme whilll London is a Citie. In pledge whereof my 
Lord Maior, the Aldermen, and Commons of this 
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Citie, wifliing a golden Reigne vnto you, prefent your 
Greatnes with a little cup of gold. 

At the end of the Oration three Cups of gold were 
giuen (m the name of the Lord Maior, and the whole 
Body of the Citie,) to his Maieftie, the young Prince, 
and the Qiieene. 

All which but aboue all (being gifts of greater value) 
the loyall hearts of the Citizens, beeing louingly re- 
ceaued ; his Grace was (at ieafl it was appointed he 
fhould haue beene) met on his way neere to the 
Croffe, by Syluamis drefl vp in greene luie, a Comet 
in his hand, being attended on by foure other Syl- 
uans in luie likewife, their bowes and quiuers hang- 
ing on their fhoulders, and winde Inflruments in their 
hands. 

Vpon fight of his Maiellie, they make a Rand, Syl- 
uanus breaking forth into this abrupt pafllon of ioy. 

Syluanus, 

Stay Syhiansy and let the loudeR voyce of Muficke 
proclayme it (euen as high as Heauen) that hee is 
come. 

Alter Apollo redity JSJotms iam regfiat Apollo. 

Which acclamation of his was borne vp into the 
ayre, and there mingled with the breath of their mufi- 
call InRruments : whofe found beeing vanifhed to 
nothing, Thus goes our Speaker on. 

Syluanus, 

MoR happie Prince, pardon me, that being meane 
in habite, and wilde in apparance, (for my richeR 
iiuorie is but leaues, and my RatelieR dwelling but in 
the woodes,) thus rudely with piping Syluanes. I pre- 
fume to intercept your royall paffage. Thefe are my 
walkes : yet Rand I heere, not to cut off your way, but 
to giue it a full and a bounteous welcome, beeing a 

X 
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Meffenger fent from the Lady Eircne my Miflreffe,^ to 
deliuer an errand to the befL of all thefe Worthies, 
your royall felfe. Many Kingdomes hath the Lady 
fought out to abide in, but from them all, hath fhee 
beene moil churlilhly banilhed : not that her beautie 
did deferue fuch vnkindnes, but that (like the eye of 
Heauen) hers were too bright, and there were no 
Eagles breeding in thofe nefls, that could truly beholde 
them. 

At lall heere flie ariued, Dejiinie fubfcribing to this 
Warrant, that none but this Land Ihould be her In- 
heritance. In contempt of which happines, Enuie 
Ihootes his impoifoned flings at her heart, but his Ad- 
ders (being charmed) turne their daungerous heads 
vpon his owne bofome. Thofe that dwell far off, pine 
away with vexing to fee her profper, becaufe all the ac- 
quaintance which they haue of her, is this, that they 
know there is fuch a goodly Creature as Eirene^ in the 
world, yet her face they know not : whilfl all thofe that 
heere fleepe vnder the warmth of her wings, adore her 
by the facred & Coelelliall name of Feace^ for number 
being (as her bleffmgs are) infinite. 

Her daughter Eiiporia (well knowne by the name of 
Flentie^ is at this prefent with her, (being indeede 
neuer Jfrom her fide) vnder yonder Arbour they fit, 
which after the daughters name is called, Hortus Eiipo- 
rim {Plenties Bower :) Chaft are they both, and both 
maydens in memorie of a Virgine, to whom they 
were nurfe children : for whofe fake (becaufe they 
were bound to her for their life,) mee, haue they 
charged to lay at your imperiall feete, (being your 
hereditatie due) the tribute of their loue : And with it 
thus to fay. 

That they haue languifhed many heauie moneths 
for your prefence, which to them would haue beene, 
(& proud they are that it fhall be fo now,) of the fame 
operation and influence, that the Sunne is to the 
fpring, and the fpring to the earth : hearing therefore 
what trebble preferment you haue bellowed vpon this 
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day, wherein befides the beames of a glorious Sunne, 
two other cleare and gracious fLarres fhine cheere- 
fullie on thefe her homely buildings : Into which (be- 
caufe no dutie flioiild bee wanting; fhee hath ginen 
leaue euen to Strangers, to bee Sharers in her happi- 
nes, by fufifering them to bid you likewife welcome. 
By mee (once hers now your vaffaile,) Ihee entreates, 
and with a knee finking lower than the ground on 
which you tr^ad, doo I humbly execute her pleafure, 
that ere you paffe further, you would deigne to walke 
into yonder Garden ; the Hefperides line not there but 
the Mufes, and the Mufes no longer than vnder your 
protedlion. Thus farre am I fent to condu< 5 l you thi- 
ther, proflrately begging this grace, (fince I dare not, 
as beeing vnwoorthie, lackey by your royall fide) in 
that yet thefe my greene Followers and my felfe may 
bee ioyfull fore-runners of your expedled approch, 
away Sytmnus. 

And being (in this their retume) come neare to 
the Arbor, they gaue a figne with a Ihort fiorilh from 
all their Cornets, that his Maiellie was at hand : 
whofe princely eye whileft it was delighting it felfe 
with the quaint obiedl before it, a fweete pleafure like- 
wife courted his eare in the Ihape of Muficke, fent 
from the voyces of nine Boyes (all of them Queriilers 
of Paules) who in that place prefenting the nine Mufes 
fang the dittie following to their Viols and other In- 
flruments. 

But, leail leaping too bluntly into the midll of our 
Garden at firfl, we deface the beautie of it, let vs fend 
you round about it, and furuey the Walles, Allies, and 
quarters of it as they lye in order. 

TAis being the fafhion of it. 

The paffages through it were two gates, arched 
and grated Arbor- wife, their heigth being 16. foote, 
their breadth 10. from the roofe, and foon the fides, 
downe to the ground, Cowcumbers, Pompions, Grapes, 

X 2 
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and ail other fruits growing in the land, hanging arti- 
ficially in clufiers : Betweene the two gates, a payre of 
ftayres were mounted with fome 20 affents : at the 
bottome of them (on two pillers) were fixed two 
Satiers carued out in wood; the fides of both the 
gates, being firengthened with foure great French 
frames flanding vpon pedeftals, taking vp in their full 
height 20. foote. 

The vpper part alfo caried the proportion, of an 
Arbor, being clofde with their round tops, the midll 
whereof was exalted aboue the other two, Fortime 
Handing on the top of it The garnifliments for the 
whole Bower, being Apples, Peares, Cheries, Grapes, 
E.ofes, Lillies, and all other both fruits and flowers 
moll artificially molded to the life. The whole frame 
of this fomer banqueting houfe flood (at the ground 
line) vpon 4 foofe ; Perpendicular flretcliing it felfe 
to 45. Wee might (that day) haue called it, llie 
Mufickeroomey by reafon of the chaunge of tunes, that 
danced round about it ; for in one place were heard 
a noyfe of cornets, in a fecond, a confort, the third, 
(which fate in fight) a fet of Viols, to which the Mufes 
fang. 

The principal! perfons aduancde in this Bower, 
were, Birem {Peace) and Euporia {Plenty) who fate 
together. 


Eierene. 

Peace \ Was richly attired, her vpper garment of 
carnation, hanging loofe, a Robe of White vnder it, 
powdred with Starres, and girt to her : her haire of a 
bright colour, long, and hanging at her back, but in- 
terwouen with white ribbands, and Imvels ; her browes 
were encompall with a wreath compounded of the 
Oliue, the Lawrell, & the Date tree : In one hand fliee 
held a Caducmusy (or Mercuries rod, the god of elo- 
quence ;) In the other, ripe eares of come gilded : on 
her lap fate a Done : All thefe being enfignes, and 
furnitures of Peace. 
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Eujforie. 

Plenty : Her daughter fate of the left hand, in chang- 
able colours, a rich mantle of Gold trauerfmg her 
bodie : her haire large, and loofely fpreading ouer her 
fhoulders : on her head a crowne of Poppy & Muflard 
feede ; the antique badges of FertUitie & Abundance^ 
In her right hand a Cornucopia^ filde with flowers, 
fruits, &c. 


Chrufos, 

Diredlly vnder thefe, fate Chrufos^ a perfon figuring 
Gold, his drefsing, a tinfell Robe of the colour of 
Gold. 


A^^gurion. 

And clofe by him, Argimofi^ Siluer, all in white 
tinfell ; both of them crownde, and both their hands 
fupporting a Globe, betweene them, in token that 
they commaunded ouer the world. 


Pomona- 

Pomona, the goddeffe of garden fruits ; fate at the 
one fide of Gold and Siluer; attirde in greene, a 
wreath of frutages circling her temples : her armes 
naked : her haire beautifull, and long. 


Ceres- 

On the other fide fate Ceres, crowned with 
ripened eares of Wheate, in a loofe llraw-coloured 
roabe. 

In two large defcents (a little belowe them) were 
placde at one end, 
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The nine Mufes. 


Clio, 

Euterpe, 

Thalia. 

Melpomene. 

Terpfico7'e, 

Erato, 

Polymnia, 

Vrania. 

Calliope, 


With muficali in- 
ilrumentes in their 
hands, to which they 
fung all the day. 


At the other end. 

Gra^ufner, 

, Logique, 

^ i Arithmetic 

f Geofnetry, 
y AJlrology, 

Vpon the verie vpper edge of a faire large Freeze, 
running quite along the full breadth of the Arbor, 
and lull at their feete were planted rankes of artificial! 
Artichocks and rofes. 

To defcribe what apparrell thefe Arts, and Mufes 
wore, were a hard labour, and when it were done, ail 
were but idle. Few Taylors know how to cut out 
their garments : they haue no Wardrob at all, not a 
Mercer, nor Merchant, though they can all write and 
read verie excellently well, will fuffer them to bee great 
in their bookes. But {as in other countries) fo in this 
of ours, they goe attirde in fuch thin clothes, that the 
winde euerie minute is readie to blowe through them : 
happy was it for them, that they tooke vp their 
lodging in a fummer arbour, and that they had fo 
much muficke to comfort them, their ioies (of which 
they do not euerie daie tall,) being notwithllanding 
now infinitelie multiplied, in this, that where before 
they might haue cryed out till they grew horfe, & non 
would heare them, now they fing. 


Holding Ihieldes in 
their hands, exprefsing 
their feuerall offices. 
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Aderitgue vocatiis Apollo, 

Choifts in full voices anfwering it thus. 

E7^go alacris Sylms^ cmtera rura voluptas 
Fanaque pajlorefque U7icf^ Driadafqite puellasj 
Nec Lupus bifidias pccori^ nec reila Cerids 
Vila dolwu incditafitur^ a7nat bofius otia Daphnis ; 

Ipfi Imtitia voces ad fulej^a iadlaui 
hiionfi mo7ites : ipfce ia77i car77ii7ia Fupes, 
lpfa fo7ia7it Arbujla^ JDetis, Deus ilk 1 

Syliia7ius (as you may perceiue by his office before) 
was but fent of an errand ; there was another of a 
higher calling, a Trauaiier, and one that had gon 
ouer much grownd, appointed to fpeake to his 
MaiefLy, his name Ve7du77iivus^ the maifler Gardner, 
and husband to Poitiohia : To tell you what cloathes 
hee had on his backe were to doo him wrong, for hee 
had (to fay truth) but one fuite : homelie it was, yet 
meete and ht for a Gardener ; In Ileade of a hat, his 
browes were bound about with flowers, out of whofe 
thicke heapes, here and there peeped a queene apple, 
a cherie, or a peare, this boon-grace hee made of 
purpofe to keepe his face from heate, (becaufe he 
defired to looke louelie) yet the funne found him out, 
and by calling a continuall eye at him, whilfl the old 
man was drelfmg his arbours, his cheekes grew tawnie, 
which colour for the better grace, he himfelfe inter- 
preted blufhing. A white head he had, & funne- 
burnt hands : in the one he held a weeding hooke, 
in the other a grafting knife ; and this was the tenor 
of his fpeech. That he was bound to giue thanks to 
heauen, In that the arbour and trees which growing in 
that fruitfull Cynthian garden, began to droop and 
hang downe their greene heades, and to vncurle their 
crifped forlocks, as fearing and in fome fort, feeling 
the fharpenefle of Autumnian malice, are now on the 
fudden by the deuine influence apparelled with a 
frefli and more liuely verdure than euer they were 
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before. The nine Mufes that could no better 

entertaincment than fad banifliment, hauing now 
louely and amiable faces : Arts that were threatned 
to be trod vnder foot by Barbarifnie; now (euen at 
fight of his Maieflie who is the Delian Patron both of 
the Mufes & Arts) being iikewife aduanced to mofl 
high preferment whilfi the very nirall & Syluane 
troopes dancd for ioy : the Lady therfore of the place 
EirenCj (his miflris) in name of the Prsetor, Confuls & 
Senators of the City, who carefully pniine this garden, 
(weeding out al hurtful & idle branches that hinder 
the growth of the good,) and who are indeede, 
Ergatai faithfull Laborers in this peice of 

ground, Shee doth in al their names, (& he in behalfe 
of his Lady) offer them felues, this Arbor, the bowers 
& walkes, yea her children gold & filuer, with the 
louing & ioyall harts of all thofe the Sons of peace, 
Handing about him, to be difpofde after his royal 
pleafure. And fo wifhing his happie Arriiial, at a 
more glorious bower, to which he is now going, yet 
welcoming him to this, & praying his Maiefly not to 
forget this poore Arbor of his Lady, Muficke is 
commanded to cary all their praicrs for his happie 
reigne, with the loud Amen of all his Subieds as hie 
as heauen. 

Cant 

Shine Titan fhine. 

Let thy fharpe raies be hurid 
Not on this vnder world, 

For now tis none of thine. 

Thefe firfl 4. lines were fung by one alone, the 
fingle lines following, by a Chorus in full voices. 

Chor . No, no tis none of thine. 

2 

But in that fpheare, 

Where what thine armes infolde, 
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Turnes all to burniflit gold, 

Spend thy guilt arrowes there, 

Chor. Doe, doe, fhoote onelie there. 

3 

Earth needes thee not : 

Her childbed daies are done, 

And Shee another Sunne, 

Faire as thy felfe has got 
Chor. A new new Sunne is got 

4 

O this is hee 1 

Whofe new beanies make our Spring, 

Men glad and birdes to Sing, 

Hymnes of praife, ioy, and glee. 

Sing, Sing, O this is hee ! 


5 

That in the North 
Firll rizing ; Ihonne (fo far) 

Bright as the morning Starre, 

At his gaie comming forth. 

Chor. See, fee, he now comes forth. 

6 

How foone ioies varie % 

Here llaide hee flill 1 0 then 
Happie both place and men, 

But here hee lift not tarrie. 

Chor. 0 griefe I hee lift not tarrie. 

7 

No, no, his beames, 

Muft equall deuide, 
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Their heate to Orbes befide, 

Like nourifhing filuer flreames. 

Chor. loies llide awaielike flreames. 

8 


Yet in this lies 

Sweete hope : how far foeuer, 

Hee bides, no doudes can feuer, 

His glorie from our eyes. 

Chor, Drie, drie, your weeping eies. 

9 

And make heauen ring, 

His welcomes fhowted loudelie, 

For Heauen it felfe lookes proudly, 
That earth has fuch a King. 

Chor. Earth has not fuch a King. 


His Maieflie dwelt here a reafonable long time, 
gluing both good allowance to the fong & Mufick, 
and liberally bellowing his eye on the workemanfhip 
of the place : from whence at the length departing, 
his next entnnce was, as it were, into the dofet or 
rather the priuy chamber to this our Court royall : 
through the windowes of which he might behold»the 
Cathedrall Temple of Saint Paule : vpon whofe lower 
batlements an Antheme was fung, by the Quiriflers 
of the Church to the muficke of loud inflruments : 
which being finifht, a latine Oration was Viua voce 
deliuered to his grace, by one of maifler Mulcaflers 
Schollers, at the dore of the free-fchole fownded by 
the Mercers. 
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Oratio habita, & ad Regem, & coram 
Rege prae fchola Paulina. 


(•••) 


B Reiiis ef’O, iie ingratus ftm^ Rex JcrenijfLine., licet, 
plan%y 6 ^ pkn^ puiem Regent tain prudetifetn, 
in tam prqfi^a fiwrum Icetitla, it a fe ho die patien- 
iia contra taedium armauifse, ne vlUus tcedij ipfumpof set 
tosdere, A Edificmm hoc magno futnptu fuo exirydlum 
JDominus J^ohannes Coilettus Eccl^iae PatilincB Decanus, 
fub Henrico fepthno, maiestatis tim prudentifflmo abauo, 
erudiendae pueritice confecrauit, vt httius f choice infantia 
tuo in Regnum Anglicamim hire coetanea exijiat Tanta 
magnificentia conditum pariqiie ma^nijiceiitia dotatmn 
jidelifsmce Mercerorum huius urbis primaria fetnper, 
hodie etiam Prcetorice focietati tuendnm tesiamento 
moj'iens commendauit Qiice focietas, 6 ^ demortui 
fundatoris fpei, nojirce educationis Jludio fideni 
fmm fandiijfime exoluit Hie nos cum midtis 
alijs erudunur, qui commtmi nomine totius pue7itm 
Ajiglica7im, a Dottimo Re^c, licet fponte fua ad 07nnia 
optmia fatis mcUato, huniillmi^ tattien contetidmus, vt 
quettiadniodtmi fua rntaUs ratiotie, in omni re adultio- 
rihus prqfpicit, ita m fummae fpei Principis Henrici 
gratiain tetierioribus, parique cum ipfo cetafe pueris, 
m fcholarum cura velit etiatn conftdere. Virgoe enim 
obfeqtdwn, feeptri obedicfitia 6 ^ parit, ^ preeit mquit 
prec^tor mens, Qtdque metu didicit iuuenis parere 
piierque, ^rafidibus imperils ojficiofus erit Habent 
/choice Anglicanae 77iuUa, m quibus Regiant maiejlatis 
corrediioneffi efflagitant, ne hide in Acadetnias implumes 
euokTtt vnde m Re7npublica7n htiplumiores etiam ^prima 
fiuditate ciiiittimtur. Quod malum h Preceptore nojiro 
accepimus : qid atmos iani quatuorfupra quinquaginta 
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^uUlce^ priuaiimqtie eriidiendcE piieritiae praefiiit^ &*h(EC 
Jcholanmi errata^ ami aliquo eiiam dolor e fuo^ 6 ^ paffim^ 
6 ^ fparfim dprehendit Nostra hmc fchola fimdatorem 
Collettimi hommemtam pium y tutor es Merceros hmnmes 
tam fidos confequuta^ quafn effet fcolix^fi placer et, Do- 
mino etiam Degi, quod Degibus Angltae^ ad fummam 
apud fuos charitatem faepifswie profuit^ hide Mer- 
cerornm principi focietati^ fi^atrem fe, &> co?iciuan 
adferibere^ Quafitimi hide vrbi orna7nentu7n^ quan- 
tum focietati honeJia7nentum^ Quantimi fcholae nojlrce 
emolumentum ? Quanta setiam Regi tpfi ho?ios mde 
accederety mauult^ qid hoc vult alias mter alia per 
otium Regi fuo apperire^ quam hodie cum tcedio 
prater aream ddent explicare, Omnipoteju Deus defies 
Christus ctmi eo, ac per eum nojler^ et Pater ^ et Deus 
feremfsmum Regem lacobum, konoratijfma^n Reginam 
Anna?n, nobilijsimum Principeyn Henricuni^ relin- 
quainque Regia Jlirpis ad omnia ftmimam natam 
fobolem diu nobis ita incoluynes tueatur^ vt ami huius 
vita fecimdifsimum curriculum coyifeceritis, beatifsitnayn 
vita ccelestis ceternitadeyyi confequaminu Diooi, 
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Our next Arch of triumph, was eredled aboue the 
Conduit in Fleetflreete, into which (as into the long 
and beauteous gallery of the Citie) his Maieflie being 
entered ; a farre olf (as if it had beene fome fwelling 
Promentory, or rather fome inchanted Caflle guarded 
by tenne thoufand harmeleffe fpirits) did his eye en- 
counter another Towre of Pleafure. 

Frejmtmg it felfe. 

Fourefcore and ten foote in height, and hftie in 
breadth ; the gate twentie foote in the perpendicular 
line, and fourteene in the ground line : The two 
Poflernes were anfwerable to thefe that are fet downe 
before : ouer the poflernes riz vp in proportionable 
meafures, two turrets, with battlementes on the tops : 
The middeft of the building was laid open to the 
world, and great reafon it lliould be fo, for the Globe 
of the world, was there feene to mooue, being hid 
with all the degrees, and Hates that are in the land : 
and thefe were the mechanicall and dead limmes of 
this earned bodie. As touching thofe that had the 
vfe of motion in it, and for a neede durft haue fpoken, 
but that there was no HufFe fit for their mouthes. 

The principall and worthiefl was AJircea^ {lujlici) 
fitting aloft, as being newly defeended from heauen, 
glorioufiy attirde ; all her garments being thickely 
Hrewed with fiarres ; a crowne of fiarres on her head : 
a Siluer veile couering her eyes. Hauing tolde you 
that her name was Iiijiice ; I hope you will not put 
mee to deferibe what properties fiie held in her hands, 
fithence euery painted cloath can informe you. 

Diredlly vnder her, in a Cant by her felfe, was 
Arate (vertue) inthronde, her garments white, her 
head crowned, and vnder her Fortunax her foote 
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treading on the Globe, that nioude beneath her : Inti- 
mating, that his ]S'Iaieflies fortune, was aboue the 
world, but his vertues aboue his fortune. 

Imddia. 

Emiy^ vnhandfomely attirde all in blacke, her haire 
of the lame colour, filletted about with fnakes, lloorl 
in a darke and obfeure place by her felfe, neere vnto 
Veriiie, but making lliew of a fearefulneffe to approach 
her and the light : yet flill & anon, calling her eyes, 
fometimes to the one fide beneath, where on feuerall 
Greeces fate the foure cardinall vertues : 


Viz, 


lustiiia, 

Foriitudo, 

Temdferantia, 

Frndc7iiia, 


} 


In habiliments, fit- 
ting to their natures. 


And fometimes throwing a diHorted and repining 
countenance to the other oppofite feate, on which, his 
Maiellics foure kfngdonies were aduanced. 




All of them, in rich Hobes and Mantles ; crownes 
on their heads, and Scepters with penfild fcutchions 
in their hands, lined with the coats of the particuler 
kingdomes : for very madneffe, that die beheld thefe 
glorious obiedls, Ihe fiood feeding on the heads of 
Adders. 

The foure Elements in proper lliapes, (artificially 
and aptly exprefsing their qualities) vpon the approch 
of his Maiellie, went round in a proportionable and 
euen circle, touching that cantle of the Globe, (which 
was open) to the full view of his Maiellie, which being 
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done, they bellowed themfelues in fuch comely order, 
and flood fo, as if the Eronie had beene held vp on 
the tops of their fingers. 

Ypon diflindl Afcenfions, (neatly raifde within the 
hollow wombe of the Globe) were placed all the 
ftates of the land, from the Nobleman to the Plough- 
man, among whom there was not one word to bee 
heard, for you mufl imagine as Virgil faith i 

^gl. 4. Magnics ab iniegro feclorum nafciiur or do. 

lam redit at ^ virgo redeunt Saturnia regna.^'^^^ 

That it was now the golden world, in which there 
were few parts. 

All the tongues that went in this place, was the 
tongue of Zeakj whofe perfonage was put on by W. 
Bourne^ one of the feniants to the young Prince. 


And thus went his f peach. 

T He populous Globe of this our Englifh He, 

Seemde to mooue backward, at the funerall pile, 
Of her dead female Maieftie. All flates 
From Nobles downe to fpirits of meaner Fates, 
Mooude oppofite to Nature and to Peace, 

As if thefe men had bin Th’ Antipodes, 

But fee, the vertue of a Regall eye, 

Th' attradliue wonder of mans Maieftie, 

Our Globe is drawne in a right line agen, 

And now appeare new faces, and new men. 

The Elements, Earth, Water, Ayre, and Fire, 

(Which euer dipt a naturall defire, 

To combat each with other, being at firft,) 

Created enemies to fight their worft, 

See at the peacefull prefence of their Kang, 

How quietly they moude, without their fling ; 

Earth not deuouring, Fire not defacing, 
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Water not drowning, & the Ayre not chafing : 

But proping the queint Fabrick that heerc ftands, 
Without the violence of their wrathfull hands. 

Mirror of times, lo where thy Fortune, fits, 

Aboue the world, and all our hiimaine wits, 

But thy hye Vertue aboue that: what pen, 

Or Art, or braine can reach thy vertue then 1 
At whofe immortal! brightnes and true light, 

E?iuies iiife<5lious eyes haue iofl their fight, 

Her fnakes (not daring to fhoot-forth their flings 
Gainfl fuch a glorious obiecl) downe die flings 
Their forkes of Venome into her owne mawe, 
Whilfl her ranke teeth the glittering poifons chawe, 
For tis the property of Enuies blood. 

To dry away at euery kingdomes good, 

Efpecially when fhee had eyes to view, 

Thefe foure maine vertues figurde all in you, 

Justice in caufes, Fortitude gainfl foes, 

Teinprance in fpleene, and Prudaice in all thofe. 
And then fo rich an Empyre, whofe fayre bred, 
Conta 3 aies foure Kingdomes by your entrance bled 
By B^'ute diuided, but by you alone, 

All are againe vnited and made One^ 

Wliofe fruitfull glories fhine fo far and euen, 

They touch not onely earth, but they kiffe heauen, 
From whence AJlrcea is defcended hither. 

Who with our lad Queenes Spirit, fled vp thither, 
Fore-knowing on the earth, die could not red, 

Till you had iockt her in your rightfull bred. 

And therefore all Edates, whofe proper Arts, 

Line by the breath of Majedie, had harts 
Burning in holy Zeales immaculate fires, 

With quenchles Ardors, and vndaind defires, 

To fee what they now fee, your powerful Grace, 
Kedecling joyes on every fubjecds face. 

Thefe paynted flames and yellow burning Stripes, 
Vpon this roab, being but as diowes and types, 

Of diat great Zeale. And therefore in the name 
Of this glad Citie, whither no Prince euer came, 
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More lou’d, more long’d for, lowely I intreate, 

You Id be to lier as gracious as y’ are great : 

So with reuerberate fhoutes our Globe fhall ring, 

The Muficks clofe being thus : God faue our King. 

If there be any glorie to be won by writing thefe 
lynes, I do freelie bellow it (as his due) on Tho. Mid- 
dleton^ in whofe braine they were begotten, though 
they were deliuered heere ; Qim nos non fecimus ij/i, 
vix ea nojlra voco. 

But hailing peiced vp our wings now againe with 
our owne feathers : fuffer vs a while to be pruning 
them, and to lay them fmooth, whilfl this fong, which 
went foorth at the found of Hault-boyes, and other 
lowde inftruments, fiyes along with the tra}me. 

Ca7it. 

Where are all thefe Honors owing ? 

Why are feas of people flowing % 

Tell mee, tell me Rumor, 

Though it be thy Humor 
More often to be lying, 

Than from thy breath to haue trueth flying : 

Yet alter, now that fafhion, 

And without the flreame of pafsion, 

Let thy voyce fwim fmooth and cleare, 
When words want gilding, then they are moll deere. 

Behold where loue and all the States, 

Of Heau’n, through Heau’ns feauen filuer gates, 

All in glory riding 
(Backs of Clowds beflriding) 

The milky waie do couer, 

Which ftarry Path being meafur’d ouer, 

The Deities conuent, 

In loues high Court of Parliament 
Rumor thou doefl loofe thy a3mies, 

This is not loue, but One, as great, King lAMES. 

And now take we our flight vp to Temple-bar, (the 

Y 
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other ende of this our Gallery) where by this time, his 
Majeftie is vpon the poynt of giuing a gratious and 
Princely Fare-well to the Lord Major, and the Citie. 
But that his eye meeting a feauenth beautifull obfe6l, 
is invited by that, to delay awhile his (lamented) 
departure. 

The Building being fet out thus. 

The Front or Surface of it was proportioned in euery 
refpedl like a Temple, being dedicated to lanuSy as 
by this infcription ouer the Ia 7 iiis head may appear. 

lano Quadri fronii 
Sacnm. 

The height of the whole Aedifice, from the grownd 
line to the top, was 57. foote, the Ml bredth of it 18. 
foote : the thicknes of the Pafsage 12. 

The perfonages that were in this Temple, are thefe. 

1. The principall perfon, Peace. 

2. By her flood, Wealth. 

3. Beneath the feet of Peace, lay Mars (War) groueling. 

4. And vpon her right hand (but with fome little 

defcent) was feated Quiet, the firll handunaid of 
Peace. 

5. Shee had lying at her feete, Tumult. 

6 . On the other fide was the feconde hand-mayd, 

Zibertie at whofe feete lay a Catte. 

7. This perfon trod vpon Seruitude. 

8 . The third handmaid was Safety, 

9. Beneath her was Danger, 

10. The fourth attendant was, Fcelicitie : 

11. At her feete, Vnhaffines. 

Within the Temple was an Altar, to which, vpon 
the approch of the King, a Fia^nin appeares, and to 
him, the former Genius of the Citie. 
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The effedl of whofe fpeech was, that whereas the 
Mamin came to performe rites there, in honour of one 
Anna a goddeffe of the Romaines, the Genius vowes, 
that none fhall doe Sacrifice there, but himfelfe, the 
offring that he makes being, the Heart of the Citie, 
&c. 

And thus haue wee (lowely and aloofe) followed 
our Soueraigne through the feauen Triumphal gates 
of this his Court Royall, which name, as London re- 
ceiued at the ryfmg of the Sunne ; fo now at his going 
from her (euen in a moment) She loll that honour : 
And being (like an A6lor on a Stage) flript out of her 
borrowed Majeflie, Ihe refignes her former lhape & 
title of Citie ; nor is it quite loft, confidering it went 
along with him, to whom it is due : For fuch Vertue 
is begotten in Princes, that their verie prefence hath 
power to tume a Village to a Citie, and to make a 
Citie appeare great as a Kingdome. Behold how 
glorious a Flower, Happineffe is, but how fading. 
The Minutes (that lackey at the heeles of Time) run 
not fuller away then do our joyes. What tongue 
could haue expreft the raptures on which the foule of 
the Citie was earned beyond it felfe, for the fpace of 
manie houres ? What wealth could haue allurde her 
to haue clofde her eies, at the comming of her King, 
and yet See, her Bridegrome is but llept from her, 
and in a Minute (nay in Ihorter time, then a thought 
can be borne) is fhe made a Widdow. All her con- 
folation being now, to repeate ouer by roate thofe 
Honors, which lately flie had perfedlly by hart : And 
to tell of thofe joyes, which but euen now, fhee reallie 
behelde ; yet thus of her abfent, beloued, do I heare 
her gladly and heartily fpeaking. 

Infreta dum Fluvii Current : dimi montibm vmbree, 

. Lujirahvnt Conuexa^ Polus dum fidera pafeit^ 
Semper Homs Nomenqtie tuum^ Laudefque fnam- 
bunt 
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The effe£l of whofe fpeech was, that whereas the 

Flamin came to performe rites there, in honour of one 
Amt a a goddelTe of the liomaines^ the Genius vowes, 
that none fliall doc Sacrifice there, but himfelfe, the 
offring that he makes being, the Heart of the Citie, 
&c. 

And thus haue wee (lowely and aloofe) followed 
our Soueraigne through the feauen Triumphal gates 
of this his Court .Royall, which name, as Lo7idon re- 
ceiued at the ryfmg of the Stmne ; fo now at his going 
from her (euen in a moment) She loft that honour : 
And being (like an Adlor on a Stage) flript out of her 
borrowed Majehie, flie refignes her former fhape & 
title of Citie ) nor is it quite lofl, confidering it went 
along with him, to whom it is due : For fuch Vertue 
is begotten in Princes, that their verie prefence hath 
power to tume a Tillage to a Citie, and to make a 
Citie appeare gi-eat as a Kingdome. Behold how 
glorious a Flower, Happinelle is, but how fading. 
The Minutes (that lackey at the heeles of Timi) run 
not fafler away then do our joyes. What tongue 
could haue expreft the raptures on which the foule of 
the Citie was carried beyond it felfe, for the fpace of 
manie hoiires What wealth could haue allurde her 
to haue clofde her eies, at the comming of her King, 
and yet See, her Bridegrome is but llept from her, 
and in a Minute (nay in fliorter time, then a thought 
can be borne) is dm made a Widdow. All her con- 
folation being now, to repeate ouer by roate thofe 
Honors, which lately die had perfedlly by hart : And 
to tell of thofe joyes, which but euen now, diee realiie 
behelde ; yet thus of her abfent, beloued, do I heare 
her gladly and heartily fpeaking. 

Infreta dum Fhwii Cicrrefit : dum mojitibus vmbm^ 
LnJIrabvnt Co?mexa^ Polus dum fidera pafeity 
Semper Homs Nommque tuum^ Laudefque mane- 
bunt 
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The Pageant in the Strond. 

T he Citie of Wcjlminflcr and Dutcliy of Laii- 
cajlcr^ perceiuing what preparation their neigh- 
bor citie made to entertain her Souciaigne ; though 
in greatnes they could not match her, yet in greatnes 
of Loue and Duetie, they gaue teilimonie, that both 
were equall. And in token they were fo, hands and 
hearts went together : and in the Strond, erected vp 
a Monument of their affeclion. 

The Iniiention was a Rayne-bowe, the Moone, 
Sunne, and the feauen Starres, called the Pleiades^ 
being aduaunced betweene two Byroniides : EhPra 
(one of thofe feauen hanging in the airc, in figure of 
a Comet) was the fpeaker, her words carrying this 
effecl. 

That as his iMajellie had left the Citie of London, 
happy, by deliiiermg it fro the noyfe of tumult : fo he 
would cro^me this place with the like joyes ; which 
being done, fliee reckons vp a number of blefsings, 
that will follow vpon it. 

The worke of this was thought vpon, begun and 
made perfect in xij , dales. 

As touching thofe hue which the Citie build ed, the 
Arbor in CheapTide, and the Temple of I anus ^ at 
Temple-bar, were both of them begun and finiflit in 
fixe weekes. The reft were taken in hande, firfl in 
March lail, after his Majejflie was proclaymed, vpon 
which, at that time, they wrought till a Moneth after 
S. lames his day following, and then gaue oner by 
reafon of the ficknes : At this fecond fetting vpon the, 
fix weekes more were fpent 
The Citie elected fixteene Comitties, to whom the 
Mannaging of the whole bufines was abfolutely re- 
ferred ; of which number, foure were Aldermen, the 
other graue Commoners. 
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There were alfo Committies appoyntcd as Oucr- 
feers, and Scrueyors of the workes. 

Artificum Oj)er art unique in hoc fam 
celebri apparatu, fumma. 
fumma. 

T He Citie imployed in the Framing, building, and 
fetting vp of their hue Arches^ thefe officers and 
worke-men. 

A Clarke that attended on the Committies. 

Two officers that gaiie Summons for their meetings. &c. 
A clarke of the Workes. 

Two mafler-Carpenters. 

Painters. 

Of which number, thofe that gaue the maine diredlion, 
and vndertooke for the whole bufines, were only thefe 
feauen. 

■ William Frifelfield. ' 

George Moffe. 
lohn Knight 
- Paul Ifacfon. 

Samuell Goodrich. 

Richard Wood. 

[ George Heron. 

Caruers. 24 

Ouer whom, Stephen Harrifon Joyner was ap- 
poynted chiefe; who was the foie Tniientor of the 
Archite6lure, and from whom all directions, for fo 
much as belonged to Caraing, Joyning, Molding, and 
all other worke in thofe hue Pageants of the Citie 


(Paynting excepted) were fet downe. 
loyners. 80 

Carpenters. 60 

Turners. 6 

Laborers to them. 6 

Sawyers. 1 2 

Laborers during all the time, and for the day of the 
Triumph. 70 
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Befides thefe, there were other Artificers, As : 
Plommers, Smythes, Holders. 

To the Reader. 

Reader, you rnufl vnderfland, that a regard, being had 
til at his Majeflie fhould not be wearied with teadious 
fj-jeeches : A great part of thofe which are in this 
Booke fet downe, were left vnfpoken : So that thou 
doefL here receiue them as they fhould haue been 
deliuered, not as they were. Some errours wander 
up and do\vne in thefe Iheetes, vnder the Printers war- 
rant : which notwithflanding may by thy authoritie be 
brought in, and receiue their due Corredlion. 


FINIS. 




NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Page i. 

The Sko?nakers Holiday, 

On what authority is this play fometimes afcribed to Barteu 
Holiday and to others ? That Dekker was the author, even if 
Henflowe’s testimony were wanting, is, as will be feen, abun- 
clantly proved by internal evidence. 

The original edition of this comedy, as alfo that of Old For- 
tunaius, is printed in black letter. 

Page 20. 

whcds Cifly Bumtrinket^i 7 zr;' maid ? 

The same term is ufed by Richard Brome in the Beggars’ fong, 
in the comedy of The Jovial Crew, Dekker also ufes it in Sa- 
tiromajiix (p. 220). 

Page Si, 

The Comedie of Old Foiiunatus, 

Plazlitt fays that this play has the idle gamility of age, with 
the frefhnefs and gaiety of youth ftill upon its cheek and in its 
heart.” The plan is founded on an old German romance, which 
was reprinted and tranllated a great many times during the fix- 
teenth century. Dekker has preferved the original names and 
the main outline of the ftoiy. 

Page 83. 

Some cal her Pandora, 

From the evils Pandora is said to have brought on mortals, 
and the fenfe in confequence generally attached to her name, 
this feems a fomewhat equivocal compliment ; but Dekker 
alludes only to her name, which fignifies all-accompUJlud^ and 



perhaps to the coiTefponding defcription of her in the “ Theo- 
gony” of Hefiod. Gloriana, Cynthia, Belphosbe, and Aflrea, 
were undoubtedly appellations applied to Elizabeth by the Poets 
of her time, although there is probably no other inflance in which 
the is praifed under the name of Pandora. 

Page 87. 

Patience is a vertue : wonld I were not vcrtuons^ tJiais to fay^ 
not poore^ but full of vice^ ( thats to fay, fall of chinckes ) Ha, ha, 
fo I a 7 u, for 1 am fo fidl of chinckes, that a Horfe with one eye 
may looke through a 7 id through me, 

. This is probably an allufion to a line found in Lyly’s Gram- 
mar : 

EjfodUmtur opes, h'Tita 7 }ienta malonnn. 
as by chinks, in the fiidl inilance, money is meant, and the holes 
in his drefb in the fecond. 

Page 89. 

My tongue fpcakes 710 la 7 igiiage hut a 7 i Atmo 7 zd for Pa /Tat, a/td 
crackc 7 ne this Nut. 

It is fomewliat difficult to affix any precife meaning to thefe 
phrafes, which, however, occur not imfrequently in the writings 
of the time. There is a fcarce black letter work named An 
Almond for a PaiTot and a play called “ Crack me this Nut,” 
was perfomed at the Rofe Theatre in 1595. This latter is alfo 
one of the titles of a pamphlet of Lyly's. 

Page 93. 

Foi'time her felfe is [aid to vinu thy fall. 

We should probably read “fad” here inflead of faid. 

Page 95. 

If thi’ough Golds fio-ed hu/igcr thou doft pmc. 

This IS the Au/I fac/^a fa/jies of Virgil (fee yEn. III. 57) ; the 
word “ facred ” being of courfe ufed in the fenfe of accurfed. 

Page 95. 
a wifema/i poo 7 -e. 

Is like a facred booke thats fieuer /rad. 

To hhnfelfe he lines, mid to all els fce/iies dead. 

This age tkhiks better of a gilded foole, 

IJtefi of a th/'cedbaf'e Sai/it in 'imfedo/nes fchoolc. 

Our poet may here allude to a paffage in the Book of Ecclefi- 
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aftCSj ix. 14, sqq. “The poor man’s wifclom is defpifcci, and 
hib vorcls are not heard.” 

PAGk 96. 
thou Zih'lt repctif 

That for the love of droffe thou had dcfpifed 
Vhifedotnes divine ejiihracc. 

It is evident that many of the fentimentb in this feene were 
drawn by our poet from the choice made by Solomon in the be- 
ginning of his reign, of wifdom, in preference to riches, or 
honour, or power over his enemies, or length of life, as recorded 
in the First Book of Kings: and it fliould be remembered to their 
honour that many nolile images and illuflirations were derived 
from the fame divine fource by the dramatic poetb of that 
age. 

Page 96. 

Gohi is thfi Jlren^th. the fuincvoes of the leohL 
“Xo uonder,’’ fays Cam2ri)el], who quotes thi'* Scene in his 
Specimens, ‘‘poor Dekker could rife a degree above the level of 
his oidinaiy genius in defenbing the bleffings of Fortunatus’s in- 
exhauftible puife : he had j'lrobable felt but too keenly the force 
of what he ex^ireffes in the mifanthiopy of Ampedo, 

I’m not enamour’d of this i^ainted idol,” d:c. 

Page 97. 

yet I feele 7 iochin^ here to maize mee rich, 
here's no fieede MnricJze teith her finer found. 

“iMufic w'ith her filver found” is a quotation from a poem by 
Richard Edwaids, in The Paradife of Dainty Devices, I 57 ^> 1597 - 
The flanza containing Lhefe words is alfo quoted in Romeo and 
Juliet, tow'aid.s the end of the fourth act. A fimilar expreffion 
“ Muficke with her filuer tongue” occurs again in the Comedy if 
Old Fortnnatus, Dekker feems indeed to have had a fpecial 
fondness for this phrafe, for we read alfo in Satiro-majlix . 

“ Muficke talke lowxler, that thy filver voice,” &c. 

Page 124. 

Whether it were lead or lathn that hafyt downe thofe loinJzing 
cafe m cuts. 

The word which occurs inacT l. of The Merry Wives of 
Windfor has been differently explained by the commentators. 
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Theobald fuppofes it to have been the old orichalc ; Malone that 
it v/aa made of copper and calimini, and Steevens, who quotes 
the pafTage in the text, seems inclined to think it tin. Chaucer 
fays in llie Fraytkeleines Tale: 

‘‘And this was, as the bookes me remember, 

The colde frofty felon of December. 

Phebus waxe old and hewed like laton^ 

That in his hote declination 

Shone as the burned gold with ftremes bright ; 

But now in Capricome adoim he light, 

When as he Jlione fid pale^ I dare wel fain/’ 

Page 125. 

what Jliall we learne hy trauaile 
Andel. Fa/Jiions, 

Shad. Thats a heajlly difeafe, 

“ Infedled with the fafliions” is one of the diforders of Petru- 
chio's hoife, as deferibed by Biondello in adt 3. of Taming of the 
Shrew, “ It is fo called in the Weft of England,” fays Grey, 
‘ * but by the beft writers on farriery, fairens or farcy. “ Steevens, 
among other inltances of its ufe by the old writers, adduces the 
paffage in the text. 

Page 125. 

when my purfourfhip ends, He refigne, and cap you. 

Cap you, from the context, muffc mean, take from you the cap. 
In the Knight oj the Burning Peftle, the hoft threatens to cap 
Ralph, unlefs his reckoning be immediately paid, which is re- 
fented by the honeft citizen as an unpardonable indignity. 

Page 129. 

O Deformitie, 

Thy fairenes is not like to Agiipynes, 

For ( dead) her beautie will no beautie Iiaue, 

But thy face lookes moji lonely in the graue. 

In the original the word in parenthefis is mifprinted dread. 
For the very obvious corredlion made in the text I have the high 
authority of Charles Lamb, who fays of the feene which thefe 
lines clofe : — “ The humour of a frantic lover is here done to 
the life. Orleans is as palTionate an inamorato as any which 
Shakefpeare ever drew. He is juft fuch another adept in love’s 
leafons. He talks ‘pure Biron and Romeo,’ he is almoft as 
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poetical as they, quite as philofophical, only a little madder/^ 
Specimens (1808) p. 62-63. 

Page 133. 

With fiftie bard Horfes prawncing at his hecks, 

ie. barbed or adorned with trappings. So in Hey- 
wood’s Foure Prentices of London : 

Shall our bar'd horfes climb yon mountain tops,” &c. 

Page 136. 
la pauyne Hifpanola, 

The pavan, whieh is here fpoken of, is faid in the Akhemijl of 
Ben Jonfon, to be a Spanifli dance. It is alfo mentioned in the 
laft fcene of Twelfth Night, It feems to have been a majeflic 
and ftately dance, and is particularly defcribed by Sir John Haw- 
kins in a note on Twelfth Night, 

Page 147. 

Btit I in wilderneffe tottred ont my youth, 

Wildnefs ” is probably the corredl reading. 

Page 151. 

The path that leades to Vcrtiies coiM is narrow^ 

Thornie and vp a kill, a bitter iorney, 

Btit being gon through, you find all heaiPnly fweetes. 

The aitrance is all ftintie, but at tJCetid'; 

To towers of pearle and chrijiall you afcend. 

One is irrefiflibly reminded in reading thefe fine lines of a 
fimilar paffage in Tennyfon’s Ode on the Death of the Duke of 
Wellington, 

Page 155. 

whilfi thou art comtnenfmg thy knauerie there. He proceede Doc^ 
tor DodipoU here, 

A comedy called ^‘The Wifdom of Dr. Dodipoll,” was 
printed in 1600 ; it is to this that Dekker alludes, as alfo in 
Satiro-mafiix, p. 262, ‘‘ Wut fweare by Pamaffus and lye too, 
Dodlor Doddipol?” 

Page 159. 

to marke how like tree bukbeggara deyjland. 

Bull-beggar and bull-bear were words of the fame meaning as 
the modem bug-bear. Gable Harvey in his Four Letters and 
certain Sonnets, ufes both. He was proved a filly bull-bear ; a 
very puff of wind a thing of nothing.** “ Some odd wits for- 
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foolh will needs be accounted tcnible and the only 

kill-cows of their age/’ See alfo Pieice’s SiiiK'rcrot^ation, 

Page i6o. 

Futc Gallo 7 jaycs homes off. 

Thi^ Rage-direclion is evidently an error. For Gallo'way wo 
diould doiibtlefs lead Monti ofe and Longavilc. 

Page 175. 

2 !ay Jlill to fortie t 7 J 0 , and one ycere vion\ 

So the original ; but there is very little doubt wo flioiild read 
‘‘add.” As Elizabeth fucceeded to the Ci own only in November, 
15585 and the prefont play was printed in looo, it fceins ceitain 
that file could not have reigned more than forty-tw'o year-. 

Page 177. 

Sattro-mastix. 

This play i-, an anfwerto beii Jon foil’s PoctaRtr, w'hich had 
been brought out at the Plackfnais by the children tif the Queen’s 
chapel in the previous year. Maiflon and DeUker had, it feerns, 
perfifted foi Come years in ridiculing Jonfon on the flage, till he 
found It neceffaiy to d.aw' up the Poetafeer, in which, together 
with the untrufling, the whipping, and the Hinging, he anticipated 
and anfv'eied many of the accufations fubfetjuently In ought 
againft him in tlie Satiro-ma/iix. x\h hfarHon and Dckker had 
headed the cabal aganiR him, he iniioduced them undei the 
refpedlive name:* of Crifpinus and Demetrius; Maiflon is very 
diflinclly marked: Dekker might, perhaps, have “fat Hill 
unqueflioned ” — at leaft with pofteriLy — had not the juflice of 
the fatii e filled him wntli rage, and induced him to appropriate 
the charamer of Demetrius to himfclf in an angry reciimmation. 
He was 'apparently to his own fatisfamion) put forward by tlie 
reft as their defender. Jonfon inuR have becnawaicof this, for 
he makes one of the playeis fay of Dckker, “his doublet’> a 
little decayed, olherwife he is a very iiinple honefi. fellow, fir, 
one Demetriub, a dreiTer of plays about the town here ; we have 
hired him to abufe Horace, and biing him in in a play.” 

Dekker, being both a rapid and a popular writer, the 
choice of a champion was not injudicious. The Saiiro-majlix 
was produced 111 1602. Jonfon had played wdth his fubjedl ; but 
Dekker wu-iies m dowmright paffion, and foams through 
every page. He makes no pretcnfions to invention, but takes up 
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the charadlers of his precleceffor, turns them the fea 7 ny fide without , 
and produces a coarfe and ill-wrought caricature. Tucca who, 
in Jonfon^s hands, is amiifiiig with all his infolence and rapacity, 
degenerates with Dekker into a mere candidate for Tyburn. 
Nor is this the worft. In transferring the fcene from the court 
of Auguftus to England, Dekker has the inconceivable folly to 
fix on William Rufus, a nide and ignorant foldier, whom he 
ridiculoufly terms learning’s true Maecenas, poefy’s king,” for 
the champion of literature, when his brother, Henry I., who 
afpired to the reputation of a fcholar, would have entered into 
his plot with equal facility. — Gifford, Mefuoir of Ben fotifon. 

“ William Rufus, ‘ learning’s true Mcecenas, poefy’s king,’ it 
may be prefumed, was the ignorant William Shakefpeare, 
fkilled in the hawking and hunting languages fo that Dekker’s 
feleiflion appears to have been peculiarly appropriate. The wits 
of Elizabeth were not afleep. 

In this comedy Shakefpeare is King William, and Lyly is Sir 
Vaughan ap Rees; the remark of Tucca, “'be not fo tart 
my piecious Metheglin,” identifies Lyly with Amoi-phus, re- 
minding us of the Ivletheglin and Pythagorical breeches in 
CyntJnds Revels, which, I hold, are fatirical allufions to the 
tranfmigrations through Sir Hugh Evans and Captain P'luellen ; 
whilf: in the remark, ‘‘you nafly Tortois, you and your itchy 
poetry break out like Chriftmas, but once a year,” we have 
probably the germ of Caliban.” 

Shakespeare and Jonson. Dramatic verfus Wit-Combats. 
Auxiliary Forces : Beaumont and Fletcher, Maiftoii, Dekker, 
Chapman, and Webfter. Lond. : J. Ruffell Smith, 1864, 
p. 52. 

Page 179. 

No7t poks m JSfugas dicere plui'a 7 }ieas^ 

Jpfe ego qua77i dixi. — Qzd fe 77ii7'antur^ in illos 
Vh’us hahc : Nos luec iwubnus effe izihiL 
This is from Martial. Epig. lib. XIII. 2, In Detracloz^ezn, 

Page 181. 

Monll7nmi hoirczuhwi^ mforzne: Jztgefis cui lumen adeznpium, 
Virgil, Am, HI, 658. 

Page 183. 

Populus 771 C fihilat^ at mild plaudo, 

Horace, Satir. lib. I, i. 66, 
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Satiro-mastix. 

Page 184. 

To this play the author prefixed a lift of Errata (which have, 
of couife, been corrected in the prefent edition), with the follow- 
ing addrefs, Ad Lcclorcm : “ In fteed of the Trumpets founding 
thrice, before the Play begin : it fliall not be amiffe (for him that 
will lead) fiifl to beholde this fhort Comedy of Errors, and 
wheie the greateft enter, to give them in flead of a hiffe, a gentle 
correction.” 

Page 212. 

thefe true Jteires of Ma, yiijiice Shallow, 

The two plays of Shakefpeare, in which the chara( 5 ter here 
alluded to, appears — /. e., the Second Part of K. Hemy IV. and 
The !Meiry Vives of Windfor — ^were brought out in 1600 — 1602. 
The allufion in the text feems to prove that the famous juftice had 
already become a hoiifehold word. 

Page 214. 

One word Sir Quintilia^t in hngger mugger. 

In hugger-mugger— i. e,, in private, fecrelly. The phrafe oc- 
curs in Hamlet^ Adt iv. Sc. 5. 

** we have done but greenly 
In Jmgger-inugger^mi^x him.” 

Page 216. 

Mijlris Miniuer caps. 

This expreffion, which recurs frequently in the Saflro-mafix^ 
is ufed by Simon Eyre as a term of reproach in The Shoomakers 
Holiday (z'-rA Ufitca^ p. 72) : “ Vanifli mother Mineucr-Cap, trip 
and goe.” 

Page 218. 

Mother Mumdlecru/l. 

This name, which is applied by Eyre to his wife in The Sho- 
makers Holiday^ is given in Ralph Roificr Doider to one of the 
principal charaaers : it is alfo ufed in the Pleafani Comedy of 
Patient Grijfell^ 1603. 

Page 221. 

TP ad a breath as Jweet as the Rofe^ that grooms by the Peare- 
mrden. 

The promixity of the Hope, \Yhile yet a bear-garden to the 



335 


Rofe, may be gathered from the above paffage. The at- 
mofphere at the Rofe was, it would feem, impregnated %vith the 
effluvia from the Hope. — Collier. 

Page 229. 

Tuc. Thozi haft been at Farris Garden had mtl 

Hor. Yes, Captaine, I ha 'plaide Zulziman there. 

Paris Garden was at an early date employed as a theatre for 
dramatic reprefentations, and it feems to have been of an hexa- 
gonal fhape. Ziihiman was a characSler in fome play which has 
not furvived. 

Page 229. 

My name's Hamlet reuenge. 

This is tlie fecond allufion in Satiro-maftix to the writings of 
Shakefpeare. The earliefl known edition of Hamlet bears date 
1603 ; but it feems to have been adled fome time before it 
found its way into print. 

Page 231. 

Be tagge my Codpeece point with thy legs. 

This exprefflon occurs alfo in The Shomakers Holiday {fuprh, 
p. 68) : “ My Codpeece-point is ready to dye in peeces euery 
time I thinke vpon miilris RoJeF 

Page 251. 

Smiles on my cheekes arife, 

To fee how fweetly a trsie virgin dyes. 

The beauty and force of this fcene,” fays Charles Lamb,” 
“are much diminifhed to the reader of the entire play, when he 
comes to find that this folemn preparation is but a fham con- 
trivance of the father’s, and the potion which Coeleftina fwallows 
nothing more than a fleeping draught, from the effects of which 
file is to awake in due time, to the furprife of her huf band, and 
the great mirth and edification of the king and his courtiers. As 
Hamlet fays, they do but ‘ poifun in jefi.’ The fentiments are 
worthy of a real martyrdom, and an AjDpian facrifice in eameft.” 
But as Terrill and his bride both believed the facrifice to be 
real, we cannot concur in thefe flridlures of the gentle Elia. 

Page 257. 

Saue thee, my mod gracious King a Harts faue thee, all hats and 
caps are thine, and therefore I mile: for hut to thee great Sultanc 
Soliman, &c. 



Compare the final fcenes of The SIwmahcrs Holiday^ where 
Simon Eyre talks in much the fame way to the King. *®Sim 
Eyre loiowes how to fpeake to a Pope, to Sultan Solyman^ to 
Tamberlaine, and he were here.” Both E)n.'e and Tiicca afk of 
their Sovereign the boon of his prefence to grace a banquet. 
The diifei*ence is that the bo 7 iho?mie of the former is genuine and 
natural, and that of the latter affiuned and aitificial. 

Page 265. 

Mpllogus. 

In the Epilogue to DekkePs Satiro-^nafiix^ Tiicca addreffes 
the audience generally as penny tenants p having pre- 

vioufiy told them, “ 111 fee you all here for your two-pence a- 
piece again, before I’ll iofe your company,” as if the price had 
been, for fome reafon, temporarily lowered to that rate. This 
play was performed before 1602, by the I-ord Chamberlain’s 
fervants and by the Children of St. Pauls. In the body of it, 
Tucca fpeaks degradingly of ^‘penny-bench theatres,” ■where 
“ a gentleman or an honeft citizeit’^ might fit “ with his fquirrcl 
by his fide cracking nuts which agrees with a paffage in his 
Gull’s Hom-Book, 1609, where he remarks, “ your groundling 
and galleiy'’ commoner buys his fport for a penny,” as if the 
admiffion to the yard, where people Hood, and to the gallery, 
where they fat, "were the fame. 

Page 267, 

The Magjiijkent Enteriaimnejit^ &c. 

With this is ufually found at the end : B. Jon : [Ben Jonfon] 
his Pai-t of King fames his Royal! and Magnificent Entertaine- 
7 nent through his Honorable CHtk of London^ Tliurfeday the 15 
of 3£airh 1603. So much as was prefented in the firft and lafl 
of their Triumphall ArcJfs^ Printed at LoJidon by V, S. for 
Edwa^'-d Blount, 1604. 

Of DekkePs portion another edition exifls, “Edinburgh, 
Printed by Thomas Finlafon and are to be fauld at Niddries 
wynde hexde. Anno Dorn. 1604. with Licence.” 

Page 274. 

Wkej'e the 7ieat Su7me each Moime Imnfelfe atih'es, 

A 7 id glides it with Ms repercufsiue fres. 

This is a word of very -uncommon occurrence. It is ufed in 
Fanfiiawe’s tranflation of the Lufiad ; 
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Whofc reperaiffive lyre fliall have the fate 
To be renowned more than fortunate.” 

Dekker ufes the word again in his Pageant of Troia Nova 
Triumpkans (vol. III., p. 243). 

Page 282. 

GracioHS-JlreeL 

See alfo The S/mnakers Holiday^ p. 69 : ‘‘ the gi*eat new hall 
in Gracious flreete corner.” The prefent name, Gracechurch- 
ftreet, is but little more corredl than the con-upted appellation of 
Dekker’s time. St. Bennet Grafs-church, at the fouth-weft 
comer of Fenchurch-ftreet, was fo called from its vicinity to the 
Grafs-market, formerly held clofe by. The cufloms or duties of 
this market, in the reign of Edward III., are printed in Stow's 
Survey^ ed. 1603, p. 214. 

Page 290. 

’ Alter lefiades^ alter Amoniades. 

Je/iadeSf i.e.^ Solomon, the grandfon of yeffe. It is almoft 
needlefs to obferve how much the King admired this agnomen, 
or how often it was attributed to him. In the Preface to his 
Works, by Biihop Montacute, we read **God hath given, us a 
Solomon, and God above all things gave Solomon wifdom,” &c. 
Amoniades probably fignifies Apollo, the fon of Jupiter 
(Ammon). 


Page 293. 

The Marti where as well the Froe, as the Burger, are buying 
and felling, 

Froe is the Dutch word for a woman. It is ufed by Beau- 
mont and Fletcher in Wit at Seven Weapom, Adi. V. 

** Buxom as Bacchus' froes, revelling, dancing, 

Telling the mufick's numbers with their feet.” 

Page 294. 

Sermo ad Begem. 

Gifford is at a lofs to know where Dekker got thefe Latin 
verfes — perhaps,” he fays, ‘‘ from his owm (lores ; for he had a 
fmattering of Latin, which he is fomewhat too fond of (bowing,” 



Page 207. 

A ‘uJO?;ia/£ in a waic/iet roahe. 

Watchei is a liglii blue-coloiu. The word is Saxon, and is 
ufed by hlilton and Drj^den. 

Page 302. 

Troynouanl is ncnj no more a Citic. 

The name of Troy nova nt heie given to London, and alfo in a 
Pageant by Dekker, entitled Tro^a N'ozm Trinmphans (1612), is 
derived from the once popular fable of Geoffry of IMonmouth, 
who declares that Biute, a lineal defeendant of iEncat>, “ the 
grandfon of Jupiter, by his daughter Venus, builded this citie 
about the year of the world 2885,” (or lOoS years before the 
nativity of Ohrift), and named it Trinovantiim, Troy-novant, (or 
New Troy), in remembrance of Troy, from whence he came, call- 
ing the country Britain after his own name. 

Page 314. 

One of maifter Mnlcafters S( hollers. 

Dr. Richaid Mulcafter, then Mafter of St. PauFs School, *‘a 
native of Carlifle, was educated at Eton, whence he was fent 
to King’s College, Cambridge, where he took the degree of B.A., 
1553-4, but aftenvards removed to Oxford, and was clecStcd a 
Student of Chrift Church ; proceeded M. A. and became eminent 
for his Ikill in Gieek. After fpending more than five years at 
Oxford, he made fo great a proficiency in fcvcral forts of learn- 
ing, that he was unanimoufly chofen mailer of the fchool erecSled 
in 1561 in the parifh of St. Laurence, Pountney, by the Worfliip- 
ful Company of Merchant-taylors of that City, In 1596 he fiic- 
ceeded one Joh. Hamfon in the Chief Madcrllnp of St. Pauls 
School ill London, and foon after had the rich parfonage of 
Stamford Rivers in Effex bellowed on him by Queen Elizabeth. 
He died there r5tli April 1611, having refigned Paul’s School 
three years before.” — Wood’s Alhence Oxonienfes, 

Page 317. 

/ hope you will not put vie to deferihe what properties Jhee held 
in her hands^ fithence every painted death can informe you. 

Properties, Le., enfigns piopcr to her characler — a theatrical 
term. Siihence is ‘‘fince.” Painted doth was cloth or canvas 
painted in oil with a variety of devices and veiTes interfperfed. 
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Page 318. 

Scepters with pe^tfdd fcutchiops in their handes. 

Le. (not having penhls^ fmall flags, but) painted ; fo in an 
earlier paffage of this pageant : They held in their handes pen- 
fild Shieldes ; vpon the was drawne a Rofe,” &c. 


Page 318. 

where^ on greeces^ fate the fou 7 'e cardinall verfues. 

This word, ufed in feverai places by Shakefpeare, was vari- 
oufly fpelt, grice, greece, greefe, grieze, grize, grife, ; and 
feems to be formed from grejfus, or contradled from degrees. It 
fignified a flep, or a flight of fteps. See Lydgate’s Warres oj 
Troy (ed. 1555) 

‘‘ She gan anone by greeces to affende 
Of a Touret in to an hye pynacle.’* 

Page 318. 

that cantU of the globe which was ope 7 t to the full view of kis 
Maieftie, 

Cantle, or cantel^ flgnifies portion, piece, or parcel. 

‘‘ Cant,” which occurs antea p. 317 : — “ Diredlly vnder her in 
a Cant by herfelfe” is a contradlion of this, and means a niche 
or comer, like the Dutch kmtt, from which both words are pro- 
bably derived. 


Page 319. 

And food f Or, as if the Eronie hadh^m.^ held vp on the tops of 
their fingers, 

Qy. “ ourany ” ? fuggefls Mr* Dyce (Notes to Middleton’s 
Works, V. 209). 
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THE HONEST TVHORE. 


Actvs Primvs. SciENA Prima. 


Enter at one doore a Funeran, a Coro?iet lying on ike 
Hearfe^ Scutchins and Garlands hanging on ike 
fides^ attended by Gafparo Trebatzi, Duke of 
Millan, Caftmchio, Sinezi, Pioratto Fluello, and 
others at a7iot her doore. Enter Hipolito in difmi- 
tented appearance : Matheo a Ge7itlema7i Ms friend^ 
labouring to hold him backe. 



Duke. 

Eholdj yon Comniet fhewes his head againe 
Twice hath he thus at croffe-turnes throwne 
on us 

Prodigious lookes : Twice hath he troubled 

The waters of our eyes. See, hee’s turn'd wilde ; 

Go on in Gods name. 

AIL On afore there ho. 

Duke. Ejnfmen and friends, take from your manly 
fides 

Your weapons to keepe backe the defperate boy 
From doing violence to the innocent dead. 

Hipolito. I pry thee deare Matheo. 


B 2 
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Matheo. Come y’are macl. 

Hip, I do arreil thee murderer : fet downe. 
Viliaines fet downe that forrow, ’tis all mine. 

Duke, I do befeech you all, for my bloods fake 
Send hence your milder fpirits, and let wrath 
Joyne in confederacy with your weapons points; 

If he proceed to vex us, let your fwords 
Seeke out his bowels : funerall griefe loathes words. 
All, Set on. 

Hip. Set downe the body. 

Mat, O my Lord 1 

Y'are wrong : f th open llreet % you fee lliee’s dead. 
Hip. I know die is not dead. 

Duke, Franticke yong man, 

Wilt thou beleeve thefe gentlemen % pray fpcake : 
Thou doll abufe my child, and mockR the tearcs 
That here are fhed for her : If to behold 
Thofe rofes withered, that fet out her cheekes : 

That paire of darres that gave her body light, 
Darkned and dim for ever : All thofe rivers 
That fed her veines with warm and crimfon ftreames 
Frozen and dried up : if thefe be fignes of death, 
Then is Ihe dead. Thou unreligious youth, 

Art not afham’d to emptie all thefe eyes 
Of funerall teares (a debt due to the dead) 

As mirth is to the living : Sham’d thou not 
To have them dare on thee *? hark, thou art curd 
Even to thy face, by thofe that fcarce can fpeake. 

Hip. My Lord. 

Duke, What wouldd thou have ? is die not dead ?■ 
Hip, Oh, you ha kild her by your cruelty. 

Du, Admit I had, thou kill’d her now againe ; 
And art more favage then a barbarous Moore. 

Hip, Let me but kiffe her pale and bloodleffe lip. 
Duke. O fie, fie, fie. 

Hip, Or if not touch her, let me look on her. 

Mat, As you regard your honour. 

Bip, Honour ! fmoake. 

Mat Or if you lov’d her living, fpare her now. 
Duke, I, well done fir, you play the gentleman : 
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Steale hence : ’tis nobly done : away : He joyne 
My force to yours, to flop this violent torment : 

PalTe on. Exeunt with EimeraiL 

Hip. MatJimo thou doft wound me more. 

Mat I give you phyfick noble friend, not wounds. 

Duke. O well faid, well done, a true gentleman : 
Alack, I know the fea of lovers rage 
Comes rufhing with fo flrong a tide : it beates 
And beares downe all refpe& of life, of honour, 

Of friends, of foes, forget her gallant youth. 

Hp. Forget her ? 

Duke. Na, na, be but patient : 

For why deaths hand hath fued a flricl divorce 
Twixt her and thee : what’s beautie but a coarfe ? 
What but faire fand-dufl are earths purefl formes : 
Queenes bodies are but trunkes to put in worraes. 

Mathmo. Speake no more fentences, my good 
Lord, but flip hence ; you fee they are but fits, He 
rule him I warrant ye. I, fo, tread gingerly, your 
Grace is heere fomewhat too long already. S’blood 
the jefl were now, if having tane fome knockes o’th 
pate already, he fliould get loofe againe, and like a 
mad Oxe, toffe my new blacke cloakes into the 
kennelL I muft humour his Lordfhip : my Lord 
Hipolito, is it in your flomacke to goe to dinner? 

Hipolifo. Where is the body ? * 

Mathm. The body, as the Duke fpake very wifely, 
is gone to be worm’d. 

Hipolito, I cannot reft I’le meet it at next tume, 
rie fee how my love lookes. 

Mathmo holds him his armcs. 

Mathm. How your love lookes ? worfe then a 
fcare-crow, wraflle not with me : the great fellow gives 
the fall for a ducat 

Hipolito I fliall forget my felfe. 

Mathmo. Pray do fo, leave your felfe behind your 
felfe, and go whither you \vill. SYoot, do you long to 
have bafe rogues that maintaine a faint Anthonies fire 
in their nofes (by nothing but two peny Ale) make 
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ballads of you ? if the Duke had but fo much mettle in 
him, as is in a coblers awle, he would ha beene a vext 
thing : he and his traine had blown e you up, but that 
their powder haz taken the wet of cowards : you’le 
bleed three pottles of Aligant, by this light, if you 
follow ’em, and then we fhall have a hole made in a 
wrong place, to have Surgeons roll thee up like a 
babie in fwadling clouts. 

Eipolito. What day is to day, Mathm 2 

Math(Zo. Yea mary, this is an eafie queilion : why 
to day is. let me fee, Thurfeday. 

Hipolito. Oh, Thurfeday. 

MathcBo, Heere’s a coile for a dead commodity, 
sfoote women when they are alive are but dead com- 
modities, for you lhall have one woman lie upon 
many mens hands. 

Hipolito. She died on monday then. 

Maihmo. And that’s the mofl villanous day of all 
the week to die in : and flie was well, and eat a melle 
of water-grewel on monday morning. 

Hip. I, it cannot be, 

Such a bright taper fhould bunie out fo foone. 

Mat. 0 yes my Lord, fo foone : why I ha knowne 
them, that at dinner have beene as well, and had fo 
much health, that they were glad to pledge it, yet be- 
fore three a clock have beene found dead drunke. 

Hip. On thurfeday buried 1 and on monday died, 
Quick hafle birladie : fure her winding flieete 
Was laid out fore her body, and the wormes 
That now mull feafl with her, were even befpoke, 

And folemnly invited like flrange guefls. 

Mat Strange feeders they are indeed my Lord, 
and like your Jeafler or yong Courtier, will enter upon 
any mans trencher without bidding. 

Hip. Curfl be that day for ever that rob’d her 
Of breath, and me of blilTe, henceforth let it fland 
Within the Wizards booke (the kalendar) 
f Markt with a marginall finger, to be chofen 
By theeves, by villaincs, and black murderers, 
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As the bell day for them to labour in. 

If henceforth this adulterous bawdy world 
Be got with child with treafon, facrilege, 

Atheifme, rapes, treacherous friendfhip, perjurie, 
Slaimder, (the beggars finne) lies, (linne of fooles) 

Or any other damn’d impieties, 

On Monday let ’em be delivered : 

I fweare to thee Mathmo^ by foule, 

Hereafter ’weekly on that day I’le glew 
Mine eie-lids downe, becaufe they lhali not gaze 
On any female cheeke. And being lockt up 
In my clofe chamber, there lie meditate 
On nothing but my Infmlices end, 

Or on a dead mans fcull draw out mine O’wne. 

Mat You’ll doe all thefe good workes now every 
monday, becaufe it is fo bad : but I hope upon tuef- 
day morning I fliall take you with a wench. 

Hip. If ever whilH fraile blood through my veins 
runne, 

On womans beames I throw affedlion, 

Save her that’s dead : or that I loofely flie 
To th’ fhore of any other wafting eie, 

Let me not profper heaven. I -will be true, 

Even to her dufl and afhes ; could her tombe 
Stand whilft I liv’d, fo long that it might rot, 

That fhould fall downe, but Ihe be ne’re forgot. 

Mat. If you have this flrange monfler, Honellie, 
in your belly, why fo Jig-makers and Chroniclers fhall 
picke fomething out of you : but and I fmell not you 
and a bawdy houfe out within thefe ten daies, let my 
nofe be as big as an Englifh bag-pudding : lie follow 
your Lordlhip though it be to the place aforenamed. 

Mxmnt 

Enter Fufligo in fame fantajiicke Sea-fuite at one 
doore^ a Porter meets him at another. 

Fnjt, How now Porter, will Ihe come % 

Porter, If I may trull a woman fir, Ihe will come. 
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Fuji. There’s for thy paincs, godamercy, if ever 
I fland in need of a wench that will come with a wet 
finger, Porter, thou flialt eame my money before anie 
Clariffmo in Millane ; yet fo god fa me fhee’s mine 
owne fifler body and foule, as I am a chriftian Gen- 
tleman ; farewell, He ponder till fliee come : thou 
hafl beene no bawd in fetching this woman, I affure 
thee. 

Porter. No matter if I had fir, better men than 
Porters are bawdes. 

Fuji. 0 God fir, many that have borne offices. 
But Porter art fure thou wentil into a true houfe ? 

Porter. I thinke fo, for I met with no thieves. 

Fuji. Nay, but art fure it was my fifler Viola. 

Porter. I am fure by all fuperfcriptions it was the 
party you ciphered. 

Fuji. Not very tall. 

Porter, Nor very low, a midling woman. 

Fuji. ’Twas fhe ’faith, ’twas flie, a pretty plumpe 
cheek like mine. 

Porter. At a blufh, a little very much like you. 

^ Fuji. Gods fo, I would not for a duckat ffie had 
kickt up her heeles, for I ha fpent an abomination 
this voyage, marie I did it amongfl failers and gentle- 
men : there’s a little modicum more, porter, for making 
thee flay, farewell honeft porter. 

Porter. I am in your debt fir, God preferve you. 

Exit, 


Enter Viola. 

Fu. Not fo neither, good porter ; gods lid, yonder 
fhe corns. Sifler Viola.^ I am glad to fee you ftirring : 
it’s newes to have me here, ifl not fifler ^ 

Viola. Yes trufl me; I wondred who ffioiild be 
fo bold to fend for me : you are welcome to Millan 
brother. 

Fuji. Troth fifler I heard you were married to a 
very rich chufTe ; and I was very forry for it, that I had 
no belter clothes, and that made me fend ; for you 
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know we Millaners love to llrut vpon Spanilh leather. 
And how does ail our friends ’? 

Fzo/a, Very well ; you ha travelled enoue^h noW;, 
I trow, to fowe your wilde oates. 

A pox on em ; mlde oates, I ha not an oate 
to throw at a horfe ; troth filler I ha fowde my oates, 
and reapt 200. duckats if I had ’em here, marry 1 mufl 
entreat you to lend me fome thirty or forty till the 
Ihip come, by this hand lie difcharge at my day, by 
this hand. 

Fwla. Thefe are your old oathes. 

M(/i. Why filler do you thinke He forfweare my 
hand? 

Fiola, Well, well you lhali have them : put your 
felfe into better fafhion, becaufe I mufl employ you 
in a ferious matter. 

He fweate like a horfe if I like the matter. 

Fzola. You ha call olf ail your old fwaggering 
humours. 

Fuji. I had not faild a league in that great fifh- 
pond (the fea) but I call up my very gall. 

Fzola. I am the more forry, for I muH employ a 
true fwaggerer. 

Fzji. Nay by this yrcn fifter, they fhall find I 
am powder and touch-boxe, if they put fire once 
into me. 

Fwla. Then lend me your eares. 

Fu/I. Mine eares are yours deare filler. 

FMa. I am married to a man that haz wealth 
enough, and wit enough. 

Fu^. A Linnen Draper I was told filler. 

FMa. Very true, a grave Citizen, I want nothing 
that a wife can wifh from a husband : but heere’s the 
fpite, hee haz not all things belonging to a man. 

Fuji. Gods my life, hee’s a very mandrake, or elfe 
(God blefife us) one a thefe whibiins, and that’s worfe, 
and then ail the children that he gets lawfully of your 
body fifler, are baflards by a fiatute. 

Fie. O you runne over me too fafi brother ; I have 
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heard it often faid, that he who cannot be angry, is no 
man. I am fare my husband is a man in print, for all 
things elfe, fave only in this, no tempefl can move him. 

Fuji. Slid, would he had beene at fea with us, he 
fhould ha beene mov'd, and mov’d agen, for He be 
fworne la, our drunken fhip reel’d like a Dutchman. 

Viola, No Ioffe of goods can increafe in him a 
wrinkle, no crabbed language make his countenance 
fowre, the flubburnnes of no fervant (hake him, he haz 
no more gall in him than a Dove, no more fling than 
an Ant : Mufitian will he never be, (yet I finde much 
muficke in him) but he loues no frets, and is fo free 
from anger that many times I am ready to bite off 
my tongue, becaufe it wants that vcrtue which all 
womens tongues have (to anger their husbands) 
Brother mine can by no thunder, turne him into a 
fharpneffe. 

Fuji, Belike his blood, filler, is well brewd then, 

Viola, I protell to thee, Fujligo, I love him moll 

affe6lionately, but I know not I ha fuch a 

tickling within mee fuch a llrange longing ; 

nay, verily 1 doe long. 

Fujiigo. Then y’are with child filler, by all fignes 
and tokens ; nay, I am partly a Phyfitian, and partly 
fomething elfe. I ha read Albertus Maguus^ and 
Arijiotles Emblemes. 

Viola, Y’are wide ath bow hand Hill brother : my 
longings are not wanton, but wayward : I long to 
have my patient husband eate up a whole Porcupine, 
to the intent, the brillling quills may Hicke about his 
lips like a flemilh muflacho, and be Hiot at me : 
I lliall be leaner than the new Moone, unleffe I can 
make him home mad. 

Fuji, Sfoote halfe a quarter of an houre does that : 
make him a cuckold. 

Viola, Puh, he would count fuch a cut no un- 
kindnelle. 

Full. The honeller Citizen he ; then make him 
drunk and cut off his beard. 



The Honeji Whore. i j 

Viola, Fie, fie, idle, idle, hee’s no Frenchman, to 
fret at the lofle of a little fcalde haire. No brother, 
thus it fhall bee, you niufl be fecret. 

As your Mid-wife I protefl fifter, or a Barber- 

furgeon. 

Viola, Repaire to the Tortoys here in S. Chrif^ 
tophers flreete, I will fend you mony, turne your felfe 
into a brave man: infleed of the armes of your 
miflreffe, let your fword and your military fcarfe hang 
about your necke. 

Fuji, I mufl have a great Horfe-mans French 
feather too filler. 

Viala, O, by any means, to fliew your light head, 
elfe your hat will fit like a coxcombe ; to be briefe, 
you mufl be in all points a mofl terrible wide-mouthed 
fwaggerer. 

Fuji, Nay, for fwaggering points let me alone. 

Viola. Refort then to our fhop, and (in my hus- 
bands prefence) kiffe me, fnatch rings, jewels, or any 
thing, fo you give it backe agen brother in fecret. 

Fuji, By this hand filler. 

Viola. Sweare as if you came but new from 
knighting. 

Fuji. Nay, He fweare after 400. a yeare. 

Viola, Swagger worfe then a Lievetenant among 
frelh-water fouldiers, call me your love, your ingle, 
your cofen, or fo ; but fifter at no hand. 

Fuji. No, no, it lhali be cozen, or rather coz, that's 
the gulling word betweene the Cittizens wives and 
their mad-caps, that man^em to the garden; to call 
you one a mine Aunts, filler, were as good as call you 
arrant whore ; no, no, let me alone to cozen you rarely. 

Viola. H'az heard I have a brother, but never faw 
him, therefore put on a good face. 

Fuft. The befl in Millan I warrant. 

Viola. Take up wares, but pay nothing, rifle my 
bofome, my pocket, my purfe, the boxes for mony to 
dice withal! ; but brother, you mufl give all backe 
agen in fecret. 
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Fujligo. By this welken that hcere roares I will^ 
or elfe let me never know what a fecret is : why 
filler do you thinke He cunny-catch you, when you 
are my cozen ? Gods my life, then I were a flarke 
Affe, if I fret not his guts, beg me for a foole. 

Viola. Be circumfpe6l, and do fo then, farewell. 
Fuji. The Tortoys filler ? He flay there, forty 
duckats. Exit. 

Viola. Thither He fend : this law can none deny, 
Women mull have their longings, or they die. Exit. 

Gafparo the Duke^ DoBor Benedidl, hao fervants. 

Duke. Give charge that none do enter, lock the 
doores ; 

And fellowes, what your eyes and eares receive, 

Upon your lives trull not the gadding aire 
To carry the leafl part of it : the glaffe, the houre- 
glaffe. 

DoBor. Here my Lord. 

Duke. Ah, his neere fpent. 

But Do(5lor BenediB does your Art fpeake truth 1 
Art lure the foporiferous hreame will ebbe, 

And leave the Crillall banks of her white body 
(Pure as they were at firfl) jull at the houre ? 

DoBor. Jull at the houre my Lord. 

Duke. Uncurtaine her : 

Softly, fee Dodlor what a coldifh heate 
Spreads over all her body. 

DoBor. Now it workes : 

The vitall fpirits that by a lleepie charme 
Were bound up fafl, and threw an icie rufl 
On her exterior parts, now gin to breake ] 

Trouble her not my Lord. 

Duke. Some llooles : you caFd 
For mufick, did you not 1 Oh ho, it fpeakes, 

It fpeakes, watch firs her waking, note thofe lands. 
Doctor fit downe : A Dukedome that fliould wey 
Mine owne downe twice, being put into one fcale, 

And that fond defperate boy Eipolito^ 
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Making the weight up, fhould not (at my hands) 

Buy her i’th tother, were her ilate more light 
Than hers, who makes a dowry up with almes. 

Dodlor He flarve her on the Appenine 
Ere he fliall marry her : I mull confeffe, 

JBipoUio is nobly borne, a man, 

Did not mine enemies blood boile in his veines, 
Wliom I would court to be my fon-in-law ? 

But Princes whofe high fpleenes for empery fwell, 

Are not with eafie Art made parallel. 

2 Ser. She wakes my Lord 
Dtike. Look Dodlor Benedi6l^ 

I charge you on your lives maintaine for truth, 

What ere the Dodlor or my felfe averre, 

For you fhall beare her hence to Bergamo, 

Inf, Oh God, what fearefull dreames % 

DoHor, Lady. 

Inf Ha.^ 

Duke, Girle, 

Why Infmlica^ how ill now, ha, fpeake % 

Inf I’rae well, what makes this Dodlor here 1 Pme 
well 

Duke, Thou wert not fo even now, ficknes pale hand 
Laid hold on thee even in the midd of feafling ; 

And when a cup crown'd with thy lovers health 
Had toucht thy lips, a fencible cold dew 
Stood on thy cheekes, as if that death had wept 
To fee fuch beautte alter. 

Inf I remember 

I fate at banquet, but felt no fuch change. 

Duke, Thou had forgotten then how a medenger 
Came wildely in with this unfavory newes, 

That he was dead. 

Inf, What meflenger ? who's dead % 

Duke, Hifolito, alack, wring not thy hands. 

Inf I faw no meffenger, heard no fuch newes, 
DoBor, Trud me you did fweet Lady. 

Duke, La you now. 

2 Ser. Yes indeed Madam. 
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Duke. La you now, tis well, good knaves. 

hif. You ha flaine him, and now yoifle murder me. 

Duke. Good Infelica vex not thus thy feife, 

Of this the bad report before did llrike 
So coldly to thy heart, that the fwift currents 
Of life were all frozen up. 

Inf. It is untrue, 

’Tis moil untrue, 0 moll unnaturall father ! 

Duke. And we had much to doe by Arts bell 
cunning. 

To fetch life back againe. 

DoHor. Mofl certaine Ladie. 

Duke. Why la you now, you’le not beleeve me, 
friends 

Sweate we not all? had we not much to do? 

2 Ser. Yes indeede, my Lord, much. 

Duke. D eath drewfuch fearefull pictures in thy face, 
That were HipoUto alive agen, 

I’de kneele and woo the noble gentleman 
To be thy husband, now I fore repent 
My fharpneffe to him, and his family ; 

Nay, do not weep for him, we all mufl die : 

Dodlor, this place where die fo oft hath fecne 
His lively prefence, hurts her, does it not ? 

DoHor. Doubtlefle my Lord it does. 

Dtike. It does, it does : 

Therefore fweet girle thou flialt to Bergamo. 

Inf. Even where you will, in any place there’s 
woe. 

Duke. A coach is ready, Bergamo doth Hand 
In a mod wholefome aire, fweet walkes, there’s deere, 
I, thou lhalt hunt and fend us venifon, 

Which like feme goddeffe in the Ciprian groves, 
Thine owne faire hand fhall drike; firs, you fliall 
teach her 

To Hand, and how to Ihoote, I, Hie fhall hunt : 

Cad off this forrow. In girle, and prepare 
This night to ride away to Bergamo. 

Inf 0 mod unhappy maide. Exit 
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Duke. Follow her clofe. 

No words that fhe was buried on your liyes, 

Or that her ghofl walkes now after fhee’s dead ; 
lie hang you if you name a funerail. 

1 Ser. lie fpeake Greeke, my Lord, ere I fpeake 

that deadly word. {Exeunt 

2 Ser. And He fpeake Welch, which is harder 
then Greek. 

Duke. Away, look to her; Do6lor Beneditl^ 

Did you obferve how her complexion altered 
Upon his name and death, O would tVere true. 

Doilor. It may ray Lord. 

Duke, May ? how % I mth his death. 

Do£lor, And you may have your with ; fay but the 
word, 

And ’tis a flrong Spell to rip up his grave : 

I have good knowledge with HipoUto ; 

He calls me friend, He creepe into his bofome, 

And fling him there to death ; poifon can do’t 

Duke, Performe it ; He create thee ehalfe mine heire. 

DoBor, It Ihall be done, although the fadl be foule. 

Duke, GreatneFe hides fin, the guilt upon my foule 

Eoceunf, 

Enter Callruchio, Pioratto, and Fiuello. 

Caji, Signior Pioratto^ fignior Fiuello^ fhalls be 
merry \ fhalls play the wags now % 

Flu, I, any thing that may beget the child of 
laughter. 

Cqft, Truth I have a pretty fportive conceit new 
crept into my braine, will move excellent mirth. 

Fio, Lefs ha’t, let^s ha’t, and where fhall the 
fceane of mirth lie I 

CaJi. At fignior Candidds houfe, the patient man, 
nay the monftrous patient man ; they fay his blood is 
immoveable, that he haz taken all patience from a 
man, and all conllancie from a woman. 

Mu, That makes fo many whores now a dales. 

Caji, I, and fo many knaves too, 
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Fio. Well fir. 

Cq/i, To conclude, the report goes, he’s fo mikle, 
fo affable, fo fuffering, that nothing indeed can move 
him : now do but think what fport it will be to make 
this fellow (the mirror of patience) as angry, as vext, 
and as mad as an Englifh cuckold. 

Flu, 0, ’twere admirable mirth, that : but how 
wilt be done Signior? 

Cast Let me alone, I have a trick, a conceit, a 
thing, a device will fling him i’faith, if he have but a 
thimblefull of blogd in’s belly, or a fpleene not fo big 
as a taverne token. 

Fio, Thou flirre him ? thou move him 1 thou 
anger him ? alas, I know his approved temper : thou 
vex him % why hee haz a patience above mans injuries : 
thou maifl fooner raife a fpleene in an Angcll, than 
rough humour in him : why He give you inffance for 
it. This wonderfully temper’d fignior Ca?idido upon a 
time invited home to his houfe certaine Neapolitane 
Lords, of curious tafle, and no meane pallats, conjur- 
ing his wife of all loves, to prepare cheere fitting for 
fuch honourable trencher-men. Shee (jufl of a womans 
nature, covetous to try the uttermofl of vexation, and 
thinking at lafl to get the flart of his humour) will- 
ingly negledled the preparation, and became unfurnifht, 
not onely of dainty, but of ordinary difhes. He (ac- 
cording to the mildneffe of his breaft) entertained the 
Lords, and with courtly difcourfe beguiled the time 
(as much as a Cittizen might do :) to conclude, they 
were hungry Lords, for there came no meate in ; their 
flomackes were plainely gull’d, and their teeth deluded, 
and (if anger could have feiz’d a man) there was 
matter enough yfaith to vexe any Citizen in the woeid, 
if he were not too much made a foole by his wife. 

Flu, I,ile fweare fort : sfoot, had it beene my cafe, I 
fhould ha plaid mad trickes with my wife and family : 
firfl, I would ha fpitted the men, flew’d the maides, 
and bak’t the miflreffe, and fo ferved them in. 

Fio, Why ’twould ha tempted any blood but his, 
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And thou to vexe him ? thou to anger him 
With fome poore fhallow jeR % 

Caji, Sbloud Signior Fioratto (you that difparage 
my conceit) He wage a hundred duckats upon the head 
on’t, that it moves him, frets him, and galles him. 

Flo, Done, 'tis a lay, joyne gols on’t : witnes fig- 
nior Fhteilo, 

Caft, Witneffe : ’tis done : 

Come, follow me : the houfe is not farre off, 
lie thrufl him from his humour, vex his breafl, 

And win a hundred duckats by one jefl. Exeunt 

Enter Candidoes wife^ George, and two Frentifes in 
the Jiiop, 

Wife, Come, you put up your wares in good order 
here, doe you not think you, one peece caR this way, 
another that way ? you had need have a patient maRer 
indeed. 

George, I, He be fworne, for we have a curR mif- 
treffe. 

Wife, You mumble, do you mumble? I would 
your maRer or I could be a note more angry : for two 
patient folkes in a houfe fpoile all the fervants that 
ever fhall come under them. 

1 Freu, You patient ! I, fo is the devill when hee 
is home-madde. 

Enter CaRruchio, Fluello, and Pioratto. 

All three. Gentlemen, what do you lack ? what iR 
you buy 1 

See fine hollands, fine cambrickes, fine lawnes. 

George, What iR you lacke ? 

2 Frentife, What iR you buy ? 

Cafi, Where's fignior Caiidido thy MaiRer % 
George. Faith fignior, hee's a little negotiated, hel 
appeare prefently, 

Caft, Fellow, let’s fee a lawne, a choice one firra, 
George, The beR in all Gentlemen, and 

2 c 
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this is the peece, I can fit you Gentlemen witli fine 
callicoes too for clublets, the onely fweet faflnon now, 
moft delicate and courtly, a mceke gentle callico, cut 
upon two double affable taffetaes, ah moil neate, feate, 
and unmatchable. 

jF/u. a notable voluble-tongde villaine. 

I warrant this fellow was never begot without 
much prating. 

Caji. What, and is this flie faifl thou ? 

George. I, and the pureft file that ever you fingerd 
fince you were a gentleman : looke how even Ihe is, 
looke how cleane Ihe is, ha, as even as the brow of 
Cifithia, and as cleane as your fonnes and heires when 
they ha fpent all. 

Cafl. Puh, thou talk’ll, pox on’t ’tis rough, 

George. How ? is fiic rougli ^ but if you bid pox 
on’t fir, twil take away the roughnefie prefcntly. 

Flu. Ha fignior; haz he fitted your French 
curfe ? 

George. Looke you Gentleman, here’s another, com- 
pare them I pray, compara Virgilium cum Ilomero, 
compare Virgins with Harlots. 

Cq^. Puh, I ha feene better, and as you terme 
them, evener and cleaner, 

George. You may fee further for your mind, but 
truft me, you fiiall not find better for your body. 

Efiter Candido. 

Cafi. O here he comes, let’s make as tho we 
paffe, 

Come, come, wee’ll try in fome other fiiop, 

Cand. How now ; what’s the matter ? 

George. The gentlemen find fault with this lawne, 
fall out with it, and without a caufe too. 

Cmid. Without a caufe ! 

And that makes you to let ’em paffe away : 

Ah : may I crave a word with you gentlemen 1 

Flu. He calls us. 

Caji. Makes the better for the iefi. 
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Cmid. I pray come neare, y’are very welcome gal- 
lants, 

Pray pardon my mans nideneffe, for I feare me 
Ha’s talkt above a Prentife with yoUj-Lawnes I 
Looke you kind gentlemen this ! no :-I this : 

Take this upon my honefl-dealing faith, 

To be a true weaue, not too hard, nor flack, 

But eene as farre from falfliood, as from black. 

Caji. Well, how doe you rate it ? 

Cand. Very confcionably, i8.s. a yard. 

CaJi. That’s too deare ; how many yards does the 
whole piece containe thinke you % 

Cand. Why fome 17 yards, I thinke, or there abouts, 
How much would ferve your timie ? I pray, 

Cajl. Why let me fee — would it were better too, 

Cand. Truth, tis the bell in Millan at few words. 

Cajl. Well : let me have then a whole peny-worth. 

Cand. Ha, ha : y’are a merry Gentleman. 

Caji. A pennorth I fay. 

Cand. Of Lawne 1 

Cajl. Of lawne ? I of lawne, a pennorth, sblood 
doll not heare ? a whole pennorth, are you deafe ? 

Cand. Deafe ? no Sir : but I muft tell you, 

Our wares do feldome meete fuch cuflomers, 

Caji. Nay, and you and your lawnes be fo 
fqueamifh, 

Fare you well. 

Cand. Pray flay, a word, pray Signior : for what 
purpofe is it I befeech you ? 

Caji. ’Sblood, whats that to you : He have a 
peny-worth. 

Cand. A. penny-worth 1 why you lhall : He ferve you 
prefently. 

2. Pren. Sfoot a penny-worth Miftreffe 1 

Miji. Apenny--worth 1 call you thefe gentlemen ? 

Cajl. No, no : not there. 

Can. What then kinde Gentleman, what at this 
corner here ? 

Caji. No nor there neither. 
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He have it jufl in the middle, or cife not. 

Can. Juft in tlie middle : ha-you fnall loo : what % 
Have you a finglc penny ? 

Cajl. Yes here’s one. 

Cand. Lend it me I pray. 

Fiu. An excellent followed jeft. 

Wifi. What will he fpoile the lawnc no'w ?• 

Cand. Patience, good wife. 

Wife. I, that patience makes a foole of you : Gen- 
tlemen, you might ha found fome other Citizen to 
have made a kind gull on, befulcs my luisband. 

Cand. Pray Gentlemen take her to be a woman, 
Do not regard her language. — O kinde foule : 

Such words will drive away my cuHoniers. 

Wife. CuRomers with a murren : call you thefc 
cuRoniers ? 

Cand. Patience, good wife. 

IV fi. Pox a your patience. 

George. Sfoot miRrefle, I warrant thefe arc fomc 
cheating companions. 

Ca?2d. Looke you Gentleman, there’s your ware, 
I thanke you, I have your money ; heare, pray know 
my Rtop, pray let me have your cuRome. 

Wife. CuRome quoth a. 

Cand. Let me lake more of your money. 

Wife. You had need fo. 

Fio. Harke in thine eare, th’aR loR an hundred 
duckats. 

Cafl, Well, well, I know^’t : iR pofllble that Ifomo 
Should be nor man, nor ’tvoman : not once mov’d ; 

No not at Rich an injurie, not at all ! 

Sure hee’s a pigeon, for he has no gall. 

Fla. Come, come, y’are angry tho you fmother it : 
Y’are vext ifaith-confcRe. 

Cand. Why Gentlemen 
Should you conceit me to be vext or mov’d ? 

He haz my ’ware, I have his money for’t, 

And that’s no Argument I am angry : no : 

"i'he bcR Logitian cannot protic me fo. 
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Flu. Oh, but the hatefull name of a penny-worth of 

lawne, 

And then cut out i’tli middle of the peece : 

Pah, I gueffe it by my felfe, would move a lambe 
Were he a Liniien-draper-t would i’faitli. 

Can, Well, give me leave to anfwere you for 
that : 

We’re fet here to pleafe all cuflomers, 

Their humours and their fancies :-ofFend none : 

We get by many, if we leefe by one. 

May be his minde flood to no more then that, 

A penie-worth ferves him, and ’mongd trades tis found, 
Denie a pennorth, it may croffe a pound. 

Oh, he that meanes to thrive, with patient eye 
Mufl pleafe the devill if he come to buy. 

Flu, O wondrous man, patient ’bove vTong or woe, 
How bleft were men, if women could be fo. 

Cand, And to expreffe how well my breafl is 
pleafd, 

And fatisfied in all \-George fill a beaker. Exit George. 
He drinke unto that Gentleman, who lately 
BefLowed his monie with me. 

Wife. Gods my life, 

We fhall haue ail our gaines drunke out in beakers, 

To make amends for pennyworths of lawne. 

Enter Geor. 

Cand. Here wife, begin you to the Gentleman. 
Wife. I begin to him ! 

Cand. George fil’t up againe : 

Twas my fault, my hand fiiooke. Exit George. 

Fio. How flrangely this doth fhow ? 

A patient man link’t with a wafpifh fhro-w. 

Flu. A filver and gilt beaker : I have a trick to 
work upon that beaker, fure ’twill fret him, it cannot 
chufe but vexe him. Sig. Cajiruchio^, in pittie to thee^ I 
have a conceit, will fave thy loo duckats yet, ’twill 
doo’t, and worke him to impatience. 

Cafi. Sweete Fluello^ I fhould be bountiful to that 
conceit. 

Flu. Well ’tis enough. Enter George. 
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Can. Here Gentleraen to you, 

I wifli your cuflome, y’are exceeding welcome. 

Can. I pledge you Sig. Candida ;-herc you, that 
mufl receive a loo Duccats. 

Pior. He pledge them deepe ifaith Cajiruchio. 
Signior Fluello. 

Flu. Come : play’t off to me^ 

I am your lafl man. 

Cand. George fupply the cup. 

Flu. So, fo, good honefl George^ 

Heere Signor Candida, all this to you. 

Ca7id. O you mufl pardon me, I ufe it not. 

Flu. Will you not pledge me then ? 

Cand. Yes, but not that : 

Great love is fhowne in little. 

Flu. Blurt on your fentences, — Sfoot you fiiall 
pledge me all. 

Ca7id. Indeed I flrall not. 

Flzd. Not pledge S’blood, He carrie away 
the beaker then. 

Cand. The beaker ? oh 1 that at your plcafure fir. 
Fh. Now by this drinke I will. 

Caji. Pledge him, hell do’t elfe. 

Flu. So : I ha done you right on my thumb 
naile, 

What will you pledge me now 1 

Cand. You know me fir, I am not of that fm. 

Flu. Why then farewell : 

He beare away the beaker by this light. 

Cand. That’s as you pleafe, tis very gootl. 

Flu. Nay it doth pleafe me, and as you fay, tis a 
very good one. 

Fare-well Signior Candida. 

Bio. Farewell Cazidido. 

Cazid. Y’are welcome Gentlemen, 

CaJi. Heart not mov’d yet ? 

I thinke his patience is above our wit. lixemii. 

George. I told you before Miftrcffc, they were all 
cheaters. 
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Wife. Why foole, why husband, why mad- man, I 
hope you will not let ’em fneake away fo with a filver 
and gilt beaker, the befl in the houfe too : go fellowes 
make hue and cry after them. 

Cand. Pray let your tongue lie flill, all will be 
well : 

Come hither George, hye to the Conflable, 

And in calme order wiih him to attach them, 

Make no great flirre, becaufe they’re gentlemen, 

And a thing partly done in merriment. 

’Tis but a fize above a jefl thou know’ll, 

Therefore purfiie it mildly, go be gone. 

The Conflable’ s hard by, bring him along, — make 
hall againe. 

Wife. O y’are a goodly patient Woodcock, are you 
not now ? (^x/i George. 

See what your patience comes to : everie one faddles 
you, and rides you, you’ll be fhortly the common 
flone-horfe of Mdlari : a woman’s well holp’t up with 
fuch a meacocke ; I had rather have a husband that 
would fwaddle me thrice a day, then fuch a one, that 
will be gul’d twice in halfe an houre : Oh I could burne 
all the wares in my fliop for anger. 

Cand. Pray weare a peacefull temper, be my wife, 
That is, be patient : for a wife and husband 
Share but one foule between them : this being 
known e, 

Why Ihould not one foule then agree in one ? {Exit 

Wife. Hang your agreements ; but if my beaker 
be gone. — 

Enter Castruchio, Eluello, Pioratio, and George. 

Cand. Oh, here they come. 

George . — The Conflable fir, let ’em come along with 
me, becaufe there fliould be no wondring : he flaies 
at dore. 

Cafl. Conflable goodman Abram. 

Flu. Now Signor Candida, Sblood why doe you 
attach us ? 
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Cajl, Shear! ! attach us ! 

Cand. Nay fweare not gallants. 

Your oathes may move your foules, but not move 
me, 

You have a filver beaker of my wives. 

Fill. You fay not true : ’tis gilt. 

Cand. Then you fay true. 

And being gilt, the guilt lies more on you. 

CaJI. I hope y’are not angry fir. 

Cand. Then you hope right, for I am not angry. 
Fill. No, but a little mov’d. 

Cand. I mov’d ! ’twas you were mov’d, you were 
brought hither. 

Cajl. But you (out of your anger and impatience) 
Caus’d us to be attacht. 

Cand. Nay you mifplace it. 

Out of my quiet fulferance I did that, 

And not of any wrath ; had I fliowne anger, 

I fliould have then purfude you with the law, 

And hunted you to lharae, as many worldlings 
Do build their anger upon feebler grounds, 

The more’s the pittie ; many loofe their lives 
For fcarce fo much coine as will hide their palmc : 
Which is moll cruell, thofe have vexed fpirits 
That purfue lives, in this opinion reft, 

The Ioffe of Millions could not move my brcfl. 

Flu. Thou art a blefl man, and with peace doft 
deale, 

Such a meeke fpirit can bleffe a Common-weale, 

Cand. Gentlemen, now ’tis upon eating time, 

Pray part not hence, but dine with me to-day. 

Caji. I never heard a carter yet fay nay 
To fuch a motion. He not be the firfl. 

Fio. Nor I. 

Flu. Nor I. 

Cand. The Conflable fiiall boarc you company. 
George call him in, let the world lay wliat it can, 
Nothing can drive me from a patient man. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter Roger with a Jioole^ cuJJiin., looking-glaj)e and 
chafing-diJJ'^ thofe being fet dow?i, he pulls out of his 
pocket., a viol toith white cnllor in it ; and two 
boxes, one with white, another red painting, he 
places all things in order and a candle by them, 
finging with the ends of old Ballads as he does it. 
At lafi Bellafront (as he rubs his cheek with the 
cullors) whiflles within. 

Ro. Anon forfooth. 

Bell "Wliat are you playing the rogue about ? 

Ro. About you forfooth : I’me drawing up a hole 
in your white filke flocking. 

Bell. Is my glaffe there % and my boxes of com- 
plexion ? 

Ro. Yes forfooth : your boxes of complexion are 
here I ihinke : yes ’tis here : her’s your two com- 
plexions, and if I had all the foure complexions, I 
fhould nere fet a good face upon't, fome men I fee 
are borne under hard-favoured planets as %vell as 
women : zounds I looke worfe now then I did before, 
and it makes her face gliller mofl damnably, ther’s 
knavery in dawbing I hold my life, or elfe this is onely 
female Pomatum. 

Elder Bellafronte not full ready, without a gowne,fne 
fits downe, with her bodkin curies her haire, 
colours her lips. 

Bell. Where’s my rulfe and poker you block-head ? 

Ro. Your ruffe, your poker, are ingendring to- 
gether upon the cup-bord of the Court, or the Court 
cup-bord. 

Bell. Fetch ’em : Is the pox in your hammes, you 
can goe no faller ? 

Ro. Woo’d the pox were in your fingers, unleffe 
you could leave flinging ; catch. Exit. 

Bell. He catch you, you dog by and by : do you 
grumble? "She fmgs. 
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Cupid is a God, as 7iakcd as iny naik. 

He whip him with a rod, if he my true io7<e fa He, 
Ho, There’s your ruffe, fliall I poke it 1 
Bell, Yes honefl Ro, no flay : prithee good boy, 
hold here, 

Dowue, downe, downc, downe, I fall downc and arife, 
downe 

1 7iever fhall arife, 

Ro, Troth M. then leave the trade if you fhall 
never rife. 

BelL What trade goodman Ah7'a77i I 
Ro. Why that of downe and arife or the falling 
trade. 

BelL He fail with you by and by. 

Ro. If you doe I know who fliali fmart fork : 
Troth Miflreffe, what doe I looke like now ? 

BelL like as you are ; a pandcriy Sixpenny 
Hafcall. 

^ Ro, I may thanke you for that : infaith I looke 
like an old Proverbe, Hold the ca 7 idlc bcfwe the 
devill. 

BelL Uds life, He flick my knife in your guts and 
you prate to me fo : what ? She fuigs. 

Well ffiet, pug, the peaide of beauty : tmh, U77ih. 
How now fir k7iave,you forget your duty, imh, umh. 
Marry 77tuffefir, a7'e yotc grow 7 ie fo damty ; fa, la, 
la, ore. 

Is it you fir% theworjl of twe7ity,fa, la, la, Icera la. 
Pox on you, how dofl thou hold my glaffe % 

Ro, Why, as I hold your doore : with my fingers, 
BelL Nay pray thee fweete honie Ro, hold up 
handfomely. Smg pretty wa7it07is waflle, Sre, We 
fhall ha guefls to day. I lay my little maiden-head, 
my nofe itches fo. 

Ro. I faid fo too iafl night, when our Fleas 
twing’d me. 

BelL So, Poke my ruffe now, my gowne, my gowne, 
have I my fall ? 

Where’s my fall Roger 2 07ie hioekes. 
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Ro. Your fall forfootli is behind. 

Bell Gods my pittikins, fome foole or other 
knocks. 

Ro. Shall I open to the foole mifLreffe ? 

Bell, And all thefe babies lying thus ? away with 
it quickly, I, I, knock, and be damn’d, whofoever you 
be. So : give the frefh Salmon line now : let him 
come a fhoare, hee ihall ferve for my breakefafl, tho 
he go againfl my flomacke. 

Roger fetch in Fluello^ Cajiruchio^ and Fioratto, 

Flu, Morrow coz. 

Cajl, How does my fweet acquaintance % 

Fio. Save thee little Marmofet ; how dofl thou 
good pretty rogue ? 

Bell, Well, Godamercy good pretty rafcalL 

Flu. Roger^ fome light I pray thee. 

Ro, You Ihall Signior, for we that live here in 
this vale of miferie, are as darke as hell. 

Exit for a candle. 

Caji, Good Tobacco, Fluello ? 

Flu. Smell. {Enter Roger. 

Fio. It may be tickling geere : for it plaies with 
my nofe already. 

Ro, Here’s another light Angell, Signior. 

Bell. What % you pyed curtal, what’s that you are 
neighing 1 

Ro. I fay God fend us the light of heaven, or fome 
more Angels. 

Bell. Goe fetch fome %vine, and drinke halfe 
of it. 

Ro. I mull fetch fome wine gentlemen and drinke 
halfe of it. 

Flu. Here Roger, 

CaJi. No let me fend prithee. 

Flu. Hold you cankerworme. 

Ro. You lliall fend both, if you pleafe Signiors. 

Fio. Stay, what’s bell to drinke a mornings % 
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Ro, Hypocras fir, for my miflrcs, if I fetch it, is 
mofl deare to her. 

Fhi. Hypocras 1 ther then, here’s a teflon for you, 
you fiiake. 

Ro, Right fir, heres iij.s. vj.d. for a pottle and a 
manchet Ex, 

Cafl, Her’s mofl Hcrcidaniafi Tobacco, hadome 
acquaintance ? 

^ Beil, Fall, not I, makes your breath flinke, like the 
piffe of a Foxe. Acquaintance, where fupt you lail 
night ? 

CaT At a place fweete acquaintance where your 
health danc’d the Canaries yfaith : you’ fliould ha bin 
there. 

Bell, I there among your Punkes, marry, fah, 
hang’em : I fcorn’t : will you never leave lucking of 
eggs in other folkes hens neafls 1 

Caji, Why in good troth, if you’ie truH me ac- 
quaintance, there was not one hen at the board, aske 
Fluello. 

Flu, No faith Coz, none but cocks, fignior Mala- 
vella drunk to thee. 

Bell, O, a pure beagle ; that horfe-lcach there % 

Flu, And the knight, S, Oliver Lollio fwore he 
would bellow a taffata petticoate on thee, but to 
breake his fall with thee. 

Bell, With me 1 He choake him then, hang him 
Mole-catcher, it’s the dreamingfl fnotty-nofe. 

Fio, Well, many tooke that Lollio for a foole, but 
hee’s a fubtill foole. 

Bell, I, and he has fellowes : of all filthy diy- 
filled knights, I cannot abide that he lliould touch 
me. 

CaJl, Why wench, is he fcabbed ? 

Bell Hang him, hee’l not live to be fo honcll, nor 
to the credite to have fcabbes about him, his betters 
have ’em : but I hate to weare out any of his courfe 
Knight-hood, becaufe lice’s made like an Aldermans 
mght-gowne, fac’d all with conny before, and within 
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notliing buc Fox : this fweet Oliver will eate Mutton 
till he be ready to burfl, but the leane jawde-llave will 
not pay for the fcraping of his trencher. 

Flo. Plague him, fet him beneath the fait, and let 
him not touch a bit, till every one has had his 
fullxut 

Flu. Lord Ello^ the Gentleman-Ufher came into 
us too, marry ’twas in our cheefe, for he had bin to 
boiTOw money for his Lord, of a Cittizen. 

Cajl. What an Affe is that Lord, to borrow money 
of a Citizen 1 

Bell. Nay, Gods my pitty, what an Affe is that 
Citizen to lend monie to a Lord 1 

Enter Mathco and Hipolito^ who faluti?ig the Com- 
Finy, as a flrangcr walJzes off. Roger comes in 
fadly hehinde them^ with a pottle pot.^ and Jiands 
aloof e off. 

Mat/ieo. Saue you Gallants, fignior Fltiello^ exceed- 
ingly well met, as I may fay. 

Fluello. Signior Ilatheo, exceedingly well met too, 
as I may fay. 

Ma. And how fares my little pretty Millreffe ^ 

Bell. Ee’ne as my little pretty fervant ; fees three 
court difhes before her, and not one good bit in them : 
how now ? why the devill fland’fL thou fo ? Art in a 
trance 1 

Ro. Yes forfooth. 

Bell. Why dofl not fill out their wine ? 

Ro. Forfooth his fild out already: all the wine 
that the fignior has beflowM upon you is caft away, a 
Porter ranne a litle at me, and fo fac’d me downe that 
I had not a drop. 

Bell. Fme a curfl to let fuch a withered Artichocke 
faced-Rafcall grow under my nofe : now you looke 
like an old he-cat, going to the gallowes : He be 
hang’d if he ha not put up the mony to cony ^ atch 
us ail. 

Ro. No truely forfooth, tis not put up yet. 
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Bell, How many Gentlemen hafl thou ferved 
thus ? 

Bo. None but five hundrech befulcs prentifes and 
ferving-men. 

JBclL DofL thinke He pocket it up at thy hands ? 

Bo. Yes forfooth, I feare you will pocket it up. 

Bell. Fie, fie, cut my lace good fervant, I fiiall 
ha the mother prefently, Tme fo vext at this horfe- 
plumme. 

Bln. Plague, not for a fcal’d pottle of wine. 

Ma. Nay, fweet Bellafronte^ for a little pigs-wafh ! 

Cajl.^ Here Boger.^ fetch more, a mifchance. Y’faith 
Acquaintance. 

Bell. Out of my fight, thou ungodly puritanical 
creature. 

Bo. For the tother pottle^ yes forfooth. Exit 

Bell. Spill that too: what Gentleman is that, 
fervant ? your Friend ? 

Ma. Gods fo a floole, a floole, if you love me 
miflreffe, entertaine this Gentleman refpeclively, and 
bid him welcome. 

Bell. Hee’s very welcome, pray Sir fit, 

IfiB Thankes Lady. 

Elu. Count Hipolito^ ill not ? cry you mercie 
fignior, you walke here all this while, and we not 
heard you? let mee beftowa floole upon you, befeech 
you, you are a llranger heere, we know the falhions 
ath’ houfe. 

Cafi. Pleafe you be heere my Lord. Tobacco. 

Hip. No good CaJlrucMo. 

Flu. You have abandoned the Court I lee my 
Lord fmee the death of your Miftreffe, well flie was 
a delicate piece-befeech you fweete, come let us ferve 
under the collors of your acquaintance flill : for all 
that, pleafe you to meete here at my lodging of my 
coz, I fliall beflow a banquet upon you. 

Hip. I never can deferve this kindnefle fir. 

What may this Ladie be, whom you call coz ? 

Flu. Faith fir a poore gentlewoman, of paffmg 
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good carriagej one that has fome fuits in law, and lies 
here in an Atturnies houfe. 

Hip. Is the married ? 

Flu. Ha, as all your Puncks are, a Captaines wife, 
or fo, never faw her before my Lord ? 

Hip. Never tnifl me a goodly creature. 

Flu. By gad when you know her as we do, you’ll 
fwear the is the prettieft, kindefl, fweeteft, moil be- 
witching honeft Ape under the pole. A skinne, your 
fatten is not more foft, nor lawiie whiter. 

Hip. Belike then ihee’s fome fale curtizan. 

Flu. Troth as all your bed faces are, a good wench. 

Hip, Great pittie that dice’s a good wench. 

Ma. Thou fhalt ha ifaith midreffe : How now 
figniors, what, whifpering ? did not I lay a wager I 
fhould take you within feven daies in a houfe of 
vanity. 

Hip. You did, and I befhrew your heart, you have 
won. 

Ma. How do you like my midreffe ? 

Hip. Well, for fuch a midreffe : better, if your 
midreffe be not your maider. 

I mud breake manners gentlemen, fare you well. 

Ma. S’foot you fhall not leave us. 

Bell. The gentleman likes not the tad of our 
company. 

Ofm. Befeech you day. 

Hip. Trud me my affaires becken for me, pardon me. 

Ma. Will you call for me halfe an houre hence 
here? 

Hip. Perhaps I fhall. 

Mat. Perhaps 1 fah i I know you can fweare to me 
you wil. 

Hip. Since you will preffe me on my word, I will. 

Exit. 

Bell. What fullen picture is this fervant ? 

Mat. It’s Count Hypolifo, the brave Count. 

Fio. As gallant a fpirit, as any in Millan you fweet 
Jew. 

Flu. Oh he’s a mod effentiall gentleman, coz. 
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Cajl. Did you never heare of Count HipoUto 
acquaintance ? 

Bell Marie muffe a your Counts, and be no more 
life ill ’em. 

Ma, He’s fo malcontent ! firra Bcllafronfa^ & you 
be honeft gallants, let’s fup together, and have the 
Count with us : thou flialt fit at the upper end punck. 

Bell Punck, you fouc’d gurnet f 

Mat Kings truce : come, He bellow the fupper to 
have him but laugh, 

Cajl. He betraies his youth too grofly to that 
tyrant malancholy. 

Mai. All this is for a woman. 

Belt A woman ! fome whore ! what fweet Jewell ifl ? 

Fio. Wo’d die heard you. 

Flu. Troth fo wud I. 

Cajl. And I by heaven. 

Belt Nay good fervant, what woman ? 

Ma. Pah. 

Bell Prithee tell me ; a buffe and tell me : I 
warrant he’s an honefl fellow, if he take on thus for a 
wench : good rogue who ? 

Ma. By th’ Lord I will not, mufl not, faith mif- 
treffe : ifl a match firs ? this night, at TJi antilo^ : I, 
for there’s befl wine, and good boyes. 

O^mt. Ifs done at TH afiiilop. 

Bell. I cannot be there to night, 

Ma. Cannot ? by th’ Lord you lliall. 

Bell By the Lady I will not : diaall 1 

Flu. Why then put it off till Fryday ; wut come 
then coz ? 

Bell Well. Enter Eager. 

Ma. Tare the wafpifliefl Ape, Eager, put your 
miflrefle in minde to fup with us on Friday next : 
y’are befl come like a madwoman, without a band, in 
your waftcoat, and the linings of your kirtle outward, 
like every common hackney that fleales out at the 
back gate of her fweet knights lodging. 

Bell Go, go, hang your felfc, 

Ca/i. It’s dinner time Mathmo, dial’s hence f 
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Omn, Yes, yes, farewell wench. Exeufit 

Bell. Farewell boyes : Ro^er what mne fent they 
for? 

Ro. Baflard wine, for if it had beene truely be- 
gotten, it wud not habeenealham'd to come in, here’s 
vi.s. to pay for nurfing the baflard. 

Bell. A company of rookes ! O good fweet 
Roger., mn to the Poulters, and buy me fome fine 
larkes. 

Ro, No woodcocks ? 

Bell. Yes faith a couple, if they be not deere. 

Ro. He buy but one, ther’s one already here. 

Exit 

Enter Hipolito. 

Hip. Is the gentleman (my friend) departed mif- 
trefle ? 

Bell. His back is but new turn’d fir. 

Hip. Fare you well. 

Bell. I can dire6l you to him. 

Hip. Can you ? pray. 

Bell. If you pleafe flay, he’ll not be abfent long. 
Hip. I care not much. 

Bell. Pray fit forfooth. 

Hip. I ’me hot. 

If I may ufe your roome, He rather walke. 

Bell. At your bell pleafure whew-fome rubbers 
there. 

Hip. Indeed He none : — indeed I will not, thanks. 
Pretty-fine lodging. I perceive my firiend 
Is old in your acquaintance. 

Bell. Troth fir, he comes 
As other Gentlemen, to fpend fpare houres ; 

If your felfe like our roofe (fuch as it is) 

Your owne acquaintance may be as old as his. 

Hip. Say I did like \ what welcome fhould I find ? 
Bell. Such as my prefent fortunes can afford. 

Hip. But would you let me play Mathoeds part 
Bell. What part ? 


D 
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Hip. Why imbrace you : dally witli you, hiffe : 
Faith tell me, will you leave him and love me ? 

Bell. I am in bonds to no man fir. 

Hip. Why then, 

Y’are free for any man : if any me. 

But I mufl tell you Lady, were you mine, 

You fhould be all mine : 1 could brooke no fiiarers, 

I fliould be covetous, and fweep up all 
I fliould be pleafures ufurer : ’faith I dioukl 
Bell. 0 fate ! 

Hip. Why figh you Lady ? may I know ? 

Bell. T’has never bin my fortune yet to fingle 
Out that one man, whofe love could fellow mine. 

As I have ever wiflit it : 0 my Stars ! 

Had I but met with one kind* gentleman, 

That would have purchas’d fin alone, to himfelfe, 

For his owne private ufe, although fcarec proper ; 
Indifferent handfome : meetly leg d and thycd : 

And my allowance reafonable-y faith. 

According to my body-by my troth, 

I would have beene as tme unto his pleafures, 

Yea, and as loyal! to his afternooncs, 

As ever a poore gentlewoman could be. 

Hip. This were well now to one but newly fledg’d, 
And fcarce a day old in this fubtle world : 

’Twere prettie Art, good birddime, cunning net, 

But come, come, ’faith-confeffe : how many men 
Have drunke this felfe-fame proteflation, 

From that red ticing lip ? 

Bell. Indeed not any. 

Hip. Indeed ? and blufli not ! 

Bell. No, in truth not any. 

Hip. Indeed 1 intruth ! — how warily you fweare. 
’Tis well : if ill it be not : yet had 1 
The ruffian in me, and were drawne before you 
But in light collors, I do know indeed, 

You could not fweare indeed, But thunder oathes 
That fhould fliake heaven, drowne the harmonious 
fpheres, 

I And pierce a foule (that lov’d her Makers honour) 
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With horror and amazement 
Bell. Shall I fweare ? 

Will you beleeve me then % 

Hip. Worfl then of all, 

Our fins by cuHome, feeme (at lafl) but fmalL 
Were 1 but o’re your threfhold, a next man, 

And after him a next, and then a fourth, 

Should have this golden hook, and lafcivious baite, 
Throwne out to the full length, why let me tell you : 

I ha feene letters fent from that white hand, 

Tuning fuch muficke to MatJieos eare. 

Bell. MathcEo 1 that’s true, but beleeve it, I 
No fooner had laid hold upon your prefence, 

But flraight mine eie conveid you to my heart 

Hip. Oh, you cannot faine with me, why, I know Lady, 
This is the common paffion of you all, 

To hooke in a kind gentleman, and then 
Abufe his coine, conveying it to your lover, 

And in the end you fhew him a french trick, 

And fo you leave him, that a coach may run 
Betweene his legs for bredth. 

Bell. O by my foule ! 

Not I : therein ile prove an honefl whore, 

In being true to one, and to no more. 

Hip. If any be difpos’d to trufl your oath, 

Let him : lie not be he, I know you feigne 
Ail that you fpeake, I : for a mingled harlot, 

Is true in nothing but in being falfe. 

What I ihali I teach you how to loath your felfe ? 

And mildly too : not without fenfe or reafon. 

BelL I am content, I would faine loath my felfe 
If you not love me. 

Hip. Then if your gracious bloud be not ail walled, 
I fhall aflay to do’t. 

Lend me your filence, and attention, — You have no 
foule, 

That makes you weigh fo light : heavens treafure 
bought it : 

And halfe a crowne hath fold it : — for your body 

B 2 
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Is like the common-Hiore, that flill receives 
All the townes hlth. The fm of many men 
Is within you, and thus much I fup])orCj 
That if all your committers flood in ranke, 

Theykl make a lane, (in which your ihame miglit dwell) 
And with their fpaces reach from hence to hell 
May, fhall I urge it more, there has beene knowne 
As many by one harlot, maynfd and difmembreci, 

As would ha fluft an Flofpitall : thisT might 
Apply to you, and perhaps do you right : 

0 y’are as bafe as any bead that beares, 

Your body is eehie hir’d, and fo are theirs. 

For gold and fparkling jewels, (if he can) 

You’l let a Jew get you with Chri Ilian : 

Be he a Moore, a Tartar, tlio his face 
Looke uglier then a dead mans skull 
Could the devill put on a humane fliape, 

If his purfe lhake out crownes, up then he gets, 
Whores will be rid to hell with golden ])its. 

So that y’are crueller then 'Furkes, for they 
Sell Chriflians only, you fell your felves away. 

Why thofe that love you, hate you : and will terme you 
Lickerifh damnation \ wifli themfelves halfe funkc 
After the fm is laid out, and ee’ne curfe 
Their fmitleffe riot (for what one begets 
Another poifons) lufl and murder hit, 

A tree being often fhooke, what fruit can knit? 

BelL O me unha})py 1 

I can vex you more ; 

I A harlot is like Dim/cirh, trae to none, 

Swallows both Englidi, Spaniflu, fulfome Dutch, 
Back-doord Italian, lafl of all die French, 

And he flicks to you ’faith : gives you your diet, 

Brings you acquainted, fir ft with monfier Dodlor 
And then you know what follows. 
jBe/l. Mifery. 

Ranke, {linking, and mod loaihfome mifery. 

Me thinks a toad is happier then a whore, 
That with one poifon fwels, with thoufands more 
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The other flocks her veines : harlot, fie, fie, 

You are the miferableft creatures breathing, 

The very flaves of nature : marke me eife, 

You put on rich attires, others eyes weare them, 

You eat, but to fupply your blood with fin : 

And this flrange curfe ee’ne haunts you to >ourgraues. 
From fooles you get, and fpend it upon flaves : 

Like Beares and Apes, y’are baited and fhew tricks 
For money ; but your Bawd the fweetneffe licks. 
Indeed you are their Journey- women, and do 
All bafe and damn’d workes they lifl fet you to : 

So that you ne’re are rich ; for do but fhew me, 

In prefent memory, or in ages paft, 

The fairefl and mofl famous Courtezan, 

Whofe fiefh was dear’ll : that rais'd the price of fin, 
And held it up \ to whofe intemperate bofome, 
Princes, Earles, Lords, the worfl has bin a Knight, 
The mean’ll a Gentleman, have offred up 
Whole Hecatombs of lighs, and rain’d in fhowres 
Handfuls of gold, yet for all this, at lafl 
Difeafes fuck't her marrow, then grew fo poore, 

That fhe has beg’d ee’ne at a beggars doore. 

And (wherein heav’n has a finger) when this Idoll, 
From coafl to coafl, has leapt on forraine fhores, 

And had more worfhip, then the outlandifh whores : 
When feverall Nations have gone over her, 

W'hen for each feverall City fhe has feene, 

Her maidenhead has bin new, and bin fold deare : 
Did live well there, and might have dy d unknowne, 
And undefam’d ; backe comes fhe to her owne, 

And there both miferably lives and dies, 

Scorn’d even of thofe that once ador’d her eyes, 
x\s if her fatall-circled life thus ran, 

Her pride fhould end there, where it firfl began. 

W'hat do you weepe to heare your flory read % 

Nay, if you fpoile your cheeks, He read no more. 

Bell. O yes, I pray proceed : 

Indeed, ’twill do me good to weep indeed 

Hip. To gives thofe teares a relifh, this I adde, 
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Y’are like the ymtes, fcattefd, in no place certain, 
Your dayes are tedious, your houres biirdenfome : 

And wer’t not for full flippers, midnight Revels, 
Dancing, wine, riotous meetings, which do drowne, 
And bury quite in you all vertuous thoughts, 

And on your eyc-hds hang fo heavily, 

They have no power to looke fo high as heaven, 
You’de fit and mufe on nothing but defpaire, 

Curfe that devill that fo burnes up your blood, 
And in ten thoufand llhvers breake your giaffe 
For his temptation. Say you tafle delight, 

To have a golden Gull from Rize to Set, 

To meat you in his hot luxurious armes, 

Yet your nights pay for all : I know you dream e 
Of Warrants, Whips, and Beadles, and then flart 
At a dores windy creake : think every Weezlc 
To be a Conflable, and every Rat 
A long taild Officer : Are you now not Haves 1 
Oh you have damnation without pleafurc for it ! 

Such is the Hate of Harlots ; To conclude, 

When you are old, and can well paint no more, 

You turne Bawd, and are then worfe then before : 
Make ufe of this : farewell 
Bell Oh, I pray flay. 

Hip. I fee Matheo comes not: time hath bard 
me, 

Would all the Harlots in the towne had heard me. 

Exit, 

Bell Stay yet a little longer, no : quite gone 1 
Curfl be that minute (for it was no more, 

So foone a maid is chang’d into a whore) 

Wherein I hrfl fell be it for ever blacke. 

Yet why fhould fweet Hipoliio Hum mine eyes ; 

For whofe true love I would become purc-honefl, 

Hate the worlds mixtures, and the fmiles of gold % 

Ani I not faire ? why fliould he Hie me then ? 

Faire creatures are defir’d, not fconVd of men. 

How many Gallants have clrunke healths to me, 

Out of their dagger'd armes, and thought them bleft, 
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Enjoying but mine eyes at prodigall feails ! 

And does Hipolito detefl my love ? 

Ohj fure their lieecllefie lufis but dattred me, 

I am not pleafmg, beautifull nor young. 

Hipolito hath fpied fome ugly blemifh, 

Eclipfmg all my beauties ; I am foule : 

Harlot 1 I, that’s the fpot that taints my foule : 

His weapon left heere % O fit inflrament^ 

To let forth all the poifon of my fiefh 1 
Thy Mafler hates me, caufe my blood hath rang’d : 
But when ’tis forth, then he’ll beleeve Fme chang’d. 
Hip. Mad woman, what art doing % Enter Hip. 
Bell. Either love me, 

Or cleaue my bofome on thy Rapiers point 
Yet doe not neither; for thou then deflroi’il 
That which 1 love thee for (thy vertues) here, here 
Th’art crueller, and kill! me with difdaine : 

To die fo, flieds no blood, yet ’tis worfe paine. Exit 
Not fpeak to me i not looke 1 not bid farewell Hip. 
Hated 1 this mud not be, fome meanes He try. 

Would all Whores were as honed now, as I. Exeunt. 

SC ENA VIL 

Enter Cafidido^ his mi/e, George, afid two prentifes in 
the /hop : Fiijligo e7iters, walkmg by. 

Geor. See Gentlemen, what you lack ? a fine Hol- 
land, a fine Cambrick, fee what you buy. 

i.Pren. Holland for fiiirts, Cambrick for bands, 
what id you lack % 

Fuji. Sfoot, I lack ’em all, nay more, I lack monie 
to buie ’em : let me fee, let me looke againe : maffe 
this is the fhop ; What Coz 1 fweet Coz I how dod 

1 What ! has he left his weapon here behind him. 

And gone forgetfull? O fit inftrument. — 1604. 

2 Or fpht my heart upon thy Rapiers point. — 1604. 

3 Not fpeake to me ! not bid farewell? a fcorae ! — 1604. 
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i’faith, fmce lafl night after candlelight ? we had 
good fport i’faith, had \vc not % and when fliaFs laugh 
agen 1 

Wife. When yon will, Cozen. 

JBuJl. Spoke like a kind Lacedemonian : I fee 
yonders thy husband. 

Wife. I, there’s the fweet youth, God bleffe him. 

Fufi. And how ifl Cozen ? and how, how ift thou 
fquall ? 

Wife. Well, Cozen, how fare you 

Fuji. How fare 11 troth for fixpence a meale, 
wench, as well as heart can wifli, with Calves chal- 
drons, and chitterlings, befides, I have a Piinck after 
fupper, as good as a rolled Apple. 

Cand. Are you my wives Cozen 1 

Fiji. I am fir, what hafl thou to do with that 1 

Ciuid. 0, nothing but y are welcome. 

Fiji. The Divels dung in thy teeth : He be wel- 
come whether thou wilt or no, I : What ring’s this 
Coz 1 very pretty & fantallicail i’faith, lets fee it. 

Wfe. Puh 1 nay you wrench my finger. 

Fuji. I ha fwome He ha’t, and I hojie you will 
not let my oathes be crackt in the ring, will you 1 I 
hope fir, you are not malicolly at this for all your 
great lookes : are you angry 1 

Cand. Angry % not I fir, nay if flie can part 
So eafily with her ring, ’tis with my heart. 

Gear. Suffer this, fir, and fiiffer all, a whorfon Gull, 
to— 

Ca7id. Peace George^ when fhe has reapt what I 
have fowne, 

She’ll fay, one graine tafles better of her owne, 

Then whole fheaves gather’d from anothers land : 
Wit’s never good, till bought at a deare hand. 

Gecrge. But in the meane time flie makes an Affe 
of feme body. 

2 . Fren. See, fee, fee^ fir, as you turne your back, 
they do nothing but kiffe. 

Cand. No matter, let ’em ; when I touch her lip, 
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I iliall not feele his kiffes, no nor miffe 
Any of her lip : no harme in kifling is. 

Looke to your bufineffe, pray, make up your wares. 

Fuji. Troth Coz, and wel remembred, I would thou 
wouldft give me live yards of Lawne, to make my Punck 
fome falling bands a the fafhion, three falling one upon 
another : for that’s the new edition now : fhe’s out of 
linnen horribly too, troth the’ as never a good fmock 
to her back neither, but one that has a great many 
patches in’t, and that I’me fain to weare my felfe for 
want of fhift too : prithee put me into wholefome 
naperie, and beflow fome clean commodities upon us. 

Wife. Reach me thofe Cambricks, and the Lawnes 
hither. 

Can. What to do, wife % to lavifh out my goods 
upon a foole ? 

Fuji. Foole ! Sneales eate the foole, or lie fo bat- 
ter your crowne, that it lhall fcarce go for five fhil- 
lings. 

2. Pre7i. Do you heare fiir ? y’are beft be quiet, and 
fay a foole tels you fo. 

Fuji. Nailes, I think fo, for thou telfl me. 

Ca 7 id, Are you angry fir, becaufe I nam’d the 
foole ? 

Truft me, you are not wife, in mine owne houfe, 

And to my face to play the An tick thus : 

If youll needs play the madman, choofe a flage 
Of leffer compaffe, where few eyes may note 
Your adlions errour : but if flill you miffe, 

As here you do, for one clap, ten will hiffe. 

Fuji. Zwoundes Cozen, he talkes to me, as if I 
were a fcuruy Tragedian. 

2. Frefi. Sirra George, I ha thought upon a device, 
how to breake his pate, beat him foundly, and fhip 
him aw^ay. 

Geor. Doo’t. 

2. Pm/. He go in, paffe through the houfe, give 
fome of our fellow Prentices the watch-word when 
they fhall enter, then come and fetch my mafler in 
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by a wile, and place one in the hall to hold him in 
conference, whilft we cudgell the Gull out of his cox- 
combe. 

Gcor, Doo’t : away, doo’t. 

Wife. Mufl I call twice for thefe cambricks and 
lawnes ? 

Cand. Nay fee, you anger her, Gciirge prithee dif- 
patch. 

2 . Pren, Two of the choicefl peeces are in the 
warehoufe, fir. 

Cand. Go fetch them prefently. Exit i Fniitife- 

Fuji, I, do, make hafle, firra. 

Car. Why were you fuch a flranger all this while, 
being my wives cozen ? 

Fiifl, Stranger? no fir, line a iiaturall Milaner 
borne. 

Can, I perceive flill it is your natural guife to mif- 
take me, but you are welcome fir, I much wifli your 
acquaintance. 

Fuji, My acquaintance 1 1 fcornc tliat i’ faith ; I 
hope my acquaintance goes in chaines of gold three 
and fifty times double : you know who 1 meane, Coz, 
the polls of his gate are a painting too. 

Enter the 2 . P rent if e, 

2 . Pren, Signior Pandtdfo the Marchant, dcfires 
conference with you. 

Can. Signior Pandulfo ? He be with him flraight, 
Attend your miflris and the Gentleman. Exit, 

Wife, When do you fliew thofe peeces ? 

Fuji. T, when do you fliew thofe peeces ? 

Omn. Prefently fir, prefently, we are but charging 
them. 

Fuji, Come firra: you Flat-cap, where be thefe 
whites ? 

Geor, Flat-cap : harke in your care fir, y’are a flat 
foole, an Affe, a Gull, and lie thrum you : do you fee 
this cambrick fir ? 

Fuji, Sfoot Cuz, a good jefl, did you heare him ? 
he told me in my earc, I was a flat Foolc, an A fie, 
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a Gull, and lie thrum you : do you fee this Cambrick 
fir ? 

Wife. AYhat, not my men, I hope % 

FjJI. Xo. no: your men. but one cf your men 
ifaith. 

1. P 7 \ I pray fir, come hitlier, what fay you to 
this % here’s an trxcchi^ni ^rood one. 

Fiifi. I many-, this likes me vrell. cu: me c:Y fome 
halfe fcore yards. 

2. Frai. Let your whores cut. y’are an impudent 
coxcombe, you get none, and yet He thrum you, — A 
very good Caanbrick fir. 

Fuji. Agen, agen. as God judge me : Sfoot Cuz, 
they Hand thrumming here with me all day, and yet I 
get nothing. 

2. Pren A word I pray fir. you muft not be angr}', 
Prentifes have hot bloods, young fellowes, — What fay 
you to this peece ? Looke you, tis fo delicate, fo foft, 
fo even, fo Ane a thrid, that a Lady may weare it. 

Fuji. Sfoot I think fo, if a Knight marry my 
Punch, a Lady fliall weare it : cut me off 20 yards : 
th’art an honeil lad. 

1. Pf'en. Not without monie, gull, and He thrum 
you too. 

Or, in. Gull, we’li thrum you. 

Fuft. O Lord Hller, did you not lieare fomething 
crie thump] zounds your men here make a plaine 
Affe of me. 

Wfe. What, to my face fo impudent ? 

Geo 7 'g. I, in a caufe fo honeil, we’ll not fuffer 
Our Maiflers goods to vaniHi mony leffe. 

Wife. You will not fuifer them. 

2. F^'cyi. NOj and you may blufn, 

In going about to vex fo mild a bread, 

As is our IM aiders. 

Wfe. Take aww thofe pieces. 

Cozen, I give them freely. 

F//F Mafle, and He take ’em as freely. 

Onin. Well make you lay ’em dowme againe more 
freely. 
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Wife. Help, help, my brother wil be murdered. 

Enter Cam.. 

Can. How now, what coile is here ? forbeare, I 
fay. 

Geor. He cals us Flatcaps, and abufes us. 

Cand. Why, firs? do fuch examples flow from 
me ? 

Wife. They are of your keeping fir, alas poore 
brother. 

Fuji. I faith they ha peppercl me, filler : look, 
dofL not fpin ? call you thefe Prentifes ? He nere play 
at cards more when clubs is trump : I have a goodly 
coxcomb, filler, have I not ? 

Cand. Sifter and brother, brother to my wife. 

Fuji. If you have any skill in Heraldry, you may 
foon know that, break but her pate, anti you lhall fee 
her blood and mine is all one. 

Cand. A Surgeon, run, a Surgeon : Why then wore 
you that forged name of Cozen ^ 

Fuji. Becaufe it’s a common thing to call Coz, and 
Ningle now adayes all the world over. 

Cand. Cozen ! A name of much deceit, folly, and 
fin, 

For under that common abufed word, 

Many an honeft terapred Citizen 
Is made a monfter, and his wife train’d out 
To foule adulterous atflion, full of fraud. 

I may well call that word, A Cities Bawd. 

Fzi/i. Troth brother, my fifter would needs ha 
me take upon me to gull your patience a little : but it 
has made double Guiles on my coxcomb. 

Wife. '\¥hat, playing the woman? blabbing now 
you foole ? 

Cand. O my wife did but exercife a jefl upon your 
wit. 

Fuji. Sfoot, my wit bleeds for’t, me thinks. 

Cand. Then let this warning more of fence 
afford, 

The name of Cozen is a bioudy word, 

Fuji. He nere call Coz againe whilft I live, to 
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have fuch a coyle about it : this ihould be a Corona- 
tion day ; for my head runs Claret luftily. 

Exit, Enter a?i Officer. 
Cand. Go wifh the Surgeon to have great refpect. 
How now, my friend, what, do they fit to day ? 

Offi. Yes fir, they expedl you at the Senate- 
houfe. 

Can. I thanke your paines, He not be lafl man 
there. Exit Offl. 

My gowne, George, go, my gowne. A happy land, 
Where grave men meet each caufe to underlland, 
Whofe confciences are not cut out in bribes. 

To gull the poore mans right : but in even fcales, 
Peize rich and poore, without corruptions veyles. 
Come, where’s the gorae ? 

Geor. I cannot find the key fir. 

Cand. Requefl it of your Miflreffe. 

IVffie. Come not to me for any key. 

He not be troubled to deliver it 

Cand. Good mfe, kind wife, it is a needfull 
trouble, but for my goTOe. 

Wffie. Mothes fwallow downe your gowne : 

You fet my teeth on edge with talking on’t 

Cand. Nay prithee, fweet, I cannot meet without 
it, 

I fhould have a great fine fet on my head, 

JVi/e. Set on your coxcomb : tufh, fine me no 
fines. 

Cand. Beleeve me (fweet) none greets the Senate- 
houfe. 

Without his robe of reverence, that’s his Gowme. 

Wife. Well then y’are like to croffe that cufiome 
once, 

You get nor key, nor gowne, and fo depart : 

This trick will vex him fure, and fret his heart. 

Exit. 

Cand. Stay, let me fee, I mufl have fome deuice, 
My cloake’s too ihort : fye, fye, no cloke will do’t : 

It mufl be fomeihing fafliioned like a gowne, 



46 The Honejl Whore. 

With my armes out : oh George^ come hither George : 

I prithee lend me thine advice. 

Geor. Troth fir, were it any but you, they would 
breake open chefl. 

Can. O no, break open chefl ! that’s a theeves 
office : 

Therein you counfell me againft my bloud : 

’Twould (hew impatience that, any meeke meanes 
I would be glad to embrace. Maffe, I have got it : 
Go, flep up, fetch me downe one of the Carpets, 

The faddefl colour’d Carpet, honefl George, 

Cut thou a hole i’th’middle for my necke, 

Two for mine armes, nay prithee look not flrange. 

Geo. I hope you do not thinke fir, as you meane. 
Cand Prithee about it quickly, the houre chides 
me : 

Warily George, foftly, take heed of eyes, George. 

Out of two evils hee’s accounted wife, 

That can pick out the leaft ; the Fine imi)os’d 
For an un-gowned Senator, is about 
Forty Cruzadoes, the Carpet not ’bove foure. 

Thus have I chofen the leffer evill yet, 

Preferv’d my patience, foyl’d her defperate wit. 

Geo. Here, fir, here’s the Carpet. Enter George. 
Cand. O well done, George, wee’l cut it jull i’ th’ 
midH : 

Tis very well I thank thee, helpe it on. 

Geo?^. It mull come over your head, fir, like a 
wenches peticoat. 

Cand. Th’art in the right, good George, it muft 
indeed. 

Fetch me a night-cap : for He gird it clofc, 

As if my health were queazy ; ’twill ffiew well 
For a rude careleffe night-gowne, wil’t not think’ll ? 

Geor. Indifferent well, fir, for a night-gowne, being 
girt and pleated. 

Cand. I, and a night-cap on my head. 

Ge. That’s true fir, He run and fetch one, and a 
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Can, For thus they cannot chufe but confter it, 
One that is out of health, takes no delight, 

Weares his apparrell without appetite, 

And puts on heedlefle raiment without forme. 

Enter Geo. 

So, fo, kind George^ be fecret now : and prithee do 
not laugh at me till I’ me out of fight. 

Geo. I laugh 1 not I fir. 

Cand. Now to the Senate-houfe : 

Methinkes, Ide rather weare, without a frowne, 

A patient Carpet, then an angry Gowne. Exit. 

Geo. Now, looks my M. jull like one of our carpet 
knights, only he’s fomewhal the honeher of the two. 

Eriter Candidoes 'wife. 
Wife. What, is your Maifler gone ? 

Geo. Yes forfooth, his backe is but new turn’d. 
Wife. And in his cloake ? did he not vex and 
fweare ? 

Geor. No, but heed make you fweare anon : no, 
indeed, he went away like a lambe. 

Wife. Key finke to hell ; dill patient, patient dill 1 
I am with child to vex him : prithee George^ 

If e’re thou look’d for favour at my hands, 

Uphold one jed for me. 

Geo. Againd my mader ? 

Wi. Tis a meere jed in fayth : fay wilt thou doo*t ? 
Ge. IVell, what id ? 

Wife. Here, take this key, thou know’d where all 
things lie. 

Put on thy Mader s bed apparell, Gowne, 

Chain e, Cap, Ruffe, every thing, be like himfelfe, 

And ’gaind his comming home, walke in the Ihop, 
Fayne the fame carriage, and his patient looke, 

Twill breed but a jed thou know’d, fpeake, wilt thou? 
Geo. Twill wrong my maders patience. 

Wife. Prythee George. 

Geor. AVeil, if you’l fave me harmleffe, and put me 
under covert bariie, I am content to pieafe you, pro* 
vided it may breed no wrong againd him. 
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Wife. No wrong at all : here take the Key, be 
gone : 

If any vex him, this : if not this, none. Exmmt, 

SC ENA VIIL 
Enter a Bawd and Roger ^ 

Bawd. 0 Roger ^ Roger., where’s your miflris, 
where’s your miflris ? there’s the finefl, neatefl Gentle- 
man at my houfe, but newly come over : Oh where is 
fhe, where is fhe, where is Ihe ? 

Rog. My miftris is abroad, but not amongfl ’em : 
my miflris is not the whore now that you take her 
for. 

Bawd. How 1 is fhe not a whore ? do you go 
about to take away her good name, Roger f you are a 
fine Pandar indeed. 

Rog. I tell you, Madona Fitigerdockc^ I am not fad 
for nothing, I ha not eaten one good meale this three 
and thirty dayes : I had wont to get fixteene pence by 
fetching a pottle of Hypocras : but now thofe dayes 
are pafl. We had as good doings, Madona Finger- 
locke., file within dores, and I without, as any poore 
yong couple in Millan. 

Bawd. Gods my life, and is fhe chang’d now ^ 

Rog. I ha loft by her fqueamiflineffe, more then 
would have builded twelve bawdy houfes, 

Baw. And had fhe no time to turn honefl but 
now ? what a vile woman is this 1 twenty pound a 
night, lie be fworne, Roger., in good gold and no fiiver : 
why here was a time, if file fiiould ha pickt out a 
time, it could not be better! gold enough flirring; 
choice of men, choice of haire, choice of beards, 
choice of legs, and choice of every, every, every 
thing : it cannot fmk into my head, that fhe fhould 
be fuch an Affe. Roger., I never beleeve it. 

Rog. Here fhe comes now. Enter Bellafrojite, 

Baw. 0 fweet Madona^ on with your loofe gownc, 



The Hoiteji Whore. 49 

your felt and your fether*, there’s the fweetefl, pro- 
prefl, gailantefl Gentleman at my houfe, he fmells all 
of Muske and Amber greece, his pocket full of 
erodes, flame-coloured doublet, red fatin hofe, Car- 
nation fiik flockings, and a leg and a body, oh ! 

Hence, thou our fexes monfler, poyfonous 
Bawd, 

Lufls Factor, and damnations Orator, 

Goffip of hell : were all the Harlots linnes 
"Which the whole world containes, nurabred together, 
Thine farre exceeds them all : of ail the creatures 
That ever were created, thou art bafell. 

What ferpent would beguile thee of thy office ? 

It is deteflabie : for thou liv’fl 

Upon the dregs of Harlots, guard’ft the dore, 

Whilfl couples goe to dauncing : O courfe devil! ! 
Thou art the baftards curfe, thou bran dll his birth, 
The lechers French difeafe ; for thou diy-fuckH him : 
The Harlots poyfon, and thine owne confufion. 

Mary come up with a pox, have you no 
body to raile againfl, but your Bawd now ? 

■Be/A And you, knave Pandar, kinfman to a Bawd. 

You and I Madma, are Cozens. 

Bell. Of the fame blood and making, neere allied, 
Thou, that Gave to fixpence, bafe mettal’d villaine. 

Bog. Sixpence f nay that’s not fo ; I never tooke 
under two fliiiiings foure-pence, I hope I knowmy fee. 

Bell. I know not againfl which mofl to inveigh : 
For both of you are damn’d fo equally. 

Thou neuer fpar’fl for oathes, fwear’fl any thing, 

As if thy foule were made of fhoe-leather* 

(rod dam me^ Gentlemen, if Jlie he within, 

When in the next roome fhe’s found dallying. 

Bog. If it be my vocation to fweare, every man 
in his vocation : I hope my betters fwear and dam 
themfelves, and why fliould not I ? 

Bell. Boger, you cheat kind Gentlemen. 

Bog. The more guiles they. 

Bell. Slave, I cafheer thee. 
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Baw, And you doe cadieer him, he iliall be en- 
tertain’d. 

Bog. Shall I ? then blurt a your fervice. 

BdL As hell would have it, entertain’d by you ! 

I dare the divell himfelfe to match thofe two. Exit 

Baw. Mary gup, are you growne fo holy, fo pure, 
fo honell with a pox ? 

Bog. Scurvie honed Punch 1 but day Madona^ how 
mud our agreement be now ? for you know I am to 
have all the commings in at the hall dore, and you at 
the chamber dore. 

Ba. True Bog. except my vailes. 

Bog. Vailes, what vailes % 

Ba. Why as thus, if a couple come in a Coach, 
and light to lie downe a little, then Boger that’s my 
fee, and you may walk abroad ,* for the Coach-man 
himfelfe is their Pandar. 

Bo. Is a fo ? in truth I have almod forgot, for want 
of exercife : But how if I fetch this Citizens wife to 
that Gull, and that Madona to that Gallant, how then ? 

Ba. Why then, Bogcr^ you are to have fixpence a 
lane, fo many lanes, fo many fixpences. 

Bo. Id fo ? then I fee we two diall agree and live 
together, 

Ba. I Boger ^ fo long as there be any Tavernes and 
bawdy houfes in Millain. Exeunt 


SCENA IX. 

E7iter Bellafronte with Bute, Fen^ inke^ and paper 
heing placed before her. 

Song. 

T He Courtiers flattering Jewels, 
{Te^npiations oncly fuels) 

The Lawyers ill-got monks, 

That fuck up poore Bees Monyes : 

The Citlmis founds ryot, 

The gallant codly dyet : 
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Silks arid Velvets^ Pearks a?id Ambers^ 

Shall 7iot draw 7ne to their Chambers. 

Silks md Velvets, ere, Shee TOtes. 

Oh ’tis in value to write : it wil not pleafe, 

Inke on this paper would ha but prefented 
The foule blacke fpots that flick upon my foule, 

And rather make rne loathfomer, then wrought 
hly loves imprefiion in Hipolitoes thought. 

Xo, I mull turne the chafle leaves of my brefl. 

And pick out fome fweet means to breed my reft. 

Hipolito, beleeve me I vill be 

As true unto thy heart, as thy heart to thee, 

And hate all men, their gifts and company. 

Enter Matheso, Cajlriichio, Fluello, Pioraiio. 

Plat You, goody Puncke, fubaudi Cockatrice, O 
yare a fweet whore of your promife, are you not 
think you ? how well you came to fupper to us lafl 
night ; mew, a whore and breake her word 1 nay you 
may blufh, and hold downe your head at it well 
enough : Sfoot, aske thefe Gallants if we flaid not till 
we were as hungry as Sergeants. 

Nil. I, and their Yeomen too. 

Cajlr. Nay faith Acquaintance, let me tell you, you 
forgat your felfe too much : we had excellent cheere, 
rare vintage, and were drunke after fupper. 

Pior, And when w’ee were in our Woodcocks 
(fweete Rogue) a brace of Guiles, dwelling here in 
the City, came in, and paid all the fliot 

Pfat Pox on her, let her alone. 

Bell. O, I pray doe, if you be Gentlemen : 

I pray depart the houfe : befhrew the doore 
For being fo eafily intreated : faith, 

I lent but little eare unto your talke, 

My minde was bufied otherwife in troth, 

And fo your words did unregarded paffe : 

Let this fuffice, I am not as I was. 


E 2 
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Flu. I am not what I was ! no He be fworne thou 
art not : for thou wert honell at five, and now tlf art 
a Puncke at fifteene : thou wert yeflerday a fimple 
whore, and now th’art a cunning Conny-catching 
baggage to day. 

Bell rie fay line woifie, I pray forfake me 
then, 

I doe defire you leave me, Gentlemen. 

And leave your felves : O be not what you are, 
(Spend-thrifts of foule and body) 

Let me perfwade you to forfake all Harlots, 

Worfe then the deadliefl poyfons, they are worfe : 

For o’re their foules hangs an eternall curfe, 

In being flaves to flaves, their labours perifli, 

Th’are feldome blefl with fruit ; for ere it blofibms, 
Many a worme confounds it. 

They have no iffue but foule ugly ones, 

That run along with them, e’ne to their graves : 

For {lead of children, they breed ranke difeafes, 

And all you Gallants can beflow on them, 

Is that French Infant, which neh adls, but fpeakes : 
What {liallow fonne and heire then, foolifli gallant, 
Would wafle all his inheritance, to purchafe 
A filthy loath’d difeafe ^ and pawne his body 
To a dry evill : that ufurie’s worfL of all, 

When th’Intreil will eate out the PrincipalL 

Mat Sfoot, file guiles em the beft : this is alwaies 
her fafhion, when fhe would be rid of any company 
that fliee cares not for, to enjoy mine alone. 

Flu. Whats heere ? Inflrudlions, Admonitions, and 
Caveats % Come out, you fcabbard of Vengeance. 

Mat Fliiello^ fpurne your hounds when they foifle, 
you fhal not fpurne my Puncke, I can tell you my 
blood is vext. 

Fhi. Pox a your blood : make it a quarrell. 

Mat Y’are a flave, will that ferve turne ? 

Omnes. Sblood, hold, hold. 

Cajl. Matlmo^ Fluello^ for fliame put up. 

Bell 0 how many thus 
Mov’d with a little foUy, have let out 
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Their foules in brothell houfes, fell downe and died 
Jufl at their harlots foot, as ’twere in pride. 

Flu, Mathm,^ we fhdl meet. 

Mat, I, I, any where, faving at Church : 

Pray take heede we meete not there. 

Mu, Adue Damnation. 

Cajir, Cockatrice, farewell. 

Pia, There’s more deceit in women, then in hell. 

Exeunt, 

Mat Ha, ha, thou doft gull em fo rarely, fo 
naturally : if I did not thinke thou hadil beene in 
earned : thou art a fweete Rogue for’t yfaith. 

Bell, Why are not you gone too, fignior Mathm ? 
I pray depart my houfe : you may beleeve me, 

In troth I have no part of harlot in me. 

Mat, How is this ? 

Bell, Indeed I love you not : but hate you worfe 
Then any man, becaufe you were the lird 
Gave money for my foule : you brake the Ice, 

Which after tumd a puddle ; I was led 
By your temptation to be miferable : 

I pray feeke out fome other that will fall, 

Or rather, I pray feeke out none at all. 

Mat, Is’t poffible to be impollible ! an honed 
whore I I have heard many honed Wenches turne 
Strumpets with a wet finger, but for a Harlot to turne 
honed, is one of Hercules Labours. It was more 
eafie for him in one night to make fifty queanes, then 
to make one of them honed againe in fifty yeares. 
Come, I hope thou dod but jed. 

Bell, Tis time to leave off jeding, I had almod 
Jeded away falvation : I dial! love you, 

If you will foone forfake me. 

Mat God be with thee. 

BeU, O tempt no more women : 

Shunne their weighty curfe, 

Women (at bed) are bad, make them not worfe 
You gladly feeke our Sexes overthrow : 

But not to raife our States for all your wTongs : 

Will you vouchfafe me but due recompence, 
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To marry with me ? 

Mat. How ! marry with a Puncke, a Cockatrice, a 
Harlot ? mary foh, He be burnt thorow the nofe firll. 

Belt \%y la ? thefe are your othes ; you love to 
undoe us, 

To put heaven from us, whilft our befl houres wafle : 
You love to make us lewd, but never challe. 

Mat, He heare no more of this : this ground upon, 
Th’art damn’d for altring thy religion. Exit 

Belt Thy Lull and Sinne fpeake fo much : 

Go thou my mine. 

The firfl fail my foule tooke ; by my example 
I hope few maidens now will put their heads 
Under mens girdles : who lead truds, is mod wife : 
Mens othes doe cad a mid before our eyes, 

My bed of wit, be ready, now I goe, 

By fome device to greet Hipolito, 

SCENA X. 

Enter a fervant fetiing out a Jahk^ on which he places 
a Sciilh a Bitimr, a Boohe, and a Taper. 

Ser, So, this is Monday morning, and now mud I 
to my hufwifry : would I had beene created a Shoo- 
maker, for ail the Gentle-craft are Gentlemen every 
Monday by their Coppie, and fcorne (then) to worke 
one true ditch. My raader means fure to turne me 
into a dudent, for heere’s my Booke, here my Deske, 
here my Light, this my clofe chamber, and hecre my 
Puncke : fo that this dull drowfie fird day of the weeke, 
makes me halfe a Pried, halfe a Chamidler, balfe a 
Painter, halfe a Sexton, I and halfe a Bawd : for all 
this day my office is to doe nothing but keepe the 
doore. To prove it, look you, this good face and 
yonder gentleman (fo foone as ever my backe is 
turnd) will be naught together. Enter HipoUto. 

Hip. Are all the windows fliut ? 

Scr. Clofe fir, as the fid of a Courtier that hath 
dood in three reignes. 
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Hip. Thou art a faithMl fervant, and obferv'il 
The Kalender, both of my foiemne vowes, 

And ceremonious forrow : Get thee gone, 

I charge thee on thy life, let not the found 
Of any womans voice pierce through that doore. 

Ser. If they doe (my Lord) He pierce fome of them ; 
What will your Lordfhip have to breakfafl I 

Hip. Sighs. 

Ser. What to dinner ? 

Hip. Teares. 

Ser. The one of them (my Lord) will fill you too full 
of wind, the other wet you too much. What to fupper ? 

Hip. That which now thou canfl not get me, the 
conflancy of a woman. 

Ser. Indeed thats harder to come by then ever 
was Oflend. 

Hip. Prethee away. 

Ser. He make away my felfe prefently, which few 
fervants will doe for their Lords ; but rather lielpe to 
make them away : Now to my doore-keeping, I hope 
to picke fomething out of it. Exit. 

Hip. My Infelices face, her brow, her eie, 

The dimple on her cheeke : and fuch fweet skill, 

Hath from the cunning workmans pencill flowne, 
Thefe lips looke frefh and lively as her o\me, 

Seeming to move and fpeake. Las ! now I fee, 

The reafon why fond women love to buy 
Adulterate complexion : here ’tis read, 

Falfe colours lafl after the true be dead. 

Of all the Rofes grafted on her cheekes, 

Of all the graces dancing in her eyes, 

Of all the Muficke fet upon her tongue, 

Of all that was paft womans excellence^ 

In her white bofome ; look 1 a painted boord, 
Circiimfcribes all : Earth can no bliffe affoord. 
Nothing of her but this ? this cannot fpeake, 

It has no lap for me to reft upon, 

No lip worth tafling : here the womies will feed, 

As in her coffin : hence then idle Art, 
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True love’s bell pi6lur’d in a true-loves heart. 

Here art thou clrawne Iweet maide, till this be deaclj, 
So that thou liv^ll twice, twice art buried. 

Thou figure of my friend, lie there. What’s here ? 
Perhaps this Ihrewd pate was mine enemies : 

Las ! fay it were : I need not feare him now : 

For all his braves, his contumelious breath, 

His frownes (tho dagger-pointed) all his plot, 

(Tho ne’re fo mifchievous) his Italian pilles, 

His quarrels, and (that common fence) his law, 

See, fee, they’re all eaten out \ here’s not left one : 
How cieane they’re pickt away 1 to the bare bone ! 
How mad are mortals then to reare great names 
On tops of fwelling houfes ? or to weare out 
Their fingers ends (in durt) to fcrape up gold ! 

Not caring fo (that fumpter-horfe) the backe 
Be bung with gawdy trappings, with what courfe 
Yea rags moll beggarly, they cloath the foule : 

Yet (after all) their Gay?ieffc lookes thus foule. 

What fooles are men to build a garilli tombe, 

Onely to fave the carcafe whilll it rots, 

To maintain’t long in llmking, make good carrion, 

But leave no good deeds to preferve them found, 

For good deeds keep men fweet, long above ground, 
And muH all come to this ; fooles, wife, all hither, 
Mull all heads thus at lall be laid together : 

Draw me my pidlure then, thou grave neate workeman, 
After this falhion, not like this ; thefe colours 
In time killing but aire, will be kifl off : 

But here’s a fellow j that which he layes on, 

Till doomes day, alters not complexion : 

Death’s the bell Painter then : They that draw lhapes, 
And live by wicked faces, are but Gods Apes. 

They come but neere the life, and there they Hay, 
This fellow drawes life too : his Art is fuller, 

The pidtures which he makes are without colour. 

E?it€r his fcrvant 

Ser. Here’s a perfon would fpeake with you Sir. 
Hah! 
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Ser. A Parfon, fir, would fpeake with you. 

Hip, Vicar ? 

Ser, Vicar ? no fir, has too good a face to be a 
Vicar yet, a youth, a very youth. 

Hip, What youth % of man or woman % locke the 
dores. 

Ser, If it be a woman, mary-bones and Potato pies 
keepe me for medling with her, for the thing has got 
the breeches, kis a male-varlet fure my Lord, for a 
womans tayler nehe meafufd him. 

Hip, Let him give thee his meffage and be gone. 
Ser, Hee fayes hee’s Signior Matheoes man, but I 
know he lies. 

Hip, How dofl thou know it % 

Ser, Caufe has nere a beard : ^tis his boy I thinke, 
fir, w^hofo-e’re paid for his nurfing. 

Hip, Send him and keepe the dore. Heads, 

Fata fi liceat mi/ti, 

Fingere arbitrio meo^ 

Te7?iperem Zephyro levi vela, 

Ide faile were I to choofe, not in the Ocean, 

Cedars are fhaken, w^hen fhrubs do feele no bruize. 

Efiter BeUafro?it like a Page, 

How ? from MaiJmo ? 

Bell. Yes my Lord. 

Hip, Art fick ? 

Bell, Not all in health my Lord. 

Hip. Keep off. 

Bell, I do : 

Hard fate when women are compeld to wooe. 

Hip, This paper does fpeake nothing. 

Bell. Yes my Lord, 

Matter of life it fpeakes, and therefore writ 
In hidden charadler, to me inflrudlion 
My Maiiler gives, and (ieffe you pleafe to flay 
Till you both meet) I can the text difplay. 

Hip. Do fo ; read out. 

Bell, I am already out : 
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Looke on my face, and read the flrangefl flory ! 

Hip. What villaine, ho ? Enter Ms fervant 

Ser. Call you my Lord ? 

Hip. Thou have, thou haft let in the devil. 

Scr. Lord bleffe us, where ? hee’s not cloven my 
Lord that I can fee : befides the divell goes more like 
a Gentleman than a Page, good my Lord Boon couragio. 

Hip. Thou hall let in a woman, in mans lliape. 
And thou art damned for’t 
Ser. Not damn’d I hope for putting in a woman 
to a Lord. 

Hip. Fetch me my rapier, — do not : I lliall kill thee. 
Purge this infedled chamber of that plague, 

That runnes upon me thus : Slave : thriifl her hence. 

Ser. Alas my Lord, I fliall never be able to thrufl 
her hence without helpe : come Mer-maid you muft to 
Sea agen. 

Bell. Here me but fpeake, my words fliall be all 
mufick : 

Heare me but fpeake. 

Hip. Another beates the dore, 

T’other Shee-devili, looke. 

Ser. Why then hell’s broke loofe. Exit. 

Hip. Hence, guard the chamber ; let no more 
come on, 

One woman ferves for man’s damnation. 

Belhrew thee, thou doll make me violate, 

The chaflell and mofl faneSlimonious vow, 

That e’re was entred in the court of heaven : 

‘ I was on meditations fpotlefle wings, 

Upon my journey thither ; like a llorme 
Thou beatft my ripened cogitations, 

Flat to the ground : and like a theefe doll Hand, 

To fleale devotion from the holy land. 

Bell. If woman were thy mother ; if thy heart, 

Be not all Marble (or ift Marble be) 

Let my teares foften it, to pittie me, 

I do befeech thee do not thus with fcorne, 

Deflroy a woman. 
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Hip, Woman I befeech thee. 

Get thee fome other fiiit^, this fits thee not : 

I would not grant it to a kneeling Queene, 

I cannot love thee, nor I muft not : See, 

The copy of that obligation, 

WTere my foule’s bound in heavie penalties. 

Bell, Shee’s dead you told me, fhe’le let fall her 
fuite. 

Hip, My vowes to her, fled after her to heaven, 
Were thine eyes cleare as mine, thou mightfl behold 
her, 

Watching upon yon battlements of Starres, 

How I obferve them : diould I breake my bond, 

This boord would rive in twaine, thefe wooden lippes 
Call me mofl perjur’d villaine, let it fufhce, 

I ha fet thee in the path ; ifl not a figne 
I love thee, when with one fo mofl mofl deare, 

He have thee fellowes 1 All are fellowes there. 

Bell. Be greater then a King, fave not a body, 

But from eternall fhipwracke keepe a foule, 

If not, and that againe, fmnes path I tread, 

The griefe be mine, the guilt fall on thy head. 

Hip, Stale and take Phifick for it, read this booke, 
Aske counfeii of this head what’s to be done, 

He’le flrike it dead that ’tis damnation, 

If you turne Turke againe, oh do it not, 

Tho heaven cannot allure you to doe well, 

From doing ill let hell fright you : and learne this, 
The foule whofe bofome Lufl did never touch, 

Is Gods faire Bride, and maidens foules are fuch : 

The foule that leaving Chaflities white fhore, 

Swims in hot fenfuall flreames, is the divels whore. 
How’ now^, who comes '? Enter his fervanf, 

Ser, No more knaves my Lord that^veare fmocks : 
heeres a letter from Dodlor BenediB : I w’ould not 
enter his man, tho he had haires at his mouth, for 
feare he fhould be a woman, for fome women have 
beards, mar}" they are halfe witches. Slid you are a 
fweet youth to weare a cod-peece, and have no pins 
to fticke upon it. 
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Hip, He meet the Do6lor, tell him, yet to night 
I cannot : but at morrow riling Siinne 
I will not faile : goe woman, fare thee well. Exeunt, 

BelL The lowell fall can be but into hell : 

It does not move him I muft therefore fly 
Prom this undoing Cittie, and with teares 
Walh off all anger from my fathers brow, 

He cannot fure but joy, feeing me new borne, 

A woman honell hrfl, and then turne whore, 

Is (as with me) common to thoufands more : 

But from a flrumpet to turne chaHe, that found 
Has oft beene heard, that woman hardly found. Exit 

II. SCE. Enter Eufiigo^ Crambo^ and PoU, 

Eli. Hold up your hands gentlemen, here's one, 
two, three : (nay I warrant they are found Piflols, and 
without flawes. I had them of my fifler (and I know 
Ihe ufes to put nothing that's crackt) foure, five, fixe, 
feaven, eight and nine, by this hand bring me but a 
peece of his blood, and you fliall have nine more : He 
lurke in a Taveme not farre off, and provide fupper to 
clofe up the end of the Tragedy : The Linnen-Drapers 
remember, Hand to't, I befeech you, and play your 
parts perfedlly. 

Cra, Looke you fignior, tis not your gold that wee 
weigh. 

Fuji, Nay, nay, weigh it and fpare not, if it lacke 
one graine of come. He give you a bufhell of wheate 
to make it up. 

Cram, But by your favour fignior, which of the 
fervants is it, becaufe well piinifli jufily. 

Fujli, Mary 'tis the head man, you fliall tall him 
by his tongue, a prettie tall prating fellow, with a Tufi 
calonian beard. 

Poll, Tufcalonian 1 very good. 

Fud, Gods life, I was neV fo thrumbed fmee I 
was a Gentleman : my coxcombe was dry beaten, as if 
my haire had beene hemp. 
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Cram, Well dry beate fome of them. 

Fufi. Nay, it grew fo high, that my filler cried out 
murder, very manfully : I have her content (in a 
manner) to have him pepperd : elfe lie not dool, to 
win more then ten cheaters do at a riding : breake but 
his pate, or fo, only his mazer, becaufe He have his 
head in a cloth as well as mine, he’s a Linnen Draper, 
and may take enough. I could enter mine Action of 
Batterie againd him, but we may perhaps be both 
dead and rotten before the Lawiers would end it. 

Cra?n, No more to doe, but infconce your felfe 
Ith Taverne, provide no great cheare, a couple of 
Capons, fome Fefants, Plovers, an Oringeado-pie, or 
fo *. but how bloodie foere the day be, faily you not 
forth. 

Fuji, No, no, nay if I dir, fome bodie fliall dinke ; 
He not budge : lie lie like a dog in a manger. 

Cram, Wei, wel, to the Taverne, let not our dip- 
per be raw, for you fhall have blood enough, your belly 
full. 

Fiji, Thats all, fo god fa me, I third after, blood 
for blood, bump for bump, nofe for nofe, head for 
head, plaider for plaider, and fo fare-well : what fhall 
I call your names becaufe He leave word, if any fuch 
come to the Barre ? 

Cram, My name is Corporall Crambo, 

Poh, And mine, Lieutenant Foh. Exeunt, 

Cram, Pali is as tali a man as ever opened Oif- 
ter : 

I would not be the Divell to meete Poh^ Farewell. 

Fuji. Nor I, by this light, if Poh be fuch a Poh, 

Exeunt, 

Enter Candidoes wife in her Shop, a7id the 
two Prentifes, 

Wife, Whats a clocke now 1 

2. Pren, Tis almod twelve. 

Wife, That’s well, 
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The Senate will leave wording prefently : 

But is George ready ? 

2. Preji, Yes forfooth, he’s furbuflit 
Wife, Now as you ever hope to win my favoiu’j 
Throw both your duties and refpedls on him, 

With the like awe as if he were your maifter, 

Let not your lookes betray it with a fmile, 

Or jeering glaunce to any cuilomer, 

Keepe a true fetled countenance ; and beware 
You laugh not whatfoe’r you heare or fee. 

2. Pren. I warrant you miflris, let us alone for 
keeping our countenance : for if I lift, thercs neuer a 
foole in all Milame lhal make me laugh, let him play 
the foole neuer fo like an affe, whether it be the fat 
Court foole, or the leane Citty foole. 

Wfe, Enough then, call downe George, 

2. Pren, I heare him comming. 


Enter George, 

Wfe. Be ready with your legs then, let me fee 
How courtfic would become him : gallantly ! 

Beflirew my blond, a proper feemely man, 

Of a choice carnage, walks with a good port. 

Geo, I thanke you Miflris, my back’s broad enough, 
now my Mailers gown’s on. 

Wfe, Sure, I fliould thinke twere the leafl of fm, 
To miflake the Mafler, and to let him in. 

Geo, Twere a good Comedy of Errors that ifaith* 
2. Pren. Whift, whifl, my Mailer. 

Enter Candido, and Exit frcfently. 

Wfe, You all know your tasks : Gods my life 1 
What’s that he has got on’s backe % who can tell ? 
Geo. That can I, but I will not. 

Wfe. Girt about him like a mad-man, 

What, has he lofl his cloake too ? 

This is the niaddefl fafliion that ere I faw. 

What faid he Gco 7 ge\M\^Xi he paffed by thee ? 
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Gcor. Troth ntiflr's noihing : not fo much as a Bee. 
he did not hum : not 10 much as a bawd, he did not 
hem : not fo much as a Cuckold, he did not ha : nei- 
ther hum, hem, nor ha, onely ihared me in the face, 
puiTed along, and made hade in, as if my lookes had 
’^^roiight with him, to give him a floole. 

WL Sure hee’s vext now, this trick has mov'd his 
fideene, 

Hee’s angerd now. becaufe he iittred nothing: 

And wordleffe wrath breakes out more violent 
hlay oe hee'l ftrit'c for place, when he comes Jowne : 
But If thou loved me Geor^t% aferd him none. 

Geo. Xay let me alone to play my maders prize, 
as long as my inlBris wairants me : I am fare I have 
his bell clothes on. and I fcorre to give place to any 
tlnit is iniericur in appardl to me, that's an Axiom e, a 
Piinciple, and is olrA-rv'd as much as the falhion ; let 
that ]^erf-vace ycu then, that He droulder with hinr for 
the upper hanc in the mop, as long as this chaine will 
inaintaine it. 

V/ife. Spoke with the fpirit of a Zviaifter, though 
with the tongue of a Prentife. 

Enter Candido like a Prentife. 

■V\'hy hov\^ novv- inad-man, what in your trickfi-coats % 

Cand. O peace good miilris. 

Enter Crambo and Poll. 

See what you lacke, what isk you buy ? pure Callicoes, 
fine Hollands, choife Cambrickes, neate Lav/nes : fee 
what you buy : pray come neare, my maiuer will ufe 
you well, he can afford you a penny-worth, 

V/ife. I that he can, out of a whole peece of Lawnie 
ifaith. 

Cand. Pray fee your choice here Gentlemen. 

IVifc. O tine foole I wliat, a mad-man 1 a patient 
madman ! yrho ever heard of the like ? Well fir, He 
fit you and your humour prefentiy : what, croffe points ! 
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He untie em all in a trice, He vex you ifaitli : boy, 
take your cloke, quick, come. JSxiY. 

Caiid. Be covered George, this Chaine and welted 
gowne 

Bare to this coate : then the world^s upfide downe. 
George. Umh, umh, hum. 

Cram. Thafs the fhop, and there’s the fellow, 

Pok. I but the mailer is walking in there. 

Cram. No matter, wee’l in. 

Poh. Sbloud, doll long to lie in Limbo ? 

Cram. And Limbo be in hell, I care not. 

Ca7id. Looke you, Gentlemen, your choice : Cam- 
brickes ? 

Cram. No fir, fome fhirting. 

Cand. You lhalL 

Cram. Have you none of this ftrip’d Canvas for 
doublets 1 

Ca7id. None Hrip’d fir, but plaine. 

2 . Prejt. I thinke there be one peece flrip’d 
within. 

Geo. Step firra and fetch it, hum, hum, hum. 

Cand. Looke you Gentlemen, lie make but one 
fpreading, here’s a peece of cloth, fine, yet fliall 
weare like iron, tis without fault, take this upon my 
word, tis without fault. 

Cram. Then tis better than you lirra. 

Ca7td. I, and a number more : 0 that each foule 
Wiere but as fpotleffe as this innocent white, 

And had as few brakes in it. 

Cra^n. Twould have fome then : 

There was a fray here lafl day in this Ihop. 

Ca7id. There was indeed, a little flea-biting, 

Poh. A Gentleman had his pate broke ; 

Call you that but a flea-biting % 

Cand. He had fo. 

Cram. Zounds do you Hand to it ? Me Jlrikes him. 
Geo. Sfoot, clubs, clubs, prentices, downe with em, 
Ah you rogues, flrike a Citizen in’s Ihop ? 

Can. None of you ftirre I pray, forbeare good 
George. 
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Cram. I befeecli yon fir, wee miflooke our markes, 
deliver ns oui* \.'er-])G3is. 

Geo, Your head bleeds iir, cry clubs. 

^ Cajid. I fay you ihali not, pray be patient, 

Give them their weapons : firs, y’are befl be gone, 

I tell you here are boyes more tough then Beares : 
Hence, left more ftfts doe walke about your eares. 
Both. We thanke you fir. Exeunt. 

Cand. You lliail not follow them : 

Let them alone pray, this did me no harme, 

Troth I was cold, and the blow marie me warme, 

I thanke em fork : befides, I had decreed 
To have a veine prickt, I did meane to bleed : 

So that there’s monie fav’d : they are honeft men, 
Pray ufe ’em well, when they appear e agen. 

George. Yes fir, week ufe ’em like honeft mem 
Cand. I, well faid George,^ like honeft men, tho 
they be arrant knaves, for that’s the phrafe of the 
Citie j helpe to lay up thefe wares. 

Enter his wife with Officers. 

Wife. Yonder he ftands. 

Off. What in a Prentices coate ? 

Wife. I, I, mad, mad, pray take heede. 

Cand. Ho^v now I what ne\vs with them ? 

What make they with my wife % 

Officers, is fhe attach’d ? Looke to your wares. 

Wife. He talkes to himfeife : oh bee’s much gone 
indeed. 

Off. Pray plucke up a good heart, be not fo feare- 
foll: 

Sirs hearke, wee’l gather to him by degrees. 

Wife. I, I, by degrees I pray : Oh me ! 

What makes he with the Lawme in his hand ? 

Heel teare all the ware in my ftiop. 

Off. Feare not, weel catch him on a fudden. 

Wife. You had need do fo, pray take heed of your 
warrant. 

Off. I warrant miftris : Now fignior Candida. 

2 F 
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Cafid, Now fir, what news with you fir ? 

Wife, What news with you he faies ? Oh hee’s 
far gone ! 

Of, I pray feare nothing, let’s alone with him, 
Signior, you iooke not like your felfe me thinkes, 
(Steale you a tother fide,) y’are chang’d, y’are altred. 

Ca?id. Chang’d fir, why true fir, is change flrange, 
tis not the falhion unleffe it alter. Monarkes tiirne to 
beggars, beggars creepe into the nefts of Princes, 
mailers ferve their Prentices, Ladies their ferving- 
men, men to tume to women. 

Off, And women turne to men. 

Can. I, and women tone to men, you fay true, 
ha, ha, a mad world, a mad world. 

Off, Have we caught you fir % 

Cand, Caught me i well, well, you have caught 
me. 

Wife, He laughs in your faces. 

George, A refeue (prentifes) my mailers catch- 
pol’d. 

Off, I charge you keepe the peace, or have your 
legs [gartered with yrons, we have from the Duke a 
warrant flrong enough for what we doe. 

Cand, I pray rell quiet, I defire no refeue. 

Wife. La, he defires no refeue, las poore heart, 

He talkes againU himfelfe. 

Ca7id, Well, what’s the matter % 

Off, Looke to that arme, 

Pray make fure worke, double the cord. 

Cand. Why, why % 

Wife, Look how his head goes, lliouid he get but 
loofe, 

Oh twere as much as all our lives were worth. 

Off, Feare not, we’ll make all fure for our owne 
fafetie. 

Cand, Are you at leifure now? well, what’s the 
matter % 

Why doe I enter into bonds thus ? ha ! 

Off, Becaufe y’are mad, put feare upon your wife. 
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^ Wife. O I, I went in danger of mj life ev-ery 
minute. 

Cand. \\liat, am I mad fay you, and I not know 
it ? 

Off. That prooves you mad, becaufe you know it 
not. 

Wife. Pray talke to him as little as you can, 

You fee he’s too farre fpent 
Cafid. Bound with flrong cord, 

A fillers thread yfaith had beene enough, 

To lead me any where : wife, doe you long % 

You are mad too, or elfe you doe me wong. 

George. But are you mad indeed maifler '? 

Cand. IN'Iy wife faies fo, 

And what Ihe faies George.^ is all truth you know : 

And whither now, to Bethlem monaHerie, ha 1 whi- 
ther? 

Off. Faith ee’n to the mad-mens pound. 

Can. A God’s name, flili I feele my patience found. 

Exit. 

Ge. Come we’i fee whither he goes, if the mafler 
be mad, we are his fervants, and mull follow his Heps, 
weel be mad-caps too : farewel miilris, you fhal have 
us all in Bedlam. Exeunt 

Wife. I thinke I have fitted you now, you and 
your cloths. 

If this move not his patience, nothing can, 

I’le fweare then I have a Saint, and not a man. 


SCENA XIIL 

Enter Duke, Dodtor, Mueilo^^ CaJlrucMo, Fioratio. 

Du. Give us a little leave ; Dodlor, your newes. 
Dodt. I fent for him my Lord, at lafl he came, 
And did receive all fpeech that went from me, 

As gilded pilles made to prolong his health ; 

My credit with him wrought it : for fome men 
Sw^allow even empty hooks, like fooles that feare 

r 2 
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No drowning where tis deepcfl, caiifc tis cleare : 

In th’end we fat and eat : a Iiealili I dranke 
To InfcUccs fweete departed foule, 

This traine I knew would take. 

Dil Twas excellent. 

Doft. He fell with fiich devotion on his knees. 

To pledge the fame, 

Dil Fond fuperflitious foole ! 

DoB. That had he beene inflam'd with zeale of 
prayer, 

He could not poure't out witli more reverence : 

About my neck he hung, wept on my checkc, 

Kill it, and fwore he would adore my lippes, 

Becaufe they brought forth InfcUccs name. 

Du, Ha, ha, alacke, alack e. 

DoB, The Cup he lifts up high, and thus he faid ; 
Here noble maid : drinks, and was poifoned. 

Du, And died % 

DoB. And died, my Lord. 

Du, Thou in that -word 

Hall peec'd mine aged houres out with more yeares, 
Then thou haft taken from HipoUfo, 

A noble youth he was, but leffer branches 
Hindring the greaters growth, muft be lopt off, 

And feede the fire : Dodlor we'are now ail thine, 

And ufe us fo : be bold. 

DoB, Thankes gi'acious Lord : 

My honored Lord : 

Du, Hum. 

DoB, I doe befeech your grace to bury deepe, 
This bloodie a6l of mine. 

Du, Nay, nay, for that, 

Dodlor, looke you to’t : me it flrall not move, 

The'yre curfl that ill do, not that ill doe love. 

Do, You throw an angry forehead on my face : 
But be you pleas’d backward thus far to looke, 

That for your good, this evill I midertooke. 

Dti, I, we confler fo : 

DoB, And onely for your love. 
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Dii, Confefl : tis true. 

DoB. Nor let it fland againfl me as a bar, 

To thnifl me from your prefence : nor beleeve 
(x\s Princes haue quick thoughts^ that now my finger 
Being dipt in blood, I will not fparc the hand, 

But that for gold (as what can gold not do ?) 

I may be hir’d to worke the like on you. 

Dm, Which to prevent 
DoB, Tis from my heart as far, 

Du, No matter Dodor, caufe Ilefeareles fleep, 
And that you fhall fland clear of that fufpition, 

I banifh thee for ever from my Court 
This principle is old, but true as Fate, 

Kings may love treafon, but the traitor hate. Exit. 

Do, Ifl fo 'I nay then Duke, your flale principle, 
With one as flale, the Doctor thus fhall quit, 

He fals himfelfe that digs anothers pit : 

How now^ 1 where is he 2 will he not meet me 2 

Enter the doBors 7nan. 

DoBo7's man. ISIeet you fir, he might have met 
with three Fencers in this time, and have received 
leffe hurt then by meeting one Doctor of Phificke : 
Wliy fir, he has walkt under the old Abbey -wall yon- 
der this houre, till hee’s more cold then a Cittizens 
countrie houfe in Janiuere, you may fmell him behind 
fir : la you^ yonder he comes. 

Do* Leave me. Enter HipoUto* 

Do, man. Itch lurch if you wall Exit. 

Do. O my mofl noble friend 1 
Hip. Few but your felfe, 

Could have intic’d me thus, to trull the Aire 
With my clofe fighs : you fent for me, what news ? 

Do. Come, you mull dolT this blacke, die that 
pale cheek 

Into his owne colour, goe, attire you felfe 
Frefh as a Bridegroome when he meets his Bride, 

The Duke has done much treafon to thy Love, 
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Tis now reveal’d, tis now to be reveng’d : 

Be merrie, honour’d friend, thy Lady lives. 

Hip, What Lady ?• 

Do, Infcolice^ llie’s reviv’d, 

Reviv’d : Alacke ! death never had the heart, 

To take breath from her. 

Hip. Umh : I thanke you fir, 

Phificke prolongs life, when it cannot fave : 

This helps not my hopes, mine are in their grave, 
You doe fome wrong to mocke me. 

Do. By that love 

Which I haue ever borne you, what I fpeake 
Is truth : the maiden lives, that fimerall, 

Dukes teares, the mourning, was all counterfet : 

A lleepie draught cofned the world and you : 

I was his minifler, and then charabred up, 

To flop difcoverie. 

Hip. O treacherous Duke 1 

Do. He cannot hope fo certainely for blilie, 

As he beleeves that I have poifon’d you : 

He woo’d me too’t, I yeelded, and confirm’d him 
In his mofl bloodie thoughts. 

Hip. A very deuill 1 

Do. Here did he clofely coach to Bergamo, 

And thither 

Hip> Will I ride, flood Bergamo 
In the Low Countries of blacke hell, He to her. 

Do. You fliall to her, but not to Bergamo : 

How Paffion makes you flie beyond your felfe ? 
Much of that wearie journey I ha cut off, 

For file by letters hath intelligence, 

Of your fuppofed death, her owne interment, 

And all thofe plots, which that falfe Duke her father 
Has wrought againfl you ; and flieel meete you. 
Hip. O when ? 

Doc. Nay fee : how covetous are your defires, 
Earely to morrow mome. 

Hip. O where good father ? 
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Doc, At Bethlem monaflerie : are you pleas'd 
now ? 

Hip, At Bethlem monaflerie I the place well fits, 
It is the Schoole where thofe that loofe their wits, 
Pradlife againe to get them : I am ficke 
Of that difeafe, all Love is iunatike. 

Doc, Weel fleale away this night in fome difguife : 
Father Anfelmo, a moil reverend Frier, 

Expedls our comming, before whom weel lay 
Reafons fo flrong, that he fhall yeeld in bands 
Of holy 'wedlocke to tie both your hands. 

Hip. This is fuch happineffe, 

That to beleeve it, tis impoffible. 

Doc. Let ail your joyes then die in misbeliefe, 

I will reveale no more. 

Hip. 0 yes good father, 

I am fo well acquainted with defpaire, 

I know not how to hope : I beleeve all. 

Doc. Weed hence this night, much mull be done, 
much faid : 

But if the Dodlor faile not in his charmes, 

Your Lady fhall ere morning fill thefe armes. 

Hipol. Heavenly Phifitianl far thy fame fhall 
fpread, 

That makfl two Lovers fpeak w^hen they be dead. 

Mxeufit. 

Cmididds wife^ and George : Pioraito meets them. 

Wife. O watch good George, watch which way the 
Duke comes. 

Geo, Here comes one of the butter-flies, aske 
him. 

Wife. Pray fir, comes the Duke this way ? 

Pio. Hee’s upon comming miflris. Pxit. 

Wife. I thanke you fir : George, are there many 
mad folkes where thy maifter lies ? 

Geo. O yes, of all countries fome, but efpecially 
mad Greeks they fwarme : troth miflris, the world is 
altered with you, you had not wont to iland thus with 
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a paper humbly complaining : but yoixh*e well enough 
ferv’d : provender prickt you, as it does many of our 
Cittie-wives befides. 

Wife, Doft thinke George we fliall get him forth ? 

George, Truly millris I cannot tel, I thinke youl 
hardly get him forth : why tis flrange ! Sfoot I haue 
knowne many women that haue had mad rafcalls to their 
husbands, whom they would belabour by all means 
poflible to keepe em in their right wits, but of a woman 
to long to tume a tame man into a madman, why the 
divell himfelfe was never ufde fo by his dam. 

Wife, How does he talke George \ ha! good 
George tell me. 

George, Why youre bell goe fee. 

Wife, Alas, I am afraid. 

George, Afraid I you had more need be alliam'd, 
he may rather be afraid of you. 

Wife, But George^ bee’s not flarkc mad, is he ? he 
does not rave, he is not hornc-mad, George^ is he % 

George, Nay I know not that, but he talkes like 
a Jullice of peace, of a thoufand matters, and to no 
purpofe. 

Wife, ^ He to the MonaHery : I dial be mad till 
I enjoy him, I lliall be ficke unlill 1 fee him, yet when 
I doe fee him, I lhall weepe out mine eyes. 

George, I, Ide faine fee a woman weepe out her 
eyes, that’s as true as to fay, a mans cloake burnes, 
when it hangs in the water : I know youl weepe mif- 
tris, but what faies the painted cloth ? 

Truji 7iot a wo7nan when fhc cries. 

For JJieel fumfe wafer from her eyes \ 

With a wet finger', and in f after Jhowers, 

Then Aprill when he raines doivne flowers. 

Wife, I but George, that painted cloth is worthy 
to be hanged up for lying, all women have not teares 
at wdll, unleffe they have good caufe. 

George, I but midris how eafily will they finde a 
caufe, and as one of our cheefe-trenchers fayes very 
learnedly : 
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As out of wormewood Bees fucke Honey ^ 

As from poor e Clients L(mye7^s firke^noney. 

As Parfiey fovfn a rofled cmmy : 

So^ iho the day be nir fo fmmy^ 

If wives will have it raine, downe then if drives^ 
The cahnefi husbands make the flornufl wives. 

Wife. Tame George^ but I ha done llonning now. 

Geo. Why that’s well done : good miflris, throw 
afide this fafhion of your humour, be not fo fantaflicall 
in wearing it : florme no more, long no more. This 
longing has made you come fiiort of many a good 
thing that you might have had from my mailler : Here 
comes the Duke. 

Enter Duke^ Fluello^ Fm^atto^ Smezi. 

Wife. O I befeech you pardon my offence, 

In that I durfl abufe your Graces Warrant, 

Deliver forth my husband, good my Lord. 

Euke. Who is her husband 1 

Flu. Ca7idido my Lord. 

Duke. Where is he ? 

Wife. Hee’s among the lunatickes, 

He was a man made up without a gall, 

Nothing could move him, nothing could convert 
His meeke blond into fury, yet like a monfler, 

I often beate ac the mofl conflant rocke 
Of his unfhaken patience, and did long 
To vex him. 

Duke. Did you fo ? 

Wife. And for that purpofe, 

Had warrant from your Grace, to carry him 
To Bethlem Mon after y., whence they will not free him, 
Without your Graces hand that fent him in. 

Du. You haue longd faire, tis you are mad I feare, 
Its fit to fetch him thence, and keepe you there : 

If he be mad, why would you have him forth % 

Geo. And pleafe your Grace, hee’s not flarke mad, 
but only talkes like a yong Gentleman, fomewhat fan- 
taflically, that’s all : there’s a thoufand about your 
Court, City, and Country madder then he. 
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Duke. Provide a warrant, you lliall have our hand. 

Geo. Here’s a warrant ready drawne my Lord. 

Duke. Get pen and inke, get pen and inke. 

Enter Catlruchio. 

Caji. Where is my Lord the Duke ? 

Duke. How now ! more mad men ? 

Cajl. I haue flrange newes my Lord. 

Duke. Of what % of whom % 

Cajlr. Of Infelice.^ and a marriage. 

Duke. Ha ! where % with whom % 

Cajl. Hipolito. 

Geor. Here my Lord. 

Du. Hence with that woman, void the roome. 

Flu. Away, the Duke’s vext. 

Geo. Wlioop, come miflris, the Duke’s mad too. 

Du. Who told me that Hipolito was dead 1 Exeunt 

Cajlr. He that can make any man dead, the 
dodlor : but my Lord, hee’s as full of life as wilde-fire, 
and as quicke ; Hipolito^ the Docflor, and one more, 
rid hence this evening \ the Inne at which they light 
is Bethlem monaftery : Infclke comes from Ikr^o;amo 
and meets them there ; Hipolito is mad, for he means 
this day to be married, the after noone is the houre, 
and Frier Anfelmo is the knitter. 

Du. From Bergamo % ifl poffible ? it cannot be. 

It cannot be. 

Cajl. I will not fweare my Lord, 

But this intelligence I tooke from one, 

Whofe braines worke in the plot 

Duke. Wiat’s he ? 

Cajl. Mathceo. 

Flu. Mat/iceo knowes all. r 

Flor. Hee’s Hipolitoes bofomc. 

Duke. How farre flands Bethlem hence ? 

Om?ies^ Six or feaven miles. 

Du. Ifl fo ? not married till the afternoone : 

Stay, {lay, lets worke out feme prevention : how ! 

This is moft llrange. can none but mad-men fciwe 
To dreffe their wedding dinner 1 all of you 
Get prefently to horfc, difguife your felvcs 
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Like Countrie Gentlemen, 

Or riding Citizens, or fo : and take 
Each man a feveril path, but let us meete 
At Bethlem monaflery, fome fpace of time 
Being fpent betweene the arrivall each of other, 

As if we came to fee the Lunatickes. 

To horfe, away, be fecret on your lives. 

Love mufl be punifht that unjdlly thrives. Exeunt 
Elu. Be fecret on your lives 1 Caftruchio^ 

Tare but a fcurvie fpaniell ; honell Lord, 

Good Lady : Zounds their love is juft, tis good, 

And He prevent you tho I fwim in blood. Exit. 

Enter Frier A^iJelmOy Hipoliio^ Matkceo^ Infelice. 

Hip. Nay, nay, refolve good father, or deny. 

Anf. You preffe me to an act, both full of danger. 
And fullof happines : for I behold 
Your fathers frowns, his threats, nay perhaps death 
To him that dare doe this : yet noble Lord, 

$uch comfortable beames break through thefe cloudes 
By this bleft manage, that your honor’d word 
Being pawnd in my defence, I will tie fail 
The holy wedding knot. 

Hip. Tulh, feare not the Duke. 

Anf. O fon 1 wifely to feare, is to be free from feare. 
Hp. You have our words, and you fhall have our 
lives, 

To guard you fafe from all enfuing danger. 

Mat. I, I, chop em up, and away. 

Anf. Stay, when ifl fit for me, and fafefl for you, 
To entertaine this bufmefie ? 

Hip. Not till the evening. 

Anf Be it fo, there is a Chappell flands hard by, 
Upon the weft end of the Abbey wail, 

Thither convey your felves, and when the Sunne 
Hath turn’d his backe upon this upper world, 

I’le marrie you ; that done, no thundring voice 
Can breake the facred bond, yet Ladie, here you are 
moil fafe. 
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Life, Father, your love’s mofl deere. 

Mat I, well faide, locke us into feme little roome 
by our felves, that we may be mad for an houre or two. 

Hip, O good MatJmo no, lets make no noife. 

Mat How ! no noife 1 doe you know where you 
are ? sfoot amongft al the mad-caps in M Ulan ; fo that 
to throw the houfe out at window will be the better, 
& no man will fufpedl that we lurke heere to fleale 
mutton : the more fober we are, the more feuruy tis. 
And tho the Frier tell us, that here we are fafefl, I 
am not of his minde, for if thofe lay here that had loH 
their monie, none would ever looke after them, but 
heere are none but thofe that have lofl their wits, fo 
that if hue and cry be made, hither they’l come, and 
my reafon is, becaufe none goes to be married till he 
be llarke mad. 

Hip, Muffle your felves, yonders Fliiello. 

Efitcr FlucUo, 

Mat Zounds ! 

Flu. O my Lord, thefe cloakes are not for this 
raine, the tempell is too great : I come fweating to 
tell you of it, that you may get out of it. 

Mat Why what’s the matter 1 

Flu. What’s the matter? you have matterd it 
faire : the Duke’s at hand. 

Omnes, The Duke? 

Flu. The very Duke. 

Hip. Then all our plots are turn’d upon our heads 3 
and we are blown up with our own underminings. 
Sfoot, how comes he ? what vilaine durU betraie our 
being here ? 

Flu. Caflruchio told the Duke, and MatJmo here 
told CaHrucJiio. 

Hip. Would you betraie me to CafirucJiio % 

Ma. Sfoote, he damn’d himfelf to the pit of hell, 
if he fpake on’t agen. 

Hip. So did you fweare to me : fo were you damn’d. 

Mat. Pox on ’em, and there be no faith in men, if a 
man fhall not beleeve oathes : he tooke bread and fait 
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by this light, that he would never open his lips. 

Hip. Oh God, oh God. 

Anf, Son be not defperate, bane patience, you ihal 
trip your enemie dowiie by his o^^uie flights ; How far 
is the Duke hence % 

Flu. He’s but new fet out, Cajlruchio, Ploratto and 
Sinezi come along with him : you have time enough 
yet to preuent them, if you have but courage. 

Anf. Ye fliall fleale fecretly into the Chappell 
And prefently be married : if the Duke 
Abide here fliil, fpite of ten thoufand eyes, 

You ihali fcape hence like Friers. 

Hip. O blell difguife 1 O happy man 1 
Anf. Talke not of happinefi'e till your clos’d hand 
Have her by’th forehead, like the lock of Time : 

Be nor too flow, nor hafly, now you clime 
Up to the Tower of bliffe, onely be wary 
And patient, thats all : if you like my plot, 

Build and difpatch : if not farewell, then not. 

Hip. O yes, we doe applaud it : we’ll difpute 
No longer, but will hence and execute. 

Flueiio you’ll flay here, let us be gone, 

The ground that frighted Lovers tread upon, 

Is flucke with thornes. 

Anf Come then, away, tis meete, Exeunt 

To efcape thofe thorns, to put on winged feet. 

Mat No words I pray Fluello^ for it flands us upon. 
Flu. Oh fir, let that be your leflbn : 

Alas poore Lovers i on ivhat hopes and feares. 

Men tofl'e themfelves for women : When file’s got 
The befl has in her that which pleafeth not. 

Enter to Fluello, the Duke, CallrucJiw, Pioratto, 
and Sinezi frotn feverall doores muffled. 

Du. Who’s there ? 

Caft. My Lord. 

Du. Peace ; fend that Lord aw^ay, 

A Lordfhip will fpoile all, lets be all fellowes. 

What’s he I 
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Caft. FhtdlOy or elfe Sbiczi by his little legs. 
Om7ies. All friends, all friends. 

Du. What, met upon the very point of time % 

Is this the place ? 

Pio. This is the place my Lord. 

Dll. Dream you on Lordfliips 1 come no more 
Lords I pray : 

You have not feene thefe Lovers yet ? 

Omn. Not yet 

Duke. Cajiruchio, art thou fure this wedding feate 
Is not till afternoone ? 

Caji. So it is given out my Lord. 

Du. Nay, nay, tis like, theeves mufl obferae their 
houres. 

Lovers watch minutes like Allronomers, 

How fliall the interim houres by us be fpent % 

Flu. Lets all goe fee the madmen. 

Om?i. Maffe content. Enter Townc like a fwce/er. 
Du. O here comes one, queflion him, queflion him. 
Flu. Now honefl fellow, doll thou belong to the 
houfe ? 

Tow, Yes forfooth, I am one of the implements, I 
fweepe the mad-mens roomes, and fetch flrawfor ’em, 
and buy chaines to tie era, and rods to whip em, I was 
a mad wag my felfe here once, but I thank father An- 
felm., he lalht me into my right minde agen. 

Du. Anfelmo is the Frier mufl marry them, 
Queflion him where he is. 

Cajl. And where is father Anfelmo now ? 

Totm. Marrie he’s gone but eene now. 

Du. I, wel done, tell me, whither is he gone ? 

Tow. Why to God a mighty. 

Flu. Ha, ha, this fellow’s a foole, talkes idely. 

Pio. Sirra are all the mad folks in Millan brought 
hither 1 

Tow. How all ! ther’s a queflion indeed : why if 
all the mad folkes in Millan fhould come hither, 
there would not be left ten men in the Cittie. 

Du. Few Gentlemen or Courtiers here, ha. 
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Tow, O yes, abundance, aboimdance, lands no 
fooner laii into their hands, but flraight they run out a 
their mts : Cittizens fons & heirs are free of the houfe 
by their fathers copy : Farmers fons come hither like 
geefe (in flocks) & when they ha fold all their com 
fields, here they fit and pick the llrawes. 

Si, Me thinkes you fhould have women here 
afwell as men. 

Tow, O I, a plague on ’em, thef s no ho with ’em, 
they’re madder then March hares. 

Flu, Are there no Lawyers amongfl you 1 

Tow, O no, not one : never any Lawyer, ive dare 
not let a Law}’er come in, for hell make ’em mad 
fafler then we can recover ’em. 

Du, And how long ift e’re you recover any of 
thele % 

Tow, 'Why according to the quantitie of the 
Moone thats got into ’em, an Aldemians fonne will 
be mad a great while, a vtrj great while, efpecially if 
his friends left him w^ell, a whore will hardly come to 
her wits agen : a piiritane there’s no hope of him, un- 
leffe he may puli dowme the Steeple, and hang himfelfe 
i’th bell-ropes. 

Flu, I perceive all forts of fifh come to your net. 

Tow, Yes in truth, we have biockes for all heads, 
we have good flore of wild-Oates heere : for the 
Courtier is mad at the Cittizen, the Cittizen is mad 
at the Countrie man, the Shoomaker is mad at the 
Cobier, the Cobler at the Camian, the puncke is mad 
that the marchants wife is no whore, the marchants 
wife is mad that the Punch is fo common a whore : 
gods fo, here’s father Anfelmo, pray fay nothing that I 
tel tales out of the Schoole. Fxil. 

Omn, God bleffe you father. 

AnfeL I thanke you gentlemen. Enter Anfelmo, 

Caji, Pray may we fee fome of thofe wretched 
foules, 

That here are in your keeping % 
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Aiif. Yes, you fliall. 

But geiitlcmeji, I iiiiifl (lifunnc you then, 

There are of mad-men, as there are of tame, 

All humourd not alike : we have here fome, 

So apiih and phanlaflicke, play with a feather, 

And tho twould grieve a foule to fee Gods image 
So blemiflit and defac’d, yet doe they adl 
Such anticke and fuch pretty lunacies, 

That fpite of Sorrow they will make you fmile : 

Others agen we have like hungry Lions, 

Fierce as vdide Bulls, tin tameable as flies, 

And thefe have oftentimes from ilrangers fides 
Snatcht rapiers fuddenly, and done much harme, 
Whom if you! fee, you mufl be weaponleffe. 

Omn, With all our hearts. 

Anf. Here, take thefe weapons in, 

Stand oif a little pray ; fo, fo, tis well : 

He fliew you here a man that was fometimes 
A very grave and wealthy Cittizen, 

Has ferv’d a prentifhip to this misfortune, 

Beene here feven yeares, and dwelt in Bergamo. 

Duke. How fell he from his wits ? 

Anf. By Ioffe at Sea ; 

He Hand afide, queflion him you alone, 

For if he fpy me, heel not fpeake a word, 

Unleffe hee’s throughly vext. Dif covers an old man 

wrapt in a ?iei. 

Flu. Alas poore foule ! 

Cafl. A very old man. 

Duke. God fpeed father. 

I. Mad. God fpeed the Plough, thou ihalt not 
fpeed me. 

Rio. We fee you old man, for ail you dance in a 
net, 

I. Mad. True, b^ut thou wilt daunce in a halter, 
and I fhail not fee thee. 

Anf. O, doe not vex him pray. 

Caji. Are you a Fifherman father ? 

I. Mad. No, I am neither fifh nor flefli. 
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Flu. What do you with that net then % 

I. Mad. Doll not fee foole % there’s a frefh Sal- 
mon in’t ; if you Hep one foot furder, you’l be over 
fhooes, for you fee I am over head and eares in the falt- 
water: and if you/fal into this whirle-poole where I 
am, y’are drowm’d : y’are a drownd Rat I am fifhing 
here for five Ihips, but I cannot have a good draught, 
for my Net breakes flill, and breakes, but lie breake 
fome of your neckes and I catch you in my clutches. 
Stay, flay, Hay, flay, flay, wheres the wind? -wheres the 
wind ? wheres the winde ? wheres the winde % Out 
you Guiles, you Goofe-caps, you Gudgeon-eaters ! 
do you looke for the wind in the heavens ? ha, ha, ha, 
ha, no, no, looke there, looke there, looke there, the 
winde is aiwayes at that doore : hearke how” it blowes, 
pufFe, puffe, pufFe. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha. 

X. Mad. Do you laugh at Gods creatures ? do 
you mock old age, you Rogues ? Is this gray beard 
and head counterfet that you cry, ha, ha, ha ? Sirra, 
art not thou my eldell fonne ? 

Fior. Yes indeed father. 

1. Mad. Then th’art a foole, for my eldell fon had 
a polt-foot, crooked legs, a verjuice face, and a peare 
colour’d beard : I made him a Scholler, and he made 
himfelfe a foole. Sirra, thou there : hold out thy hand. 

Du. My hand, wel, here tis. 

I. Mad. Looke, looke, looke, looke : has he not 
long nailes, and Ihort haire ? 

Flu. Yes, monUrous fhort haire, and abhominable 
long nailes. 

I. Mad. Ten-peny nailes, are they not ? 

Flu. Yes ten-peny nailes. 

I. Mad. Such nailes had my fecond boy : kneele 
downe thou varlet, and aske thy father blefling : 
Such nailes had my middlemoll fon, and I made him 
a Promoter : and he fcrapt, aiad fcrapt, and fcrapt, til 
he got the divel and all : but he fcrapt thus and thus 
and thus and it went under his legs, till at length a 
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companie of Kites, taking him for carrion, Iwept up 
all, all, all all, all, all, all. If you love your lives, 
looke to your felves : fee, fee, fee, fee, the Turkes Gal- 
lies are fighting with my fliips, Bownce goes the guns : 
oooh I cry the men : romble, romble goe the waters : 
Alas, there ; tis funke, tis lunke : I am undone, I am 
undone, you are the damn’d Pirates have undone me : 
you are by the Lord, you are, you are, flop ’em, you are. 

Anf, Why how now firra ! mufl I fall. to tame you’* 

I. Mad. Tame me I no, He be madder then a 
roafled Cat : fee, fee, I am burnt with gunpowder, 
thefe are our clofe fights. 

A7if, He whip you if you grow unruly thus. 

I. Mad. Whip me ! out you toad % whip me : what 
juflice is this, to whip me becaufe I am a beggar ? 
Alas 1 I am a poore man : a very poore man : I am 
flarv’d, and have had no meate by this light, ever 
fmce the great fioud, I am a poore man. 

Anf. Well, well, be quiet, and you fliall have meate, 

I. Mad. I, I pray do ; for looke you, here be my 
guts : thefe are my rihs — ^you may looke through my 
ribs — fee how my guts come out : thefe are my red 
guts, my very guts, oh, oh ! 

Anfel. Take him in there. 

Omn. A very pitteous fight. 

Caji. Father, I fee you have a bufie charge. 

Afif. They mufl be ufde like children, pleafed 
with toyes, 

And anon whipt for their unrulineffe ; 

He fhew you now a paire quite different 

From him that’s gone : he was all words, and thefe 

Unleffe you urge eni, feldome fpend their fpeech, 

But fave their tongues : la you, this hithermofl 
Fell from the happy quietnes of minde, 

About a maiden that he lov’d, and died : 

He followed her to Church, being full of teares, 

And as her body went into the ground, 

He fell flarke mad. This is a married man, 

Was jealous of a faire, but as feme fay, 

A very verluous wife, and that fpoil’d him. 
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2. Mai. All thefe are whoremongers, & lay with 
my wife : whore, whore, whore, whore, whore. 

Flu. Obferve him. 

2. Mad. Gaifer Shoomaker, you puld on my 
wifes pumps, and then crept into her pantofies : lie 
there, lie there : this "was her Tailer ; you cut out her 
loofe-bodied Gowne, and put in a yard more then I 
allowed her, lie there by the Shoomaker : O maifler 
Do6lor ! are you here % you gave me a Purgation, and 
then crept into my wives chamber, to feele her pulfes, 
and you faid, and flie faid, and her maide faid, that 
they went pit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat : Dodlor, He 
put you anone into my wifes Urinal! j heigh, come 
aloft Jacke : this was her fchoole-mailler, and taught 
her to play upon the Virginals, and flill his Jacks 
leapt up, up : you prickt her out nothing but bawdy 
leffons, but He pricke you all, Fidler-Dodlor : Tay- 
ler-fhoomaker ; Ihoomaker, Fidler, Dodlor, Tayler,: 
fo, lie with my wife agen now* 

Cajlr. See how he notes the other, now he feeds. 

2. Mai Give me fome porridge. 

3. Mai He give thee none. 

2. Mad. Give me fome porridge. 

3. Mai He not giue thee a bit 

2. Mad. Give me that flap-dragon. 

3. Mai He not give thee a fpoonefuU : thou liefl, 
its no Dragon, tis a Parrat, that I bought for my 
fweet heart, and He keepe it 

2. Mai Kerens an almond for Parrat 

3. Mai Hang thy felfe. 

2. Mai Here’s a rope for Parrat 

3. Mai Eate it, for He eate this. 

2. Mai He fhoote at thee, and thou’t give me 
none. 

3. Mai Wut thou ? 

2. Mad. He run a tilt at thee, and thou’t give me 
none. 

3. Mai Wut thou % doe and thou dar’ft. 

2. Mad. Bownce. 

G 3 
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3. Mad. 0 oh! I am flaine ! murder, murder, mur- 
der, I am flaine, my braines are beaten out. 

Am/. How now you villains ! bring me whips : 
He whip you. 

3. Mad. I am dead, I am flaine, ring out the bell, 
for I am dead. 

Duke. How will you doe now firra? you ha kiirdhim. 

2. Mad. He anfwer’t at Seflions : he was eating 
of almond Butter, and I long’d for’t : the child had 
never been delivered out of my belly, if I had not 
kill’d ^him, He anfwert at Seflions, fo my wife may 
be burnt ith hand too. 

A 7 i/. Take ’hem in both : bury him, for he’s dead. 

3. Mad. Indeede, I am dead, put me I pray into a 
good pit hole. 

2. Mad, He anfwer’t at Seflions. Exeimt. 

Enter Bellaf route mad. 

An/ How now hufwife, whither gad you ? 

Bell, A nutting forfooth : how do you gafter ? 
how do you gaffer 1 there’s a French curfie for you too. 

Blu. Tis Bellafronte. 

Bio. Tis the puncke by’th Lord. 

Duke. Father, what’s flie I pray ? 

An/ As yet I know not, 

She came in but this day, talkes little idlely, 

And therefore has tlie freedome of the houfe. 

Bell. Doe not you know me h nor you, nor you, 
nor you 1 

Omn. No indeed. 

Bell. Then you are an Affe, and you an Afle, and 
you are an Afle, for I know you. 

An/ Why, what are they 1 come, tell me, what are 
they ? 

Bell. They are Fifh-wives, will you buy any Gud- 
geons ? gods fanty, yonder come Friers, I know them 
too : how doe you Frier ? 

Enter Hipoliio^ Mat/iceOy aM Inf mike difguifd in the 
hahites of Friers. 

An/ Nay, nay, away, you mull not trouble Friers 
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The Duke is heere, fpeake nothing. 

BelL Nay indeed you fhall not goe : wee’ll run at 
barley-breake firfl, and you lhall be in hell. 

Mat My puncke turn’d mad whore, as all her 
fellowes are 1 

^ Hip. Say nothing, but ileal hence, when you fpie 
time. 

Anf. I’le locke you up, if y’are unruly, he. 

Bell. Fie, marrie fo : they ihall not goe indeed till 
1 ha tolde ’hem their fortunes. 

Duke. Good father, give her leave. 

BelL I pray, good father, and I’le give you my 
bleifing. 

Anf. Well then, be briefe, but if you are thus un* 
• ruly, 

rie have you lockt up fail. 

Fio. Come, to their fortunes. 

BelL Let me fee, i. 2. 3. and 4. lie begin with 
the little Frier firil, heer’s a fine hand indeed, I never 
faw Frier have fuch a daintie hand : heere’s a hand for 
a Ladie, heere’s your fortune, 

You love a Frier better than a Nun, 

Yet long youl love no Frier, nor no Friers fonne. 

Bow a little, the line of life is out, yet I am afraid, 

For all y’are holy, you’ll not die a maid : God give 
you joy. 

Now to you Frier Tucke. 

Mat. God fend me good lucke. 

Bell. You love one, and one loves you : 

You are a falfe knave, and ihe’s a Jew, 

Here is a Dial! that falfe ever goes. 

Mat. O your wit drops I 
Bell. Troth fo does your nofe ; 

Nay lets ihake hands with you too ; 

Pray open, here’s a fine hand : 

Ho Frier ho, God be here, 

So he had need : youl keepe good cheare, 

Here’s a free table, but a frozen breail, 

For you’! ilaive thofe that love you bell. 

Yet you have good fortune, for if I am no liar, 
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Then you are no Frier, nor you, nor you no Frier, 

Ha, lia, ha, ha. Dif covers them, 

Du. Are holy habits clokes for villanie ? 

Draw all your weapons. 

Hip. Doe, draw all your weapons, 

Duke. Where are your weapons ? draw. 

07 nn. The Frier has guld us of 'em. 

Mat. O rare tricke ! 

You ha leam'd one mad point of Arithmeticke. 

Hip. Why fwels your fpleene fo hie ? againfl what 
bofom 

Would you your weapons draw, hers, tis your 
daughters : 

Mine, tis your fonnes. 

Du. Sonne ? 

Mad. Sonne, by yonder Sunne. 

Hip. You cannot fhed blood here but tis your 
owne, 

To fpill your owne blood were damnation : 

Lay fmooth that wrinkled brow, and I willl throw 
My felfe beneath your feet : 

Let it be rugged ftill and hinted ore. 

What can come forth but fparkles that will bume 
Your felfe and us % fhe’s mine, my claime’s moll good, 
She's mine by marriage, tho Ihe's yours by blood. 

I have a hand (deare Lord) deepe in this a6l, 

For I forefaw this honne, yet willingly 

Put for;h to meet it : Oft have I feene a father 

Wafhing the wounds of his deare fonne in tears, 

A fonne to curfe the fword that hrucke his father, 
Both flaine i'th quarrell of your families, 

Thofe fears are now tane off : And I befeech you 
To feale our pardon, all was to this end, 

To turne the ancient hates of your two houfes 
To frelh greene friendlhip, that your Loves might 
looke 

Like the Springs forehead, comfortably fweet : 

And your vext foules in peacefull union meete, 

Their blood will now be yours, yours will be theirs 
And happineffe lhall crowne your filver haires. 
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Flu. You fee (my Lord) theres now no remedie. 

Omn, Befeech your Lordlhip. 

Du, You befeech faire, you have me in place fit 
To bridle me, rife Frier, you may be glad 
You can make madmen tame, and tame men mad, 
Since Fate hath conquerd, I mull refl content. 

To flrive now, would but adde new punifiiment : 

I yeeld unto your happineffe, be bleft, 

Our families iliall henceforth breath in refl. 

Onm, O happy change I 

Du, Yours now is my content, 

I throw upon your joyes my full confent. 

BeL Am not I a good girle, for finding the Frier in 
the wel 1 Gods fo, you are a brave man : will not you 
buy me fome fugar plums, becaufe I am fo good a 
fortune teller. 

Du, Would thou hadfl wit (thou pretty foule) to 
aske, 

As I have will to give. 

Bell Prettie foule, a pretty foule is better then a 
prety bodie : doe not you know my prettie foule? 
I know you : Is not your name Mathm % 

Mat Yes lamb. 

Bell, Baa Lamb 1 there you lie, for I am mutton : 
looke fine man, he was mad for me once, and I was 
mad for him once, and he was mad for her once, and 
were you never mad % Yes I warrant, I had a fine 
jewell once, a verie fine Jewell, and that naughty 
man flole it away firom me, a very fine and a rich 
Jewell. 

Du. What Jewell pretty maide? 

Bell Maide, nay that’s a lie ; O ’twas a very rich 
Jewell, called a Maiden head, and had not you it 
leerer. 

Mat Out you mad affe ! away. 

Du, Had he thy Maiden-head ? 

He fhall make thee amends, and marrie thee. 

Bell, Shall he ? O brave Arthur of Bradley 
then 1 
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Du. And if he bear the mind of a gentleman, 

I know he will. 

Mat. I thinke I rifled her of fome fuch paltry Jewell. 
Du. Did you? then marry her, you fee the 
wrong 

Has led her fpirits into a lunacie. 

Mat. How, marry her my Lord ? sfoote marry a 
madwoman : let a man get the tamefl wife he can 
come by, Ihee’ll be mad enough afterward, doe what 
he can. 

Du. Nay then, father Afifehm here fhall do his 
befl. 

To bring her to her wits, and will you then ? 

Mat. I cannot tell, I may choofe. 

Du, Nay then Law lhall compell : I tell you fir, 
So much her hard fate moves me, you fliould not 
breath 

Under this aire, unlefle you married her. 

Mat. Well then, when her wits Hand in their right 
place, 

I’le rnarrie her. 

Bell. I thanke your Grace: MatJmo^ thou art 
mine : 

I am not mad, but put on this difgiiife, 

Onely for you my Lord : for you can tell 
Much wonder of me, but you are gone : farewell. 
MathcBO^ thou didft firfl tume my ioule blacke, 

Now make it w^hite agen : I doe proteft, 

I’m pure as fire now, chafle as Cynihias brefl. 

Hip. I durft be fwome Matimo fhe’s indeed. 

Mat. Cony-catcht, guld, mull I faile in your ffie- 
boat, 

Becaufe I helpt to reare your maine-maft firil ? 

Plague found you for’t, tis well. 

The Cockolds flampe goes cun*ant in all nations, 

Some men ha homes giv’n them at their creations, 

If I be one of thofe, why fo : tis better 
To take a common wench, and make her good, 

Than one that fimpers, and at firfl will fcarce 
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Be tempted forth over the threfhold doore, 

Yet in one fennight, zounds, tumes arrant whore : 
Come wench, thou fhalt be mine, give me thy gols, 
Weel talke of legs hereafter ; fee my Lord, 

God give us joy. 

Omn. God.give you joy. 

Enter Candidoes wife^ and George. 

Geo. Come miilris, we are in Bedlam now, mas and 
fee, we come in pudding time, for here’s the Duke. 
Wife. My husband good my Lord. 

Duke. Have I thy husband % 

Caji. Its Candido my Lord, he’s here among the 
lunaticks : father Anjelmo^ pray fetch him forth : 
this mad woman is his wife, and tho fhe were 
not with child, yet did Ihe long mofl fpitefully to 
have her husband mad : and becaufe fhee would 
be fure he Ihould tume Jew, Ihe placed him here in 
Bethlem, yonder he comes. 

Enter Candido with Anfelmo. 

Duke. Come hither Signior, are you mad % 

Cand. You are not mad. 

Duke. Why I know that. 

Cand. Then may you know I am not mad that know 
You are not mad, and that you are the Duke : 

None is mad here but one. How do you wife % 

What do you long for now ? pardon my Lord : 

She had loH her childes nofe elfe : I did cut out 
Penyworths of lawne, the iawne was yet mine owne : 
A carpet was my gowne, yet ’twas mine owne : 

I wore my mans coate, yet the cloth mine owne : 

Had a crackt crowne, the crowne was yet mine owne, 
She fayes for this Ime mad : were her words true, 

I Ihouid be mad indeed : O foolilh skill 1 
Is patience madneffe % He be a mad-man Hill 
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Wife. Forgive me, and He vex your fpirit no 
more. 

Dtike. Come, come, weel have you friends, joyne 
hearts, joyne hands. 

Cand. See my Lord, we are even, 

Nay rife, for ill deeds kneele unto none but heaven. 
Duke. Signior, me thinkes patience has laid on 
you 

Such heavy weight, that you should loath it. 

Cand. Loath it ! 

Duke. For he whofe breafl is tender, blood fo 
coole, 

That no wrongs heate it, is a patient foole : 

What comfort do you finde in being fo calme ? 

Cand. That which greene wounds receive from 
foveraigne balme, 

Patience my Lord : why tis the foiile of peace ; 

Of ail the vertues tis neer’il kin to heaven. 

It makes men looke like gods : the bell of men 
That ere wore earth about him, was a fufferer, 

A foft, meeke, patient, humble, tranquill fpirit, 

The firll true Gentleman that ever l)reath’d, 

The flock of Patience then cannot be poore : 

All it defires, it has, what Monarch more ? 

It is the greatefl enemy to Law 

That can be, for it doth embrace all wrongs, 

And fo chaines up Lawyers and Womens tongues. 

Tis the perpetual! prifoners liberty : 

His walkes and orchards : tis the bond-flaves free* 
dome, 

And makes him feeme proud of each yron chaine, 

As tho he wore it more for ftate then paine : 

It is the beggars muficke, and thus fmgs, 

Although their bodies beg, their foules are kings. 

O my dread Liege I It is the fap' of bliffe 
Reares us aloft ; makes men and Angels kiffe. 

And lall of all, to end a houfhold ftrife, 

It is the hony gainft a wafpifh wife. 
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Duke. Thou giv’fl it lively colours : who dare fay 
Hee*s mad, whofe words march in fo good array 1 
Twere linne all women Ihould fuch husbands have, 
For every man muH then be his wifes Have. 

Come therefore, you lhall teach our Court to Ihine, 

So calme a fpirit is worth a golden Mine, 

Wives (with meeke husbands) that to vex them long, 
In Bedlam mull they dwell, elfe dweU they wrong. 

Exeufit. 


FINIS. 
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A ^tcs primus y Sccena prima. 

Enter at one doore Beraldo, Carolo, Fontinell, Aflolfo, 
with Scrui flymen ^ or Pages attending on them ; at 
another doore e?iter Lodouico, meeting them. 



fweet 


|Ood day, Gallants, 

Omties, Good morrow, 
\Lodoi/ico. 

_ Lodo. How doefl tliou Carolo. 

i aiTli as the Pliyficions doe in a Plague, 


Lodouico. 


Carolo. 


fee the World ficke, and am well my felfe. 

FontinelL Here’s a fweet morning, Gentlemen, 
Lod. Oh, a morning to tempt loue from his Ningle 
Ganimed, which is but to giue Dary Wenches greene 
gownes as they are going a milking ; what, is thy 


Lord flirring yet 1 

AJtolfo. Yes, he will not be horfl this houre, 
fure. 
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Bercaldo. My lady fweares he lliall, for Ihe longs 
to bee at Court. 

Carolo. Oh, wee fhali ride fwitch and fpiirre, 
would we were there once. 

Efiter Bryan the Footeman. 

Lod. How now, is thy Lord ready 1 

Bryan. No fo crees fa mee, my Lady will haue 
fome little Tyng in her pelly firft. 

Caro. Oh, then theyle to breakefail. 

Lod. Footman, does my Lord ride y’th Coach with 
my Lady, or on horfebacke ? 

Bry. No foot la, my Lady will haue me Lord 
Iheet wid her, my Lord will fheet in de one fide, and 
my Lady Iheet in de toder fide. Exeunt 

Lod. My Lady Iheet in de toder fide : did you 
euer here a Rafcall talke fo like a Pagan 1 Idt not 
flrange that a fellow of his flarre, fliould bee feene 
here fo long in Italy, yet fpeake fo from a Chriflian ? 

Enter Anthonio, Georgio, a poore SchoUcr. 

AJlol. An Irifhman in Italy ! that fo flrange ! 
why, the nation haue running heads. 

Exchange Walke. 

Lod. Nay Carolo^ this is more flrange, I ha bin in 
France^ theres few of them : Mary, England they 
count a warme chimny corner, and there they fwarme 
like Crickets to the creuice of a Brew-houfe ; but Sir, 
in England I haue noted one thing. 

Omnes. What’s that, what’s that of England 1 

Lod. Mary this Sir, what’s he yonder 1 

Bert A poore fellow would fpeake with my 
Lord. 

Lod. In England^ Sir, troth I euer laugh when I 
thinke on’t : to fee a whole Nation fhould be mark’t 
i’th forehead, as a man may fay, with one Iron : why 
Sir, there all Coflermongers are Irifhmen. 
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Caro. Oh, that’s to fliow their Antiquity, as com- 
miiig from Eiit\ who was an Apple-wife, and they 
take after the Mother. 

Omnes. Good, good, ha, ha. 

Zod, Why then, tliouid all your Chimny-fweepers 
likewife be Iriflimen ? anfwer that now, come, your 
wit. 

Caro. Faith, that’s foone anfwered, for S. Patricke 
you know keepes Purgatory, hee makes the fire, and 
his Country-men could doe nothing, if they cannot 
fweepe the Chimnies. 

Omnes. Good agen. 

Lod. Then, Sir, haue you many of them (like this 
fellow) (efpecially thofe of his haire) Footmen to 
Noblemen and others, and the Knaues are very 
faithfull wkere they loue, by my faith very proper 
men many of them, and as a6liue as the cloudes, 
whirre, hah. 

Omnes. Are they fo % 

Lod. And flout I exceeding flout ; Why, I warrant, 
this precious wild Villaine, if hee were put to’t, would 
fight more defperately then fixteene Dunkerkes. 

AJio. The women they fay are very faire. 

Lod. No, no, our Country Bona Robaes, oh ! are 
the fugrefl delicious Rogues. 

AJio. Oh, iooke, he has a feeling of them. 

Lod. Not I, I protefl, there’s a faying when they 
commend Nations : It goes, the Irifliman for Ms 
hand, Welfliman for a leg, the Englifhman for a face, 
the Dutchman for beard. 

Fron. I faith, they may make fwabbers of them. 

Lod. The Spaniard, let me fee, for a little foot (I 
take it) the Frenchman, what a pox hath he? and fo 
of the refl. 

Are they at breakfafl yet % come walke. 

AJI. This Lodouko^ is a notable tounged fellow, 

Fron. Difcourfes well. 

Berc. And a very lionefl Gentleman, 

AJio. Oh ! hee’s well valued by my Lord. 

H 
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Enter Beilafront 'loith a Petition, 

Eton, How now, how now, what’s fhe ? 

Bert Let’s make towards her. 

Bella. Will it be long, fir, ere my Lord come 
forth ? 

AJi, Would you fpeake with my Lord ? 

Lod. How now, what’s this, a Nurfes Bill ? hath 
any here got thee with child, and now will not 
keepe it 1 

Bella, No fir, my bufineffe is vnto my Lord. 

Lod, Hee’s about his owne wife now, hee’le hardly 
difpatch two caufes in a morning. 

AJio, No matter what he faies, faire Lady, bee’s a 
Knight, there’s no hold to be taken at his words. 

Fro, My Lord will paffe this way prefeiitly. 

Bert, A pretty plumpe Rogue. 

AJi, A good lufly bouncing baggage. 

Bert Doe you know her 1 

Lod, A pox on her, I was fure her name was in 
my Table-booke once, I know not of what cut her dye 
is now, but Ihe has beene more common then To- 
bacco : this is the that had the name of the Honell 
Whore. 

Omnes. Is this die ? 

Lod, This is the Blackamore that by waflhng was 
turned white : this is the Birding Peece new fcowred : 
this is Ihee that (if any of her religion can be faued) 
was faued by my Lord HipoUto. 

AJio, She has beene a goodly creature. 

Lod, She has bin ! that’s the Epitaph of all 
Whores," I’m well acquainted with the poore Gentle- 
man her Husband, Lord 1 what fortunes that man has 
ouerreached ? She knowes not me, yet I haue beene 
in her company, I fcarce know her, for the beauty of 
her^ cheeke hath (like the Moone) fuffred flrange 
Eclipfes fmee I beheld it : but women are like Med- 
lars (no foonerripe but rotten.) 

A woman laft was made, but is fpent firfl, 
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^et man is oft proued, in performance worfl. 

Omncs. My Lord is come. 

Enter Hypolito, Infseliche, and two waiting women. 

Hip. We ha wafted lialfe this morning : morrow 
Lodouico. 

Lod. Morrow Madam. 

Hip. Let’s away to Horfe. 

Omnes. I, I to Horfe, to Horfe. 

Bela. I doe befeech your Lordfhip, let your eye 
read o’re this wretched Paper. 

Hip. I’m in hail, pray the good woman take fome 
apter time. 

lHf(B* Good Woman doe. 

Bel. Oh las ! it does concerne a poore mans life. 
Hip. Life ! fweet heart 1 Seat your felfe, He but 
read this and come. 

Lod. What ftockings haue you put on this morning, 
Madam % if they be not yellow, change them ; that 
paper is a Letter from fome Wench to your Husband. 
Inf(Z. Oh fir, that cannot make me iealous. 

Exeimi 

Hip. Your bufines, fir, to me ? 

Ant. Yes my good Lord. 

Hip. Prefently fir ; are you Mat/neos wife. 

Bela. That mofl vnfortunate woman. 

Hp. I’m forry thefe ilormes are fallen on him, I 
loue Mathmo. 

And any good ihall doe him, hee and I 

Haue fealed two bonds of friendfhip, which are flrong 

In me, how euer Fortune does him wrong ; 

He fpeakes here hee’s condemned. Is’t fo ^ 

Bel. Too true. 

Hip. What was he whom he killed I Oh, his 
name’s here ; old lacomo^ fonne to the Florentine 
Jaeomo, a dog, that to meet profit, would to the very 
eyelids wade in blood of his owne children. Tell 
Mathmo, the Duke my father hardly ihali deny his 

H 2 
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figned pardon, ’twas faire fight, yes if rumors tongue 
goe true, fo writes he here. 

To morrow morning I returne from Court, 

Pray be you here then. He haue done fir flraiglit : 
But in troth fay, are you Mathmos wife f- 
You haue forgot me. 

,Bd. No, my Lord. 
mp. Your Turner, 

That made you fmooth to run an euen byas, 

You know I ioued you when your verj^ foiile 
Was full of difeord : art not a good wencli Hill ? 

Vmph, when I had iofl my way to hcauen, 
you fhewed it : 

I was new borne that day. I.odouico. 

S’foot, my Lord, your Lady askes if you haue 
not left your Wench yet^ When you get in once, you 
neuer haue done : come, come, come, pay your old 
fcore, and fend her packing, come. 

Ride foftly on before, He oretakc you. 

Zed Your Lady fweares flae’il haue no riding on 
before, without ye. 

Ifp, Prethee good Lodoiuco, 

Led, My Lord pray haflen. 

Hip, I come : to morrow let me fee you, fare you 
well : commend me to Mathceo : pray one word more : 
Does not your father Hue about the Court 
Be/. I thinke he does, but fuch rude Tpots of 
fhame 

Stick on my cheeke, that he fcarce knowes my name 
Hip. Orlando Frifcahaldo, Idt not t 
Bel Yes my Lord. 

Hip. Miat does he for you ? 

Bel. All he ihould : when Children 
From duty Hart, Parents from loue may fwarue. 

He nothing does : for nothing I deferue. 

Hip. Shall I ioyne him vnto you, and reHore you 
to wonted grace % 

Bel It is impoffible. BxUmhi 

Hip. It fhall be put to tryall ; fare you well : 
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The face I would not looke on ! lure then kwas rare, 
When in defpight of griefe, ’tis flill thus faire. 

Now, fir, your bufinefie with me. 

Afit I am bold to expreffe my loue and duty to 
your Lordfliip in thefe few leaues. 

Hip. A Booke ! 

A7it Yes my good Lord. 

Hip. Are you a Scholler ? 

A7it. Yes, my Lord, a poore one. 

Hip. Sir, you honor me. 

Kings may be Schollers Patrons, but faith tell me, 

To how many hands befides hath this bird fiowne, 
How many partners ihare with me ? 

An. Not one in troth, not one : yom name I held 
more deare, 

Ihn not (my Lord) of that low Charadler. 

Hip. Your name I pray ? 

Ant. Antonio Gtvrgio. 

Hip. Of AJi/Ian ? 

Ant. Yes my Lord. 

Hip. He borrow leaue 

To read you oVe, and then we’ll talke : till then 
Drinke vp this gold, good wits Ihould loue good wine, 
This of your loues, the earneil that of mine. 

How now, fir, where’s your Lady, not gone yet ? 

Enter Bryan. 

Brya7i. I fart di Lady is runne away from dee, a 
mighty deale of ground, the lent me backe for dine 
owne fweel face, I pray dee come my Lord away, 'wut 
tow goe now ? 

Hip. Is the Coach gone % 

Saddle my Horfe the forrell. 

Bfjan. A pox a de Horfes nofe, he is a lowfy raf- 
caliy fellow, when I came to gird his belly, his fcuruy 
guts rumbled, di Horfe farted in my face, and dow 
knowefl, an Irifliman cannot abide a fart, but I haue 
faddled de Hobby-horfe, di fine Plobby is ready, I 
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pray dee my good fweet Lord, wit tow goe now, and 
I will runne to de Deuill before dee 1 

Hip, Well, fir, I pray lets fee you Mafler Scholler. 

B7j, Come I pray dee, wut come fweet face ? 
Goe. Exmnt 

Eftier Lodouico, Carolo, Aflolpho, Bercalclo. 

Lod, Gods fo, Gentlemen, what doe we forget % 

Oinms, What ? 

Lod. Are not we all enioyned as this day, Thurf- 
day is’t not ? I as that day to be at the Linnen-drapers 
houfe at dinner ? 

Car, Signior Caiidido^ the patient man. 

AJlo, Afore loue^ true, vpon this day hee’s married. 

Berc. I wonder, that being fo hung with a Wafpe 
before, he dares venture againe to come about the 
eaues amongh Bees. 

Lod, Oh his rare fucking a fweet Hony-combe ; 
pray Heauen his old wife be buried deepe enough, 
that fhe rife not vp to call for her daunce, the poore 
Fidlers Inhruments would cracke for it, flicekl tickle 
them : at any hand let's try what mettle is in his new 
Bride, if there be none, we’ll put in fome ; troth it’s a 
very noble Citizen, I pitty he ihould marry againe, 
He walke along, for it is a good old fellow. 

Caro, I warrant, the Wiues of MiUa?i would giue 
any fellow twenty thoufand Duckets, that could but 
haue the face to beg of the Duke, that ail the Citizens 
in Miilan might be bound to the peace of patience, 
as the Linnem draper is. 

Lod, Oh fy vpon’t, ’twould vndoe all vs that are 
Courtiers, we ihould haue no whoe with the wenches 
then. 

E7iter HipoUito. 

Omnes, My Lord’s come. 

Mp, How now, what newes 1 

Omnes, None. 

lod. Your Lady is with the Duke her Father. 
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liip. And we’ll to them both prefently, whoe’s 
that % 

Enter Orlando Frifcobaldo. 

Omncs. Stgnwr Frifcobaldo. 

Hip. Frifcabaldo, oh 1 pray call him, and leaiie 
me, wee two haue biifnieffe. 

Car. Ho Signior ! Stgnior Frifcobaldo. 

The Lord Hipollito. Exeunt. 

Oi'la. My Noble Lord: my Lord Hipollito \ the 
Dukes Sonne ! his braue Daughters braue Husband ! 
how does your honord Lordfliip ! does your Nobility 
remember fo poore a Gentleman as Signior Orlafido 
Frifcabaldo ! old mad Orlafido ! 

Hip. Oh fir, our friends 1 they ought to be vnto vs 
as our Jewels, as dearely valued, being locked vp, & 
vnfeene, as when we weare them in our hands. I fee, 
Frifcabaldo, age hath not command of your blood, for 
all Times fickle has gone ouer you, you are Orla?ido 
Hill. 

Orl. Why my Lord, are not the fields mowen and 
cut downe, and flript bare, and yet weare they not 
pide coates againe ? tho my head be like a Leeke, 
white : may not my heart be like the blade, greene ? 

Hip. Scarce can I read the Stories on your brow, 
Which age hath writ there, you looke youthfuil Hill. 

Orla. I eate Snakes, my Lord, I eate Snakes. 

My heart ihall neuer haue a wrinkle in it, fo long as I 
can cry Hem with a cleare voice. 

Hip. You are the happier man, fir. 

Orla. Happy man 1 He giue you (my Lord) the 
true pi6lure of a happy man ; I was turning leaues 
ouer this morning, and found it, an excellent Italian 
Painter drew it, If I haue it in the right colours, lie 
beflow it on your Lordfiiip. 

Hip. I flay for it. 

Orla. He that makes gold his wife, but not his 
whore, 

He that at noone-day walkes by a prilon doore, 
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He that ’ith Sunne is neither beame nor moaiCj, 

He that’s not mad after a Petticoate, 

li e for whom poore mens curfes dig no graue. 

He that is neither Lords nor Lawyers llaiiCj 
He that makes This his Sea, and That his Shore, 

He that in’s Coffin is richer then before, 

He that counts Youth his Sword, and Age his Staffe^ 
He wliofe right hand canies his owne Epitaph, 

He that vpon his death-bead is a Swan, 

And Dead, no Crow, he is a happy man. 

Hip, It’s very well, I thanke you for this Pidliire. 

Orla. After this Pidlure (my Lord) doe I flriiie to 
haue my face drawne : 

For I am not couetoiis, 

Am not in debt, 

Sit neither at the Dukes fide, 

Nor Me at his feete. 

Wenching and I haue done, no man 1 wrong. 

No man I feare, no man I fee ; 

I take heed how farre I walke, bccaufc I know 
yonders my home. 

I would not die like a rich man, to carry nothing 
away fane a winding ffieete : 

But like a good man, to leaue Orlando behind me. 

I fmved leaues in my Youth, and I reape now Bookes 
in my Age. 

I fill this hand, and empty this, and when the bell 
ffiall toll for me, if I proue a Swan, & go linffins' 
to my neil, why fo ? 

If a Crow 1 throw me out for carrion, & pick out mine 
eyes, 

May not old Frifcabaldo (my Lord) be merry now ! ha ? 
Hip,^ You may, would I were partner in your 
mirth. 

Orla. I haue a little, 

Haue all things ; 

I haue nothing ; I haue no wife, I haue no child, haue 
no chick, and why ffiould not I be in my locmv 
dare h ^ 
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I Up. Is your wife then departed % 

Or/a. She’s an old dweller in thofe high Countries^ 
Yet not from me, 

Here, flic’s here : but before me, when a Knaue and 
a Qiicane are married, they commonly walke like 
Sericants together : but a good couple are feldome 
parted. 

H/p. You had a Daughter too fir, had you not ? 

Or la. Oh my Lord ! this old Tree had one 
Branch, (and but one Branch growing out of it) It 
was young, it was faire, it was ftraight ; I pruinde it 
daily, drefl it carefully, kept it from the winde, help’d 
it to the Sunne, yet for all my skill in planting, it 
grew crooked, it bore Crabs ; I hewed it downe. 
What’s become of it, I neither know, nor care. 

Ifip. Then can I tell you whats become of it ; 

That Branch is witlierd. 

Or/. So ’twas long agoe. 

Hip. Her name 1 thinke was Bcl/a/ronl, file’s dead. 

Orlando. Ha ? dead % 

Hip. Yes, wliat of her was left, not worth the 
keeping, 

Euen in my fight was throrme into a Graue. 

Orl. Dead 1 my Jafl and bed peace goe with her, 
I fee deaths a good trencherman, he can eat courfe 
homely meat, as well as the daintiefl. 

Hip. Why, Frifcabaldo^ was fire homely 1 

Orla. 0 my Lord 1 a Strumpet is one of the 
Deuils Vines ; all the fmnes like fo many Poles are 
flucke vprigl'** out of hell, to be her props, that flie 
may fpread vpon them. And when fhe’s ripe, euery 
Slaue has a pull at her, then mufl fhe be prefl. The 
yong beautifull Grape lets the teeth of Lufl on edge, 
yet to tafle that lickridi Wine, is to drinke a mans 
owne damnation. Is fhe dead ? 

Hip. Slice’s turned to earth. 

Or/a. Wod file were turn’d to heaiien ; Vmh, is 
file dead 1 I am glad the world has led one of his 
Idols ; no Whore-monger will at midnight beat at the 
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doores ; In her graue fleepe all my diame, and her 
owne I and all my forrowes, and all lier finues. 

Eip. Tm glad you are wax, not marble j you arc 
made 

Of mans bell temper, there are now good hopes 
That all thefe heapes of ice about your heart. 

By which a fathers loue was frozen vp, 

Are thawed in tliefe fweet fliowres fetcht from your 
eyes, 

We are ne’r like Angels till our paffion dyes, 

She is not dead, but Hues vnder worfe fate, 

I thinke (he’s poore, and more to clip her wings, 

Her Husband at this houre lies in the layle, 

For killing of a man, to faue his blood, 

loyne all your force with mine : mine lhall be Ihowne, 

The getting of his life perferucs your ownc. 

Orla. In my daughter you will kiy 1 docs (lie Hue 
then? I am forry I walled teares vpon a Harlot, but 
the bell is I haue a handkercher to drinkc them vp, 
fope can walh them all out agen. 

Is Ihe poore ? 

Mijf. TruH me, I thinke Hie is. 

Oria. Then Ihe's a right Strumpet ; I nc’r knew 
any of their trade rich two yeeres together ; Sines can 
hold no water, nor Harlots hoord vp money ; they 
haue many vents, too many lluces to let it out ; 
Tauernes, Taylors, Bawds, Panders, Fidlcrs, Swag- 
gerers, Fooles and Knaues, doe all waite vpon a 
common Harlots trencher : Hie is the Gally-pot to 
which thefe Drones flye : not for loue to the pot, but 
for the fweet fucket within it, her money, her money. 

I almofl dare pawne my word, her bofome 
giues warmth to no fuch Snakes ; when did you fee 
her ? ^ 

Or la. Not feuenteene Summers. 

Mf, Is your hate fo old % 

^ ^ white head, and fliall ncuer 

dye till Hie be buried, 
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Her wrongs fliall be my bedfellow. 

HiJ). Worke yet his life, fmce in it Hues her fame. 

Or la. No, let him hang, and halfe her infamy de- 
parts out of the world : I hate him for her ; he taught 
her firfl to tafle poyfon ; I hate her for her felfe, be- 
caufe Hie refufed my Phyficke. 

Mlp. Nay but Frifcabaido. 

OrL I deteft her, 1 defie both, Ihe’s not mine, Hie’s 

Jdp. Heare her but fpeake. 

Orl I love no Maremaides, He not be caught 
with a quaill pipe. 

HiF Y’are now beyond all reafon. 

Orl I am then a Beaft, Sir, 1 had rather be a 
beaft, and not difhonor my creation, then be a doting 
father, like Time, be the deflrudlion of mine owne 
broode. 

Isk dotage to relieue your child being poore I 

Orl Isk fit for an old man to keepe a whore ? 

’Tis charity too. 

Orl Tis foolery ; releeue her 1 
Were her cold limbes flretcht out vpon a Bcere, 

I would not fell this durt vnder my nailes 
To buy her an houres breath, nor giue this haire, 
Ynleffe it were to choke her. 

Fare you well, for He trouble you no more. 

Mxii 

Orl And fare you well fir, goe thy waies, we haue 
few Lords of thy making, that lone wenches for their 
honeflyj Las my Girie! art thou poore? pouerty 
dwells next doore to defpaire, therek but a wall be- 
tweene them ; defpaire is one of hells Catch-poles ; 
and left that Deuill arrell her, He to her, yet flie fiiali 
not know me ; fhe lhall drinke of my wealth, as 
beggers doe of running water, freely, yet neuer know 
from what Fountaines head it flowes. Shall a filly 
bird picke her owne breft to nourifii her yong ones 
and can a father fee his child llarue % That were hard \ 
The Pelican does it, and fiiall not I. Yes, I will 
vidluall the Campe for her, but it lhall be by fome 
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flratagem ; that knaue there her husband will be 
hanged I feare, lie keepe his nccke out of the nooze 
if I can, he fhall not know how. 

Enter two Strut ng~mcn. 

OrL How now knaues, whither wander you ? 

1. To feekeyour Worfliip. 

07‘1. Stay, which of you has my purfc, what money 
haue you about you ? 

2. Some fifteene or fixteene pounds, fir. 

OrL Giue it me, I thinke I haiie fome gold about 
me ; yes, it’s well ; leaue my Lodging at Court, and 
get you home. Come fir, tho I neuer turned any man 
out of doores, yet He be fo bold as to pull your Coate 
ouer your eares. 

1. What doe you meane to doe fir ? 

OrL Hold thy tongue knaue^ take thou my Cloakc, 
I hope I play not the paltry Merchant in this l)ar- 
tring ; bid the Steward of my houfe, (Icepc with open 
eyes in my abfence, and to looke to all tilings, what- 
foeuer I command by Letters to be done by you, fee 
it done. So, does it fit well ? 

2. As if it were made for your Worfliip. 

OrL You proud Varlets, you need not bet* 
afhamed to weare blue, when your Mafler is one of 
your feilowes ; away, doe not fee me. 

Eoth, This is excellent, Exeiiiit* 

OrL I diould put on a worfe fuite too ; perha])S 
I will. My Wizard is on, now to this maske. Say I 
fhould fhaue off this Honor of an old man, or tye it 
vp fliorter : Well, I will fpoyle a good face for once. 
My beard being off, how fliould I looke ? euen like 
A Winter Cuckoo, or vnfeatlierd Owle ; 

Yet better lofe this haire, then lofe her foule. Exit. 

Enter Candido, Lodouico, and Carolo. Lodouico 
other Gttejis, and Bride with Preniifes. 

Card. 0 Gentlemen, fo late, y’are very welcome, 
pray fit downe. 
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Lod. Carolo^^ clid’ll ere fee fuch a nefl of Caps % 
Ajhh l\fe thinkes 

It\s a moil ciuill and moll comety fight 
Lad, What does hc'ith middle looke like ? 

AJlo. Troth like a fpire fleeplc in a Country Vil- 
lage ouerpeering fo many thatcht houfes. 

Lod. It’s rather a long pike ftaffe againll fo many 
bucklers without pikes* ^ they fit for all the world like 
a paire of Organs^ and hee’s the tall great roaring 
pipe ’ith middeft. 

AJlo. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Cand. What’s that you laugh at, Signiors 1 
Lad. Troth fhall I tell you, and aloude He tell it. 
We laugh to fee (yet laugh we not in fcorne) 

Amongll fo many Caps that long Hat worne. 

ZadiK Mine is as tall a felt as any is this day in 
M/da/iy and therefore I ioueit, for the blockewas cleft 
out for my liead, and fits me to a haire. 

Ca/id. Indeed you are good obferuers, it fliewes 
ftrange. 

But Gentlemen, I jiray neither contemne, 

Nor yet deride a ciuill ornament; 

I could build fo much in the round Caps praife, 

That lone this hye roofe, I this flat would raife. 

Lad. Prethee fweet Bridegrome doo’t. 

Cmid. So all thefe guells will pardon me, He 
doo’t 

Omnes. With all our hearts. 

Cmid. Thus then in the Caps honor. 

To euery Sex and flate, both Nature, Time, 

The Countries lawes, yea and the very Clime 
Doe allot dillindl habits, the fpruce Courtier 
lets vp and downe in filke : the Warrier 
Marches in bufte, the Clowne plods on in gray t 
But for thefe vpper garments thus I fay, 

The Sea-man has his Cap, par’d without brim, 

The Gallants head is featherd, that fits him ; 

The Soldier has his Murren, women ha Tires ; 

Beafls haue their head-peeces, and men ha theirs. 
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Lod. Proceed. 

Cmd, Each degree has his fafliion, it’s fit then, 
One fhould be laid by for the Citizen, 

And thaf s the Cap which you fee fwels not hyc, 

For Caps are Emblems of humility ; 

It is a Citizens badge, and firll was worne 
By’th Romanes ; for when any Bondmans tnrne 
Came to be made a Freeman : thus 'twas faid, 

He to the Cap was call’d \ that is, was made 
Of Rome a Freeman, but was firll clofe fliorne, 

And fo a Citizens haire is (lill fhort worne. 

Lod. That clofe fhauing made Barbers a Com- 
pany, 

And now euery Citizen vfes it. 

Cand. Of Geometricke figures the mofl rare, 

And perfedl’fl are the Circle and the fipiare, 

The Oitty and the Schoole much build vpon 
Thefe figures, for both loue proportion. 

The City Cap is round, the Schollers fquare, 

To fhew that Gouemment and learning are 
The perfedl’ll limbes i’th body of a State ; 

For without them, all’s difproportionate. 

If the Cap had no honor, this might reare it, 

The Reuerend Fathers of the Law doe weare it. 

It’s light for Summer, and in. cold it fits 
Clofe to the fcull, a warme houfe for the wits ; 

It fhewes the whole face boldly, ’tis not made 
As if a man to looke on’t were afraide, 

Nor like a Drapers fhop with broad darke flied, 

For hee’s no Citizen that hides his head. 

Flat Caps as proper are to Citty Gownes, 

As to Armors Helmets, or to Kings their Crownes. 
Let then the City Cap hy none be fcornd, 

Since with it Princes heads haue beene adornd. 

If more the round Caps honor you would know, 

How would this long Gowne with this fleeple (how ? 
Omnes. Ha, ha, ha : mofl vile, moft vgly. 

Cand, Pray Signior pardon me, ’twas done in ieft. 
Bride, A cup of claret wine there. 
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I. Wine : yes forfooth, wine for the Bride. 

Car. You lia well fet out the Cap, fir. 

Lod. Nay, that's fiat. 

Long. A health. 

Lod. Since his Cap’s round, that fhall goe round. 
Be bare, 

For in the Caps praife all of you haue fhare 

The B7'ide hits the Prentice on the lips. 

Lod. The Bride’s at cuffes. 

Cand. Oh, peace I pray thee, thus far off I Hand, 

I fpied the error of my feruants, 

She call’d for Claret, and you fill’d out Sacke ; 

That cup giue me, ’tis for an old mans backe, 

And not for hers. Indeed ’twas but miflaken, aske 
all thefe elfe. 

Omnes. No faith, ’twas but miflaken. 

I. Nay, fhe tooke it right enough. 

Cand. Good Luke reach her that glaffe of Claret. 
Here, Miflris Bride, pledge me there. 

Bride. Now He none. Exit Bride. 

Cand. How now 1 

Lod. Looke what your Miflris ayles. 

I. Nothing, fir, but about filling a wrong glaffe, 
a fcuruy tricke. 

Cand. I pray you hold your tongue, my feruant 
there tells me fhe is not well. 

Omnes. Step to her, Hep to her. 

Lod. A word with you : doe ye heare % ^ This 
wench (your new wife) will take you downe in your 
wedding Ihooes, vnleffe you hang her vp in her wed- 
ding garters. 

Cand. How, hang her in her garters ? 

Lod. Will you be a tame Pidgeon Hill ? fhall your 
backe be like a Tortoys fhell, to let Carts goe ouer it, 
yet not to breake ? This Shee-cat will haue more 
Hues then your lafl Pufie had, and will fcratch worfe, 
and mouze you worfe : looke toot. 

Cand. What would you haue me doe, fir % 

Lod. What would I haue you doe? Sweare, 
fwagger brawle, fling j for fighting it’s no matter, we 
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ha had knocking Piiffes enow already ; you knowj that 
a woman was made of the ilb of a man, and that lib 
was crooked. The Morall of which is, that a man 
miifl from his beginning be crooked to his wife ; be 
you like an Orange to her, let her cut you neiicr fo 
faire, be you fowre as vinegcr; will you be ruled by 
me 1 

Cand, In any thing that’s ciuill, honefl, and iufl. 

Lod. Haue you eiier a Prentices fuit will ht me ? 

Ca?id, I haue the very lame which my felfe 
wore. 

Lod, He fend my man for’t within this halfe houre, 
and within this two houres He be your Prentice : the 
Hen fliall not ouercrow^e the Cocke, He lharpen your 
fpurres. 

Gaud, It will be but fome iefl, fir. 

Lod. Onely a iefl : farewell, come Carolo. lixenni. 

Onmes. Wee’l take our leaiies, Sir, too. 

Ca7id, Pray conccite not ill of my wu'ucs fodaine 
rifing. This young Knight, Sir Lodoiiia\ is deepe 
feene in Phificke, and he tells me, the difeafe call’d 
the Mother, hangs on my wife, it is a vehement heau- 
ing and beating of the Stoniacke, and that fwelling 
did mth ^ the paine thereof crampe vp her arme, that 
hit his lips, and brake the glaffe : no liarme, it was 
no harme. 

Omnes. No, Sigiiior^ none at all 

Cand, The llraightell arrow may flye wide by 
chance. 

But come, we’ll close this brawle vp in fome dance. 

Exeunt, 


Enter Bellafront mid Matheo. 

BelL Oh my fweet Husband, wert thou in thy 
graue^ and art aliue agen ? O welcome, welcome. 

Mat. Doell know me ? my cloake prethee lay’t vp. 
Yes faith, my winding Iheete was taken out of Lauen- 
der, to be llucke with Rofemary, I lacke but the knot 
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here, or here ; yet if I had had it, I fhould ha made 
a wiy mouth at the world like a Playfe : but fweeteft 
villaine, I am here now, and I will talke with thee 
foone. 

BeL And glad am I th’art here. 

Mat Did thefe heeles caper in fhackles % A my 
little plumpe rogue, He beare vp for all this, and flye 
hye. Cafzo Catzo. 

BeL Matheo 1 

Mat What fayefl, what fayefl? O braue freih 
ayre, a pox on thefe Grates and gingling of Keyes, 
and rattling of Iron. He beare vp, He flye hye wench, 
hang Tolfe. 

BeL Matheo^ prethee make thy prifon thy glaffe, 
And in it view the wrinkles, and the fcarres, 

By which thou .wert disfigured, viewing them, mend 
them. 

Mat, He goe vifit all the mad rogues now, and the 
good roaring boyes. 

BeL Thou doell not heare me 1 
Mat Yes faith doe I. 

BeL Thou hall beene in the hands of mifery, and 
tane flrong Phyficke, prethee now be found. 

Mat. Yes. S’foot, I wonder how the infide of a 
Tauerne lookes now. Oh when fhall I bizle, bizle % 
BeL Nay fee, th’art thirfty flill forpoyfon, come, I 
will not haue thee fwagger. 

Mat. Honeft Apes face. 

Bel. ’Tis thatlliarpned an axe to cut thy throate. 
Good Loue, I would not haue thee fell thy fubflance 
And time (worth all) in thofe damned fhops of Hell ; 
Thofe Dyeing houfes, that fland neuer well, 

But when they ftand moft ill, that foure-fquared 
fmne 

Has almoll lodg’d vs in the beggers Inne. 

Befides (to fpeake which euen my foule does grieue) 

A fort of Rauens haue hung vpon thy fleeue, 

And fed vpon thee : good Mat. (if you pleafe) 

2 I 
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Scorne to fpread wing amongfl fo bafe as thefe ; 

By them thy fame is fpeckled, yet it Ihowes 
Cieare amongfl them; fo Crowes arc foiro with 
Crowes. 

Cnflome in fmne, giues fmne a lonely dye. 

Blackneffe in Mores is no deformity. 

Mat Bellafront, Bella/ront, I protefl to thee, I 
fweare, as I hope my foule, I will turne oner a now 
leafe, the prifon I confeffe has bit me, the bcfl man 
that fayles in fuch a Ship, may be lowfy. 

Bel. One knockes at doore. 

Mat. He be the Porter : they fliall fee, a layle 
cannot hold a braue fpirit, He tiye hye. Exit 

Bel. How wilde is his behauioiir 1 oh, T feare 
He’s fpoyld by prifon, he’s halfe damned comes 
there, 

But I mud fit all flormes : when a full fayle 
His fortunes fpred, he loued me : being now poorc, 

He beg for him, and no wife can doe more. 

Enter Matheo, and Orlando like a Seruingman. 

Mat Come in pray, would you fpeake with me, 
fir? 

Orl. Is your name Signlor Matheo f 
Mat My name is Sig?iior Matheo. 

Orl. Is this Gentlewoman your wife, fir ? 

Mat This Gentlewoman is my wife, fir. 

Orl The Defiinies fpin a flrong and euen thread 
of both your loues : the Mothers owne face, 1 ha not 
forgot that, I’m an old man, fir, & am troubled with a 
whorefon fait rhewme, that I cannot hold my water. 
Gentlewoman, the lafl man I ferued was your Father. 
Bel IMy Father? any tongue that founds his 
name, 

Speakes Muficke to me ; welcome good old man. 

How does my father ? Hues he ^ has he health ? 

How does my father ? I fo much doe fiiame him, 
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So mticli doe wound him, that I fcarce dare name 
him. 

OrL I can fpeake no more. 

Mat How now old Lad, what doeft cry ? 

OrL The rhewme Hill, fir, nothing elfe ; I fhould 
be well feafond, for mine eyes lye in brine : looke you, 
hr, I haue a fuite to you. 

Math. What is’t, my little white pate % 

OrL Troth, fir, I haue a mind to feme yopr Wor- 
fhip. 

Mat To ferue mel Troth, my friend, my for- 
tunes are, as a man may fay 

OrL Nay looke you, fir, I know when all fmnes 
are old in vs, and goe vpon Cmtches, that Couetouf- 
nelTe does but then lie in her Cradle ; 'Tis not fo with 
me. Letcheiy loues to dwell in the fairefl lodging, 
and Couetoufnefle in the oldell buildings, that are 
ready to fail : but my white head, fir, is no Inne for 
fuch a goffip. If a Seruingman at my yeeres be not 
flored with bisket enough, that has fayled about the 
world to ferue him the voyage out of his life, and to 
bring him EafL-home ; 111 pitty but all his daies fliould 
be failing daies : I care not lo much for wages, for I 
haue fcraped a handfull of gold together ; I haue a 
little money, fir, which I would put into your Worihips 
hands, not fo much to make it more. 

Mat No, no, you fay well, thou fayefl well ; but 
I muft tell you : How much is the money, layeil 
thou ? 

OrL About twenty pound. Sir. 

Mat Twenty pound % Let me fee : that fhall 
bring thee in, after ten per cetiiim^ per amium, 

OrL No, no, no, fir, no ; I cannot abide to haue 
money ingeiider : fye vpon this filuer Lechery, fye ; 
if I may haue meat to my mouth, and rags to my 
backe, and a flock-bed to fnort vpon, when I die, the 
longer liuer take all. 

Mat A good old Boy, yfaith, if thou ferueil me, 
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thou lhalt eat as I eat, drinke as I drinke, lye as / 
and ride as /ride. 

OrL That's if you haue money to hire horfes. 

Mai. Fro7it. What doefl thou thinke on’t ? This 
good old Lad here fhall ferue me. 

Bel. Alas, 3faf/ieo, wilt thou load a backe 
That is already broke ? 

Mat Peace, pox on you, peace, there's a tricke 
in’t, I flye hye, it diall be fo. Front as I tell you : 
giue me thy hand, thou fhalt ferae me yfaith ; wel- 
come : as for your money 

Orl. Nay, looke you fir, I haue it here. 

Mat Pefh, keepe it thy felfe, man, and then th'art 
fure 'tis fafe. 

Orl. Safe 1 and 'twere ten thoufand Duckets, 
your Worfhip fhould be my caflvkceper ; I haue heard 
what your Worfliip is, an excellent dunghill Cocke, to 
fcatter all abroad : but He venture twenty pound on's 
head. 

Mat And didfl. thou feme my Worfliipfull Father- 
in-law, Signtor Orlando Frifcalaldo^ that mad man 
once % 

Orl. I feraed him fo long, till he turned me out of 
doores. 

Mat It's a notable Chuffe, I ha not feene him 
many a day. 

Orl. No matter and you ne'r fee him ; it's an 
arrant Grandy, a Churle, and as damnd a cut-throat 

Bel. Thou villaine, curb thy tongue, thou art a 
ludas, 

To fell thy Mailers name to Hander thus. 

Mat Away Afle, he fpeakes but truth, thy father is 
a — 

Bel. Gentleman. 

Mat And an old knaue, there’s more deceit in him 
then in Hxteene Poticaries : it's a Deiiill, thou maia 
beg, llarue, hang, damne ; does he fend thee fo much 
as a cheefe ? 
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OrL Or fo much as a Gammon of Bacon, 

Heell giue it his Dogs firil. 

Mat A layie, a layle. 

OrL A lew, a lew, fir. 

Mat A Dog- 

OrL An Englifh Mafliffe, fir. 

Mat Pox rot out his old flinking garbage. 

Bel, Art not afhamed to ftrike an abfent man 
thus ? 

Art not afhamed to let this vild Dog barke, 

And bite my Father thus % He not indure it ; 

Out of my doores, bafe flaue. 

Mat Your dores a vengeance? I fhall Hue to 
cut that old rogues throat, for all you take his part 
thus. 

OrL He lhall Hue to fee thee hangd firfl. 

Enter Hipollito. 

Mat Godsfo my Lord, your Lordfhip is mofl wel- 
come, 

I^m proud of this, my Lord. 

Hip, Was bold to fee you. 

Is that your wife ? 

Mat Yes fir. 

Hip, He borrow her lip. 

Mat With all my heart, my Lord. 

OrL Who^s this, I pray fir % 

Mat My Lord Hipollito : what’s thy name? 

OrL Pacheco, 

Mat Pacheco^ fine name ; Thou feeft Pacheco^ 
I keepe company with no Scondrels, nor bafe fel- 
lowes. 

Hip, Came not my Footman to you ? 

Bel, Yes my Lord. 

Hip, I fent by him a Diamond and a Letter, 

Did you receiue them ? 

Bel, Yes my Lord, I did. 

Hip, Read you the letter ? 
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BeL O’re and oVe tis read. 

Hip, And faith your anfwer ? 

Bel,, Now the time's not fit, 

You fee, ray Husbands here. 

Hip. He now then leaue you, 

And choofe mine houre ; but ere I part away, 

Harke, you remember I mull haue no nay. 

Maiheo^ I will leaue you. 

Mat A glaffe of wine. 

Hip. Not now, He vifit you at other times. 

Yare come off well then 1 

Mat Excellent well, I thanke your Lordfliip : I 
owe you my life, my Lord ; and will pay my bed 
blood in any feruice of yours. 

Hip. He take no fuch clcare payment, harke you 
Mathco, I know, the prifon is a gulfc, if money runne 
low with you, my purfc is yours ; call for it. 

Mat Faith my Lord, I thanke ray flarres, they 
fend me downe fome ; I cannot fmke, fo long as thefe 
bladders hold. 

Hip. I will not fee your fortunes ebbe, pray try. 

To llarue in full barnes were fond modefly. 

Mat Open the doore, firra. 

Hip. Drinke this, and anon I pray thee ffiue thv 
Miflris this. ExU. 

Of I* 0 Noble Spirit, if no worfe gucfls here 
dwell, 

My blue coate fits on my old dioulders w^cll. 

Mat The onely royall fellow, he's bounteous as 
the Indies, whafs that he faid to thee, BeUafmii% 

Bel. Nothing. 

Mat I prethee good Girle % 

BeL Why I tell you nothing. 

Mat Nothing? it’s well: trickes, that I mua be 
beholden to a fcald hot-liuerd gotifli Gallant, to Hand 
with my cap in my hand, and vaile bonnet, when I ha 
fpred as lofty /ayles as himfelfe, wud I had becne 
, Nothing ? Packcco, brufli my cloakc. 

Orl. Where is’t, fir ? 
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Mat Come, wee’ll flye hye. 

Nothing ? there is a whore hill in thine eye. 

Orl My twenty pounds fliyes high, O wretched 
woman, 

This varlot’s able to make Lttcrece common. 

How now Mihris ? has my Maher dyed you into this 
fad colour ? 

Bel. Fellow, be gone I pray thee, if thy tongue 
itch after talke fo much, feeke out thy Maher, th’art a 
fit inhrument for him. 

Orl. Zownes, I hope he will not play vpon me % 
Bel. Play on thee ^ no, you two will hye toge- 
ther, 

Becaufe you are rouing arrowes of one feather. 

Would thou wouldh leaue my houfe, thou ne’r fhalt 
Pleafe me weaue thy nets ne’r fo hye, 

Thou flialt be but a fpider in mine eye. 

Th’art ranke with poyfon, poyfon teniperd well, 

Is food for health ; but thy blacke tongue doth fwell 
With venome, to hurt him that gaue thee bread, 

To wrong men abfent, is to fpurne the dead. 

And fo did’h thou thy Maher, and my Father. 

Orl. You haue fmall reafon to take his part ; for 
I haue heard him fay hue hundred times, you were 
as arrant a whore as euer hiffned tiffany neckcloathes 
in water-harch vpon a Saturday ’ith afternoone. 

Bel Let him fay worfe, when for the earths 
offence 

Hot vengeance through the marble cloiides is driuen, 
Is’t fit earth fhoot agen thofe darts at heauen 1 

Orl And fo if your Father call you whore you’ll 
not call him old knaue : Frifcahaldo., fhe carries thy 
mind vp and downe ; fhe’s thine owne fiehi, blood, 
and bone ; troth Mihris, to tell you true, the hre- 
workes that ran from me vpon lines againh my good 
old Maher, your father, were but to try how my 
young Maher, your Husband loued fuch fquibs : but 
it’s well knowne, I lone your father as my felfe ; He 
ride for him at midmight, runne for you by Owle- 
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light ; He dye for hinij drudge for you ; He i1ye low, 
and He flye hye (as iny Mailer faics) to doc you good^ 
if you’ll forgiue me. 

BeL I am not made of marble : I forgiue thee. 
Orl. Nay, if you were made of marble, a good 
Stone-cutter might cut you : I hope the twenty pound 
I deiiuered to my Mailer, is in a furc hand. 

BeL In a fure hand 1 warrant thee for fpending. 
Orl I fee my yong Mafler is a mad-cap, and a 
hmis foems, I loue him well, Miflris : yet as well as I 
loue him, He not play the knaue with you ; looke you, 
I could cheate you of ibis purfe full of money ; but I 
am an old Lad, and I fcorne to cunny-catch : yet I ha 
beene Dog at a Cony in my time. 

Bel A purfe, where hadfl it ? 

Orl The Gentleman that went away, whifperd in 
mine eare, and charged me to giue it you. 

Bei. The Lord Hippollito ? 

OrL Yes, if he be a Lord, he gaue it me. 

BeL ’Tis all gold, 

OrL ’Tis like fo : it may be, he thinkes you want 
money, and therefore beftowes his almes brauely, 

like a Lord. 

BcL He thinkes a filuer net can catch the poore, 
Here’s baite to clioake a Nun, and tume her whore. 
Wilt thou be honefl to me % 

Orl . As your nailes to your fingers, which I thinke 
neuer deceiued you. 

BelL Thou to this Lord llialt goe, commend me to 
him, 

And tell him this, the Towne has held out long, 
Becaufe (within) ’twas rather true, then llrong. 

To fell it now were bafe ; Say ’tis no hold 
Built of weake ftuflTe, to be blowne yp with gold. 

He lhall beleeue thee by this token, or this : 

If not, by this. 

Orl. Is this all ? 

Bel, This is all. 

Orl. Mine owne Girle Hill. 
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Bel A Starre may llioote, not fall. 

Exit Bellafront 

Orl A Starre % nay, tliou art more then the moone, 
for thou hail neither changing quarters, nor a man 
Handing in thy circle with a buHi of thornes. Is’t 
poffible the Lord Hifollifo^ whofe face is as ciuill as 
the outfide of a Dedicatory Booke, fhould be a Mut- 
tonmunger % A poore man has but one Ewe, and this 
Grandy Sheepe-biter leaues whole Flockes of fat 
Weathers (whom he may knocke downe), to deuoure 
this. He trafl neither Lord nor Butcher with quicke 
fiefh for this tricke ; the Cuckoo I fee now fmgs all 
the yeere, though euery man cannot heare him, but 
He fpoyle his notes ; can neither Loue-letters, nor the 
Deuils common Pick-lockes (Gold) nor Precious 
Stones make my Girle draw vp her Percullis : hold 
out Hill, wench. 

All are not Bawds (I fee now) that keepe doores, 

Nor all good wenches that are markt for Whores. 

Exit 


E7iter Candido, Lodouico like a Prentice. 

Lod. Come, come, come, what do yee lacke, fir 1 
what doe ye lacke, fir ? what is’t ye lacke fir % is not my 
Worfliip well fuited % did you euer fee a Gentleman 
better dilguifed ? 

Ca7id. Neuer, beleeue me, Signior. 

Lod. Yes : but when he has bin drunke, there be 
Prentices would make mad Gallants, for they would 
fpend all, and drinke, and whore, and fo forth ; and I 
fee we Gallants could make mad Prentices. How 
does thy wife like me % Nay, I muH not be fo fawcy, 
then I fpoyie all ; pray you how does my MiHris like 
me % 

Ca7id. Well : for Ihe takes you for a very fimple 
fellow. 

Lod. And they that are taken for fuch, are com- 
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moniy the arrantefl knaues : but to our Comedy 
come. 

Cand. I fliall not adl it, chide you fay, and fret, 
And grow impatient : I fliali neuer doo’t. 

Lod. S’blood, cannot you doc as all the world 
does ? counterfet 

Cand. Were I a Painter, that llioiild line by draw- 
ing nothing but Pidlures of an angry man, 1 Ihould 
not earne my colours ; I cannot doo’t. 

Lod. Remember y’are a Linnen Draper, and that 
if you giue your wife a yard, file’ll take an ell : giue 
her not therefore a quarter of your yard, not a 
nayle. 

Cand. Say I fhould turne to Ice, and nip her lone 
Now ’tis but in the bud. 

Lod. Well, fay file’s nipt. 

Ca7id. It will fo ouercharge her heart with griofc, 
That like a Cannon, when her figlies goe off, 

She in her duty cither will recoyle, 

Or breake in pieces and fo dye : her death, 

By my vnkindneffe might be counted murther, 

Lod. Dye? neuer, neuer ; I doe not bid you beat 
her, nor giue her blacke eyes, nor pinch her Tides : but 
croffe her humours. Are not Bakers armes the skalcs 
of lullice? yet is not their bread light? and may not 
you I pray bridle her with a fiiarpe bit, yet ride her 
gently? 

Cand. Weil, I will try your pills, doc you your 
faithful! feruice, and bee ready flill at a pinch to 
helpe me in this part, or elfe I fliall be out deane. 

Lod. Come; come, He prompt you. 

Cand. lie call her forth now, fliall 1 1 

Lod. Doe, doe, brauely. 

^ Cand. Lukoj I pray bid your Miflris to come 
hither. 

J^d. Lukcy I pray bid your Miflris to come hither. 

Ca7id. Sirra, bid my wife come to me : why, when 

Luke. Prefently, fir, flie comes.--— 
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Zed, La you, there’s the eccho, Ihe comes. 

jEnier £ride. 

Bride, What is your pleafure with me ? 

Cand, Mary wife, 

I haue intent, and (you fee) this flripling here. 

He beares good wdll and liking to my trade, 

And meanes to deale in Linnen. 

Lod, Yes indeed, fir, I would deale in Linnen, if 
my Miflris like me fo well as I like her % 

Cand, I hope to finde him honefl, pray good wdfe 
looke that his bed and chamber be made ready. 

Bride, Y’are bell to let him hire mee for his 
maide % I looke to his bed % looke too’t your felfe. 

Cand, Euen fo 
I fweare to you a great oath. 

Lod, Sweare, cry Zoundes. 

Cand, I will not, goe to wife, I will not 
Lod. That your great oath ? 

Cand. Swallow thefe gudgeons. 

Lod. Well laid. 

Bride, Then fall, then you may choofe. 

Ca7id. You know at Table 
What trickes you played, fwaggerd, b roke glafles 1 
Fie, 

Fie, fie, fie : and now before my Prentice here 
You make an affe of me ; thou (what fliall I call 
thee T) 

Bride. Euen what you will. 

Lod. Call her arrant whore. 

Caiid, Oh fie, by no meanes, then Ihe’ll call me 
Cuckold, firrah, goe looke fco’th fiiop : how does 
fiiow % 

Lod, Excellent well, He goe looke to the fliop, fir. 
Fine Cambricks, Lawnes, what doe you lacke. 

Exit Lodouico. 

Cand, A curft Cowes milke I ha drunke once 
before, 

And ’twas fo ranke in tafle, He drinke no more. 

Wife, He tame you. 
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Bride. You may, fir, if you can, 

But at a wraflling I haue feene a fellow 
Limbd like an Oxe, throwne by a little man, 

Cand. And fo you’ll throw me. Reach me ( Ivnaiicy) 
a yard. 

Lod. A Yard for my Mafler. 

I. Frm. My Mafler is growne valiant 
Cand. He teach you fencing trickes. 

Omnes. Rare, rare ; a prize. 

Lod. What will you doe, fir ? 

Can. Mary, my good Prentice, nothing but breathe 
my wife. 

Bride. Breathe me with your yard ? 

Lod. No, hell but meafure you out, forfooth. 

Bride. Since you’ll needes fence, handle your 
weapon well. 

For if you take a yard, He take an ell 
Reach me an ell 
Lod. An ell for my Miflris. 

Keep the lawes of the Noble Science, fir, & meafure 
•weapons with her; your yard is a plain e Hcathcnifli 
weapon ; lis too fhort, fhe may giue you a handfull, & 
yet youl not reach her. 

Cand. Yet I ha the longer arme, come fall too’t 
roundly, 

And fpare not me (mfe) for He lay’t on foundly. 

If o’re husbands their wiues will needes be Mailers, 
We men will haue a law to win’t at waflers. 

Lod. ’Tis for the breeches, is’t not ? 

Cand. For the breeches. 

Bride. Husband I am for you, He not flrike in 
iefl. 

Cand. Nor I. 

Bride. But will you figne to one requeft ? 

Cand. What’s that 1 

Bride. Let me giue the firfl blow. 

Cand. The firfl blow, wife, fliall I % Prompt f 
Lod, Let her ha’te. 

If fhe flrike hard, in to her, and breake her pate. 
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Cand. A bargaine. Strike. 

Bride. Then guard you from this blow, 

For I play all at legges, but ’tis thus low. She kneeks. 
Behold, I am fuch a cunning Fencer growne, 

I keepe my ground, yet downe I will be throwne 
With the leafl blow you giue me, I difdaine 
The wife that is her husbands Soueraigne. 

She that vpon your pillow firfl did reft, 

They fay, the breeches wore, which I deteft : 

The taxe which flie impofed vpon you, I abate you, 

If me you make your Mafter, I fhall hate you. 

The world fhall iudge who offers faireft play : 

You win the breeches, but I win the day. 

Cand. Thou winft the day indeed, giue me thy 
hand, 

He challenge thee no more : my patient breft 
Plaid thus the Rebell, onely for a ieft : 

Here’s the rancke rider that breakes Colts, ftis he 
Can tame the mad folkes, and curft wiues. 

Bride, Who, your man ? 

Cand, My man % my Mafter, tho his head be bare, 
But he’s fo courteous, he’ll put off his haire. 

Lod, Nay, if your feruice be fo hot, a man cannot 
keepe his haire on, He feme you no longer. 

Bride, Is this your Schoolemafter ? 

Lod, Yes faith, wench, I taught him to take thee 
downe : I hope thou canft take him downe without 
teaching ; 

You ha got the conqueft, and you both are friends. 
Cand, Beare witnes elfe. 

Lod. My Prentifhip then ends. 

Ca?id, For the good feruice you to me haue done, 
I giue you all your yeeres. 

Lod, I thanke you Mafter. 

He kiffe my Miftris now, that fhe may fay, 

My man was bound, and free all in one day. Exeunt 

Efiter Orlando, and Infselice. 

Infm, From whom faieft thou ? 
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Orla. From apoore Gentlewomanj Madam, wlionn 
I feme. 

And whats your bufineffe !■ 

Orla, This, Madam : my poore hfiflris has a waile 
piece of ground, which is her owne by inheritance, 
and left to her by her mother ; There’s a Lord now 
that goes about, not to take it cleane from her, but to 
inclofe it to himfelfe, and to ioyne it to a piece of his 
Lordihips. 

Inf<z, 'VlHiat would Hie haue me doe in this ? 

Orla. No more, Madam, but what one woman 
Ihould doe for another in fiich a cafe. My Honour- 
able Lord, your Husband would doe any thing in her 
behalfe, but fhee had rather put her felfe into your 
hands, becaufe you (a woman) may doe more with 
the Duke your Father. 

InfcB. Where lyes this Land ? 

Orl Within a flones caft of this place ; my Mi (Iris, 
I think, would be content to let him cnioy it after 
her deceafe, if that would feme his tiirnc, fo my 
Mailer would yeeld too : but Ihe cannot abide to 
heare that the Lord fliould meddle -with it in her 
life time. 

Infa. Is Ihe then married? why llirres not her 
Husband in it ? 

Orl Her Husband flirres in it vnder hand : but 
becaufe the other is a great rich man, my Mafler is 
loth to be feene in it too much. 

Inf(B. Let her in writing draw the caufc at large : 
And I will moue the Duke. 

Orl. Tis fet downe, Madam, here in blacke and 
white already: worke it fo, Madam, that Ihc may 
keepe her owne without diflurbance, grieuance, mo- 
legation, or medling of any other ; and Hie beflowes 
this purfe of gold on your Ladyfliip. 

lnf<E. Old man, He pleade for her, but take no 
fees: 

Giue Lawyers them, I fwim not in that flood, 

He touch no gold, till I haue done her good. 
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OrL I would all Prodlors Clearkes were of your 
minde, I Ihould law more amongfl them then I doe 
then ; here, Madam, is the furuey, not onely of the 
Manner it felfe, but of the Grange hoiife, with euery 
Medow paflure, Plough-land, Cony-borough, Filh- 
pond, hedge, ditch, and bufh that hands in it. 

Infm. My Husbands name, and hand and feale 
at armes to a Louedetter ? Where hadh thou this 
writing ? 

Orla. From the forefaid party, Madam, that 
would keepe the forefaid Land out of the forefaid 
Lords fingers. 

Inf(E. My Lord turnd Ranger now % 

OrL Y’are a good Huntreffe, Lady, you ha found 
your Game already: your Lord would faine be a 
Ranger, but my Mihris requefls you to let him runne 
a courfe in your owne Parke, if you’ll not doo’t for 
loue, then doo’t for money ; fhe has no white money, 
but there’s gold, or elfe ilie praies you to ring him by 
this token, and fo you fliall be fure his nofe will not 
be rooting other mens paflures. 

Ififm, This very purfe was wouen with mine owne 
hands, 

This Diamond on that very night, when he 
Vntyed my Virgin girdle, gaue I him : 

And muft a common Harlot lhare in mine ? 

Old man, to quit thy paines, take thou the gold. 

OrL Not I, Madam, old Seruingmen want no 
money. 

Lifm. Cupid himfelfe was fure his Secretary, 

Thefe lines are euen the Arrowes Loue let flies. 

The very Incke dropt out of Verms eyes. 

Orla. I doe not thinke, Madam, but hee fetcht off 
fome Poet or other for thofe lines, for they are parlous 
Plawkes to flie at wenches. 

Infm. Here’s honied poyfon, to me he ne’r thus 
writ, 

But Luff can fet a double edge on wit 

Orla. Nay, that’s true, Madam, a wench will whet 
any thing, if it be not too dull 
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Infm. Oathes, promifes, preferments, lewcls, gold, 
What fnares fliould breake, if all thefc caimot hold % 
What creature is thy MifLris 1 

OrL One of thofe creatures that are contrary to 
man ; a woman. 

Infee. What manner of woman ? 

OrL A little tiny woman, lower then your Ladi- 
Ihip by head and flroulders, but as mad a wench as 
euer vnlaced a petticote : thefe things fliould I indeed 
haue deliuered to my Lord your Husband. 

Infm. They are deliuered better ; Why fliould ilie 
fend backe thefe things 

OrL Ware, ware, there’s knauery. 

Infm, Strumpets like cheating gameflers will not 
win 

At firft thefe are but baites to draw him in. 

How might I learne his hunting houres ? 

OrL The Irifh Footman can tell you all his hunt- 
ing houres, the Parke he hunts in, the Doe he would 
flrike, that Irifli Shackatory beates the bulh for him, 
and knowes all; he brought that Letter, and that 
Ring ; he is the Carrier. 

Infm. Knowetl thou what other gifts haue pafl be- 
tweene them ? 

Orl. Little S. PatricJze knowes all. 

Infm. Him He examine prefently. 

OrL Not whiled I am here, fweet Madam. 

Infm. Be gon then, & what lyes in me command. 

Exit Orl. 


iLfiter Bryan. 

Infm. Come hither firra, how much cod thofe 
Satins, and cloth of Siluer, which my husband fent by 
you to a low Gentlewoman yonder ? 

Bry. Faat Sattins % faat Siluers, faat low Gentle- 
folkes % dow prated dow knowed not what, yfaat la. 
Infm. She there, to whom you carried letters. 

Bry. By dis hand and bod dow faid true, if I did 
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Lifm. Did your Lord neuer fend you with a Ring, 
fir, fet with a Diamond % 

Bry, Neuer, fa crees fa me, neuer ; he may runne 
at a towfand rings yfaat, and I neuer hold his flirrop, 
till he leape into de faddle. By S. Patrickey Madam, 
I neuer touch my Lords Diamond, nor euer had to 
doe, yfaat la, with any of his precious Hones. 

Enter Hipollito. 

Are you fo clofe^ you Bawd, you pandring 

How now ? why Bifcelice ? what’s your quar- 

Out of my fight, bafe varlet, get thee gone. 
Away you rogue. 

Slawne loot, fare de well, fare de well. Ah 
marra^h frofat hoddah hrecn. Exit 

Hip, What, growne a fighter ? prethee what’s the 
matter 1 

InfcB, If you’ll needs know, it was about the 
clocke : how workes the day, my Lord, (pray) by your 
watch % 

Hip. Left you cufie me, He tell you prefently : I 
am neere two. 

Bif(B, How, two ? I am fcarce at one. 

Hip. One of vs then goes falfe. 

Infm. Then fure ’tis you, 

Mine goes by heauens Diail, (the Sunne) and it goes 
true. 

Hip. I thinke (indeed) mine runnes fomewhat too 
fafl. 

Infm. Set it to mine (at one) then. 

Hip. One ? ’tis paft : 

’Tis pafL one by the Sunne. 

Infm. Faith then belike, 

Neither your clocke nor mine does truely flrike, 

And fmce it is vncertaine which goes true, 

Better be falfe at one, then falfe at two. 

Hip. Y’are very pleafant, Madam. 
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InfcB. Yet not merry. 

Hip Why InfmUce, what fliould make you fad t* 
lnf(B, Nothing my Lord, but my falfc watch, pray 
tell me. 

You fee, my clocke, or yours is out of frame, 

Mud we vpon the Workeman lay the blame, 

Or on oiirfelves that keepe them ? 

Hip. Faith on both. 

He may by knauery fpoile them, we by doth, 

But why talke you all riddle thus 1 I read 
Strange Comments in those margines of your lookes : 
Your cheekes of late are (like bad printed Bookes) 

So dimly charadlred, I fcarce can fpell, 

One line of loue in them. Sure all’s not well. 

Infe. All is not well indeed, my dearell l.ord, 
Locke vp thy gates of hearing, that no found 
Of what I fpeake may enter. 

Hip. What meanes this 1 

InfcB. Or of my owne tongue mufl my felfe betray, 
Count it a dreame, or turnc thine eyes away, 

And thinke me not thy wife. She hiedes. 

Hip, Why doe you kneele % 

Inf(&. Earth is fumes cudiion : when the fickc foulc 
feeles her felfe growing poore, then Ihc turnes begger, 
cryes and kneelesfor helpe : BipolUto (for husband ! 
dare not call thee) I haue flolne that Icwcll of my 
chafle honour (which was onely thine) and given it to 
a flaue. 

Hip, Hah % 

InfcB, On thy pillow adultery & lull haue fleet, 
thy Groome 

Hath climbed the vnlawfull tree, and pluckt the 
fweets, 

A villaine hath vfurped a husbands flieetes. 

Hip. S’death, who, (a Cuckold) who ? 

Inf a. This Irilh Footman. 

Mip. Worfe then damnation, a %vilde Kerne, a 
Frogge, a Dog: whom lie fcarce fpurne. Longed 
you for Shamocke ? were it my fathers father (heart) 
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He kill him, although I take him on his death-bed 
gafping ’twixt heauen and hell ; a fhag-haired Cur ? 
Bold Strumpet, why hangefl thou on me ? thinkfl He 
be a Bawde to a Whore, becaufe fhe’s Noble 1 
Inf(z. I beg but this, 

Set not my fhame out to the worlds broad eye, 

Yet let thy vengeance (like my fault) foare hye, 

So it be in darkned ciowdes. 

Hip. Darkned 1 my homes 
Cannot be darkned, nor fhall my reuenge. 

A Harlot to my flaue ? the adl is bafe, 

Common, but foule, fo fhall not thy difgrace : 

Could not I feed your appetite % oh women 
You were created Angels, pure and faire ; 

But fmce the firfl fell, tempting Deuils you are, 

You fliould be mens blifle, but you proue their rods. 
Were there no women, men might liue like gods ; 

You ha beene too much downe already, rife, 

Get from my fight, and henceforth fhun my bed, 

He with no Strumpets breath be poyfoned. 

As for your Irillr Luhrican^ that fpirit 
Whom by prepoflrous charmes thy lull hath raifed 
In a wrong Circle, him He damne more blacke 
Then any Tyrants foule. 

Infm. HipolUto 1 

Hip, Tell me, didfl thou baite Hookes to draw 
him to thee, or did he bewitch thee 1 
Infm. The flaue did woo me. 

Hip, Two wooes in that Skreech-owles language ? 
Oh who would trufl your corcke-heeld fex ? I thinke 
to fate your lufl, you would loue a Horfe, a Beare, a 
croaking Toade, fo your hot itching veines might 
haue their bound, then the wild Irifli Dart was 
throwne. Come, how % the manner of this fight 
InfcB. ’Twas thus, he gaue me this battery firfl. 
Oh I 

Miflake, beleeue me, all this in beaten gold : 

Yet I held out, but at length thus was charm’d.^ 

What I change your Diamond wench, the a<Sl is bafe, 

K 2 
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Common, but foule, fo (hall not your tlifgrace : 

Could not I feed your appetite ? Oh Men, 

You were created Angels, pure and faire, 

But fince the firfl fell, worfe then Deuils you are. 

You fliould our fhields be, but you prone our rods. 
Were there no Men, Women might line like gods. 
Guilty my Lord ? 

Hip. Yes, guilty my good Lady. 

Inf(E, Nay, you may laugh, but henceforth Onui 
my bed, 

With no whores leanings He be poyfoned. Exit 
Hip. O’re-reach’d fo finely] ^Tis the very Dia- 
mond 

And Letter which T fent : this villany 

Some Spider clofely weaues, whofe poyfond bulke 

I mull let forth. Who’s there witlioiit % 

Seruant. My Lord calls. within. 

Hip. Send me the Footman. 

Ser, Call the Footman to my Lord. Bryan^ Bryan. 

Enter Bryan. 

Hip. It can be no man elfc, that Irifli Judas, 

Bred in a Country where no venom profpers, 

But in the Nations blood hath thus betraid me. 

Slaue, get you from your feruice. 

Bry. Faat meaneft thou by this now 1 
Hip. Queftion me not, nor tempt my fury, villaine, 
Couldll thou tume all the Mountaines in the land, 

To hills of gold, and giue me : here thou flayefl. 
not. 

Bry. I faat, I care not. 

Hip. Prate not, but get thee gone, I fliall fend elfe. 
Bry. I, doe predy, I had rather haue thee make 
a feabbard of my guts, and let out all de Irifii pud- 
dings in my poore belly, den to be a falfe kiiaiie to 
de I faat, I will neuer fee dyne own fweet face more. 
A mawhid deer agra^ fare de well, fare de well, I wil 
goe Ileale Cowes agen in Ireland. Exit. 
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He’s damn’d that rais’d this whirlewind, which 
hath blowne 

Into her eyes this iealoufie : yet He on. 

He on, flood armed Deuiis flaring in my face, 

To be purfiied in flight, quickens the race, 

Shall my blood flreames by a wiues lufl be bard ? 
Fond woman, no : Iron growes by flrokes more hard, 
Lawleffe defires are feas fcoming all bounds, 

Or fulphure which being ram’d vp, more confounds, 
Strugling with mad men, madnes nothing tames^ 
Winds wraflling with great fires, incenfe the flames. 

Exit 

Enter Matheo, Bellafront, and Orlando, 

Bet How now, what ayles your Mafler ? 

Orl. Has taken a yonger brothers purge, forfooth, 
and that workes with him. 

Bel. Where is his Cloake and Rapier ? 

Orl. He has giuen vp his Cloake, and his Rapier 
is bound to the Peace ; If you looke a little higher, 
you may fee that another hath entred into hatband for 
him too. Sixe and foure haue put him into this 
fweat 

Bel. Where’s all his money % 

Orl. ’Tis put ouer by exchange : his doublet was 
going to be tranflated, but for me : if any man would 
ha lent but halfe a ducket on his beard, the haire of 
it had fluft a paire of breeches by this time ; I had 
but one poore penny, and that I was glad to niggle out, 
and buy a holly-wand to grace him thorow the ftreete. 
As hap was, his bootes were on, and them I duflied, 
to make people thinke he had beene riding, and I had 
runne by him. 

Bell Oh me, how does my fweet Matheo % 

Mat Oh Rogue, of what deuiixfh fluffe are tliefe 
Dice made off ? the parings of the Deuiis comes of his 
toes, that they ranne thus damnably. 

Bel. I prethee vex not. 

Mat If any handy-crafts man -was euer Jufired to 
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keep fhop in hell, it will he a Dice-maker ; he’s able 
tovndoe more foulcs then the Oeuill ; I jilaid with 
mine owne Dice, yet loft. Ha you any money 1 

BeL Las I ha none. 

Mat Muft haue money, niufl haue fomc, raufl 
haue a Cloake, and Rapier, and tilings : will you goe 
fet your limetwigs, and get me feme birds, feme 
money ? 

Bel What limetwigs fliould I fet ? 

Mat. You will not then? Mud haue cafli and 
pi6lures : doe ye heare, (frailty) lhall I walke in a 
Plimoiith Cloake, (that’s to fay) like a rogue, in my 
hofe and doublet, and a crabtree cudgell in my hand, 
and you fwimme in your Sattins % mufl haue money, 
come. 

OrL Is’t bed-time, Mailer, that you vnelo my 
Millris ? 

BeL Vndoe me ? Yes, yes, at thefe rillings 
I haue beene too often. 

Mat Helpe to flea, Pacheco* 

OrL Rleaing call you it ? 

Mat He pawne you by’th Lord, to your very eye- 
browes. 

Bel With all my heart, fmee heauen will haue me 
poore, 

As good be drown’d at fea, as drown’d at fliore, 

OrL Ydiy heare you, fir? yfaith doe not make 
away her Gowne. 

Mat Oh it’s Summer, it’s Summer \ your oncly 
fafliion for a woman now, is to be light, to be light 

OrL Why, pray fir, employ fome of that nioney 
you haue of mine. 

Mat. Thine ? He flarue firfl, He beg firfl \ when I 
touch a penny of that, let thefe fingers ends rot. 

OrL So they may, for that’s pad touching. I 
faw my twenty pounds flye hie. 

Mat Knowed thou neuer a damn’d Broker about 
the Citty ? 

Orl Damn’d Broker ? yes, flue hundred. 
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Mat The Gowne flood me in aboiie twenty 
Duckets, borrow ten of it, cannot line without filuer. 
Orle. He make what I can of it, fir, lie be your 
Broker, 

But not your clambM broker : Oh thou fcurvy knaue, 
What makes a wife turne whore, but fuch a flaue ? 

Exit. 

Mat. How now little chicke, what aylefl, weeping 
For a handfull of Taylors fhreds ? pox on them, are 
there not hikes enow at Mercers ? 

Bet I care not for gay feathers, I. 

Mat What doefl care for then % why doefl grieue ? 
Bel Why doe I grieue? A thoufand forrowes 
ftrike 

At one poore heart, and yet it Hues. Matheo, 

Thou art a GamefLer, prethee throw at all, 

Set all vpon one call, we kneele and pray, 

And flruggle for life, yet mufl be cafl away. 

Meet inifery quickly then, fplit ail, fell all, 

And when thou hafl fold all, fpend it, but I befeech 
thee 

Build not thy mind on me to coyne thee more. 

To get it wouldfl thou haue me play the whore ? 

Mat ’Twas your profeffion before I married you. 
Bel Vmh 1 it was indeed : if all men fhould be 
branded 

For finnes long fmce laid vp, who could be faued ? 
The Quarter day’s at hand, how will you doe 
To pay the Rent, Matheo % 

Mat Why? doe as all of our occupation doe 
again ft Quarter daies : breake vp houfe, remoue, 
fhift your lodgings, pox a your Quarters. 

Enter Lodouico. 

Zod. Where’s this Gallant ? 

Mut Signior Lodouico ? how does my little Mirror 
of Knight-hood % this is kindly done yfaith : welcome 
by my troth. 

Lod, And how doefl, froiicke? Sane you faire 
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Lady. Thou lookefl fmug and braiiely, Noble Mai 
Mat Drinke and feed, laugh and lie warme. 

Lod. Is this thy wife % 

Mat A poore Gentlewoman, fir, whom I make 
vfe of a nights. 

Lod. Pay cuflome to your lips, fweet Lady. 

Mat Borrow fome fliells of him, fome wine, fweet 
heart 

Lod. He fend fcPt then yfaith. ^ 

Mat You fend foPt ? Some wine I prethee- 
Bel I ha no money. 

Mat S’blood, nor I : What wine loue you, Sig- 
nior ? 

Lod. Here, or He not Hay, I proteil ; trouble the 
Gentlewoman too much t Exit Bellafront 

And what newes flies abroad, Matheo ? 

Mat Troth, none. Oh Signior^ we ha beene merry 
in our daies. 

Lod. And no doubt lhall agen. 

The Diuine powers neuer fhoot Darts at men 
Mortall, to kill them. 

Mat You fay true. 

Lod. Why fliould we grieue at want? Say the 
world made thee 

Her Minnion, that thy head lay in her lap, 

And that fl;e danc^t thee on her wanton knee, 

She could but giue thee a whole world : that’s all, 

And that all’s nothing ; the worlds greatefl part 
Cannot fill vp one corner of thy heart. 

Say the three comers were all filld, alas 1 
Of what art thou poffeH, a thinne blowne glaffe : 

Such as by Boyes is puft into the aire. 

Were twenty Kingdomes thine, thou’dfl line in care ; 
Thou couid’fl not fleepe the better, nor line longer, 
Nor merrier be, nor healthfuller, nor ftronger. 

If then thou want’ll, thus make that want thy pleafure, 
No man wants all things, nor has all in meafure. 

Mat I am the mofl wretched fellow : fure fome 
left-handed Priefl chriflned me, I am fo vnlucky : I 
am neuer out of one puddle or another, Hill falling. 
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Enter Bellafront, and Orlando. 

Mat Fill out wine to my little finger. 

With my heart yfaith. 

Lad. Thankes, good Matheo. 

To your owne fweet felfe. 

Orl. All the Brokers hearts, fir, are made of flint, 
I can with all my knocking, flrike but fixe fparkes of 
fire out of them, here’s fixe duckets, if youle take 
them. 

Mat Giue me them: an euiii confcience gnaw 
them all, moths and plagues hang vpon their lowfie 
wardrobs. 

Lod, Is this your man, Matheo 1 An old Seruing- 
man. 

OrL You may giue me t’other halfe too, fir : 

That’s the Begger. 

Lod What haft there, gold*? 

Mat. A fort of Bafcalls are in my debt, (God 
knowes what) and they feed me with bits, with 
crummes, a pox choke them. 

Lod. A word, Matheo ; be not angry with me, 
Beleeue it that I know the touch of time, 

And can part copper (tho it be gilded o’re) 

From the true gold: the failes which thou doefl 
fpread, 

Would fhow well, if they were not borrowed. 

The found of thy low fortunes drew me hither, 

I giue my felfe vnto thee, prethee vfe me, 

I will bellow on you a fuite of Sattin, 

And all things elfe to fit a Gentleman, 

Becaufe I loue you. 

/ Mat Thankes, good Noble Knight 
I Lod. Call on me when you pleafe, 

\ Till then farewell. Exit 

’ -Mat Hall angled ? haft cut up this firelh^Salmon 1 
Eel. Wudft haue me be fo bafe ^ 

Mat It’s bafe to Ileale, it’s bafe to be a whore : 



ijS The Hon^ Whore. 

Thou’t be more bafe, He make tliee keepe a doore. 

Jix/V, 

Orl I hope he will not fncake away with all the 
money, will he ? 

Thou feefl he does. 

Orl Nay then it’s well. I fet my ]>raines vpon an 
vpright Lafl ; tho my wits be old, yet they are like a 
witherd pippin, wholfome. Looke you,^ Midris, I 
told him I had but fixe duckets of the (Knauc) Bro- 
ker, but I had eight, and kept thefe two for you. 

.Bel Thou fhouldd haue giuen him all 

Orl What, to flie hie 1 

Bel Like wanes, my mifery driues on mifcry. 

Exit, 

Orl Sell his wiues cloathes from her backe ? does 
any Poulterers wife pull chickins aline ? He Riots all 
abroad, wants all at home he Dices, whores, fwag- 
gers, fweares, cheates, borrowes, ]>awncs : lie giuc 
him hooke and line, a little more for all this. 

Yet fure i’th end he’ll delude all my hopes, 

And Ihew me a French tricke danc’d on the ropes. 

Exit 

Enter at one doore Lodouico and Carolo ; at another 
Bots, mid Mijiris Horlleach ^ Candido and his 
wife affeare in the Shop, 

Lod. Hift, hill, Lieutenant Bots^ how do’fl, man f 

Car, Wliither are you ambling, Madam Borf- 
leach ? 

JEorf, About worldly profit, fir : how doe your Wor- 
Ihips 1 

Bots, We want tooles, Gentlemen, to furnifli the 
trade : they weare out day and night, they weare out 
till no mettle bee left in their backe ; wee heare of two 
or three new Wenches are come vp with a Carrier, and 
your old Golhawke here is flying at them. 

Lod. And faith, what flelh haue you at home ? 
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Horf, Ordinary Difhes, by ray troth, fweet men, 
there’s few good i’th Cittie ; I am as well furniflit as 
any, and tho I fay it, as well cullom’d. 

Bots, We haue meates of all forts of dreffing ; we 
haue flew’d meat for your Frenchman, pretty light 
picking meat for your Italian, and that which is rotten 
roalled, for Doji Spmiiardo, 

Lod, A pox on’t 

Bots, We haue Poulterers ware for your fweet 
bloods, as Doue, Chickin, Ducke, Teale, Woodcocke, 
and fo forth : and Butchers meat for the Cittizen : yet 
Muttons fall very bad this yeere. 

Lod, Stay, is not that my patient Linnen Draper 
yonder, and my fine yong fraug Miflris, his wife 1 

Car, Sirra Grannam, He giue thee for thy fee 
twenty crownes, if thou canfL but procure me the wear- 
ing of yon veluet cap. 

Hof, You’d weare another thing befides the cap. 
Y’are a Wag. 

Bots, Twenty crownes % we’ll fliare, and He be your 
pully to draw her on. 

Lod. Doo’t prefently ; we’ll ha fome fport. 

Horf, Wheele you about, fweet men doe you fee, 
He cheapen wares of the man, whilefl Bots is doing 
with his wife. 

Lod, Too’t : if we come into the fhop to doe you 
grace, wee’ll call you Madam. 

Bots, Pox a your old face, giue it the badge of all 
fcuruy faces, a Mafque. 

Cand, What is’t you lacke, Gentlewoman ? Cam- 
bricke or Lawnes, or fine Hollands ? Pray draw 
neere, I can fell you a penny-worth. 

Bots, Some Cambricke for ray old Lady. 

Cajid. Cambricke ? you fhall, the pureil dried in 
MiUaji, 

Lod, and Car. Saue you, Signior Candida. 

Lod. How does my Noble Mailer % how my faire 
Miflris ? 
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Cand. My Worfliipfull good Seruant, view it well, 
for 'tis both fine and euen. 

Car, Cry you mercy, Madam, tho mask’d, [ 
thought it ihould be you by your man. Pray, Signior, 
fhew her the befl, for flie commonly deales for good 
ware. 

Catid, Then this fhall fit her, this is for your Ladi- 
fhip. 

Bofs. A word, I pray, there is a waiting Gentle- 
woman of my Ladies : her name is Ruyna^ jfaies file’s 
your Kinfworaan, and that you fliould be one of her 
Aunts. 

Wife, One of her Aunts 1 troth fir, I know her 
not. 

Bofs, If it pleafe you to bcflow the poore labour 
of your legs at any time, I will be your conuoy 
thither ? 

Wifi. I am a Snaile, fir, feklome leaue my houfe, 
iTt pleafe her to vifit me, fhe fliall be welcome. 

Bofs. Doe you heare ? the naked troth is : my 
Lady hath a yong Knight, herfonne, who loucs you, 
y’are made, if you lay hold vpont : this lewcll he fends 
you. 

Wife, Sir, I retume his loue and lewell with 
fcorne ; let goe my hand, or I fliall call my husband. 
You are an arrant Knaue. Bxif, 

Lod, Wliat, will fhe doe % 

Bofs, Doe? they fliall all doe if Bofs fets vpon 
them once, fhe was as if fhe had profeft the trade, 
fqueamifh at hrfl, at lafl I fliewed her this lewell, faid, 
a Knight fent it her. 

Lod, Is’t gold, and right flones % 

Bofs, Copper, Copper, I goe a fifliing with thefe 
baites. She nibbled, but wild not fwallow the liooke, 
becaufe the Cunger-head her husband was by> but 
mee bids the Gentleman name any afternoone, and 
me li meet him at her Garden houfe, which I know. 
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Lod, Is this no lie now % 

Bots. Dam me if 

Lod. Oh prethee flay there. 

Bots. The twenty crownes, fir. 

Lod, Before he has his worke done % but on my 
Knightly word he fhall pay’t thee. 

Enter Ailolpho, Beraldo, Fontinell, and the Irijk 
Footman, 

Aflo. I thought thou hadfl beene gone into thine 
owne Country. 

Bry. No faat la, I cannot goe dis foure or tree 
dayes. 

Ber '. Looke thee, yonders the fhop, and that’s the 
man himfelfe. 

Fon, Thou {halt but cheapen, and doe as we 
told thee, to put a iell vpon him, to abufe his pa- 
tience. 

Bry. I faat, I doubt my pate lhall be knocked : 
but fa crees fa me, for your fliakes, I will runne to any 
Linnen Draper in hell, come preddy. 

Omnes. Saue you Gallants. 

Lod. and Car. Oh, well met ! 

Cand, You’ll giue no more you fay? I cannot 
take it. 

Horf. Truly He giue no more. 

Ca7id. It mull not fetch it. Wlaat wud you haue, 
fweet Gentlemen ? 

AJto. Nay, here’s the Cuftomer, 

Exeunt. Bots 6^ Horll. 

Lod. The Garden-houfe you fay % wee’ll boult out 
your roguery. 

Cand. I will but lay thefe parcels by My 

men are all at Cuftome-houfe vnloding Wares, if 
Cambricke you wud deale in, there’s the befl, all 
Millan cannot fample it. 

Lod. Doe you heare ? i. 2. 3. S’foot, there came in 
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4. Gallants, fare your wife is flipt vp, and the man 
I hold my life, is grafting your Warden tree. 

Cmd. Ha, ha, ha : you Gentlemen are full of 
left. 

If file be vp, fhe’s gone fome wares to fliow, 

I haue aboue as good wares as below. 

Lod Haue you fo 1 nay then 

Cand, Now Gentlemen, is’t Cambricks ? 

Bry. I predee now let me haue de befl wares. 
Cmid. Wliaf s that he faies, pray Gentlemen ? 

Lod. Mary he faies we are like to haue the beft 
wares. 

Ca?id. The beft wares all are bad, yet wares doe 
good, 

And like to Surgeons, let ficke Kingdomes blood. 

Bry. Faat a Deuill prateft tow fo, a pox on dee, I 
preddee let me fee fome Hollen, to make Linnen 
ftiirts, for feare my body be lowfie. 

Cand. Indeed I vnderftancl no word he fpeakes. 
Car. Mary, he faies, that at the fiege in IMland 
there was much bawdry vfed among the Souldiers, tho 
they were lowfie. 

Cand. It may be fo, that’s likely, true indeed, 

In euery garden, fir, does grow that weed. 

Bry. Pox on de gardens, and de weedes, and cle 
fooles cap dere, and de cloutes j heare % cloefl make a 
Hobby-horfe of me, 

Omnes. Oh fie, he has tome the Cambricke. 

Cand. ’Tis no matter. 

AJlo. It frets me to the foule. 

Cand. So doeft not me. 

My Cuftomers doe oft for remnants call, 

Thefe are two remnants, now, no Ioffe at all 
But let me tell you, were my Seniants here, 

It would ha coft more. Thanke you Gentle- 

men, 

I vfe you well, pray know my fliop agen. Exit 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha ; come, come, let’s goe, let’s 

Exmnt 
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Enter Matlieo (ifraue) and Bellafront 

Mat How am I fuited, Front 2 am I not gallant, 
Iia ? 

Bel. Yes, fir, you are fuited well. 

Mat Exceeding paffing well, and to the time. 

Bel. The Taylor has plaid his part with you. 

Mat And I haue plaid a Gentlemans part with my 
Taylor, for I owe him for the making of it 

Bel. And why did you fo, fir? 

Mat To keepe the fafhion ; If s your onely fafh- 
ion now of your bell ranke of Gallants, to make 
their Taylors waite for their money, neither were it 
wifedome indeed to pay them vpon the firfl edition of 
a new fuite : for commonly the fuite is owing for, 
when the lynings are worne out, and there’s no reafon 
then, that the Taylor fhould be paid before the 
Mercer. 

Bel Is this the fuite the Knight bellowed vpon 
you ? 

Mat This is the fuite, and I need not fhame to 
weare it, for better men then I would be glad to haue 
fuites bellowed on them. Ifs a generous fellow, — 
but — pox on him — we whofe Pericranions are the very 
Limbecks and Stillitories of good wit, and flie hie, 
mufl driue liquor out of Hale gaping Oyhers. Shal- 
low Knight, poore Squire 7inacheo : He make a wild 
Cataine of forty fuch : hang him, he’s an Affe, he’s 
alwaies fober. 

Bel This is your fault to wound your friends Hill. 

Mat. No faith, Fronts Lodouico is a noble Slauo- 
nian ; it’s more rare to fee him in a womans company, 
then for a Spaniard to goe into England, and to chal- 
lenge the Englilh Fencers there. — One knockes, — 
See — La, fa,fol, la, fa, la, ruflle in Silkes and Satins : 
there’s mufique in this, and a TafFety Petticoate, it 
make both iiie hie, — Catzo. 
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Enter Bellafront, after her Orlando, like himfdfe^ with 
fonre mcfi after him. 

Bel Matheo % ’lis my Father. 

Mat Ha, Father 1 It’s no matter, hee findes no 
tatterd Prodigals here. 

OrL Is not the doore good enough to hold your 
blue Coates? away, Knaues. Weare not your cloathes 
thred-bare at knees for me ; beg Heauvens bieffing, 
(not mine.) Oh cry your Worlhip mercy, fir, was 
fomewhat bold to talke to this Gentlewoman, your 
wife here. 

Mat, A poore Gentlewoman, fir. 

Orl Stand not, fir, bare to me ; I ha read oft 
That Serpents who creepe low, belch ranker poifon 
Than winged Dragons doe, that flie aloft. 

Mat If it offend you, fir ? ’tis for my pleafure. 

OrL Your pleafure be’t, fir; vmh, is this your 
Palace ? 

Bel Yes, and our Kingdome, for ’tis our content. 

Orl It’s a very poore Kingdome then ; what, are 
all your Subjedls gone a Sheepe-fliearing ? not a Maid ? 
not a Man ? not fo much as a Cat ? you keepe a good 
houfe belike, iufl like one of your profeffion, euery 
roome with bare walls, and a halfe-headed bed to vault 
vpon (as all your bawdy-houfes are.) Pray who are 
your Vpholflers? Oh, the Spiders, I fee, they be- 
llow hangings vpon you. 

Mat Bawdy-houfe ? Zounds fir 

Bel Oh fweet Matheo^ peace. Vpon my knees 
I doe befeech you, fir, not to arraigne me 
For fmnes, which heauen, I hope, long fince hath 
pardoned. 

Thofe flames (like lightning flafhes) are fo fpent, 

The heate no more remaines, then where Ihips went, 
Or where birds cut the aire, the print remaines. 

Mat Pox on him, kneele to a Dog ? 

Bel She that’s a Whore, 

Lines gallant, fares well, is not (like me) poore, 
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I ha now as fmall acquaintance -with that finne, 

As if I had neuer knowne it ; that, neuer bin. 

Orl No acquaintance ^vith it? what niaintaines 
thee then ? how doefl liue then ? has thy husband any 
Lands ? any Rents comming in, any Stocke going, 
any Ploughs iogging, any Ships failing? haft thou 
any Wares to turne, lo much as to get afingle penny by ? 
Yes, thou hafl Ware to fell, 

Knaues are thy Chapmen, and thy Shop is Hell. 

Mat. Doe you heare, fir ? 

Orl So fir, I do heare, fir, more of you then you 
dreame I do. 

Mat. You fiie a little too hie, fir. 

Orl Why, fir, too hie ? 

Mai. I ha fuffred your tongue, like a bard Cater 
tra, to rimne all this while, and ha not flopt it. 

Orl W ell, fir, you talke like a Gamefler. 

Mat. If you come to bark at her, becaiife fhee’s a 
poore rogue ; look you, here’s a fine path, fir, and 
there, there the doore. 

Bel Mathco ? 

Mat. Your blue Coates flay for you, fir. 

I loue a good honefl roaring Boy, and fo 

Orl That’s the Deuill. 

Mat. Sir, fir, He ha no loues in my houfe to 
thunder Auaunt : fhe fliall liue and be maintained 
when you, like a keg of mufly Sturgeon, fhall flinke. 
Where ? in your Coffin. How ? be a mufly fellow, 
and lowfie. 

Orl I know fhe fliall be maintained, but how ? fhe 
like a Queane, thou like a Knaue ; fhe like a Whore, 
thou like a Thiefe. 

Mat. Theife ? Zounds Thiefe ? 

Bel Good dearefl Mat. Father. 

Mat. Pox on you both, He not be braued : New 
Sattin fconies to be put downe with bare bawdy 
Veliiet Thiefe? 

Orl I Thiefe, th’art a Murtherer, a Cheater, aWhore- 

monger, a Pot-hunter, a Borrower, a Begger 

2 h 



146 The Honejt Whore. 

Bel Deare Father. 

Mat, An old Affe, a Doi>, a Clnirle, a Chiiffe, ail 
Yfurer, a Villaine, a Moth, a mangy Mule, with an 
old veiuct foot-cloth on his backc, fir. 

Bel Oh me ! 

Orl Varlet, for this lie hang thee. 

Mat Ha, ha, alas. 

Orl, Thou keepefl a man of mine here, vnder my 
nole. 

Mat, Vnder thy beard. 

Orl, As arrant a fmcll-fmockc, for an old Mutton- 
munger, as thy felfe. 

Mat. No, as your felfe. 

Orl. As an*ant a purfe-taker ns eiicr cried, Stand, 
yet a good fellow, 1 confeffe, an<l valiant, but he’ll 
bring thee to’th Gallowcs ; you both haue robd of late 
two poore Country Pedlers. 

Mat, How’s this? how’s tins'? docll thou (lie hie ? 
rob Pedlers^ beare witnes Fronts lob Pedlers'? my 
man and I a I'hiefe 1 

Bel. Oh, fir, no more. 

Orl. I Knaue, two Pedlers, luie and cry is vp, War- 
rants are out, and 1 fliall fee thee clinibe a i^atkier. 

Mat And come downe againe as well as a Brick- 
layer, or a Tyler. How the vengeance knowes he 
this ? If I be hanged, He tell the iicople 1 married 
old Frifcahaldocs Daughter, He frifeo you, and your 
old carkas. 

Orl Tell what thou cank ; if [ kay here longer, 1 
lhall bee bang’d too, for being in thy company ; llicre- 
fore, as I found you, I leaue you. 

Mat Kneeie, and get money of him. 

Orl A Knaue and a Queanc, a Thiefe and a 
Strumpet, a couple of Beggers, a brace of Baggages. 

Mat Hang vpon him. 1, 1, fir, fare you well ; we 
are fo : follow clofe--we are Beggers— ‘in Satlin— to 
him. 

Bel Is this your comfort, when fo many yeeres 
You ha left me frozen to death '? 
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Orl. Freeze flill, llarue Hill 
BeL Yes, fo I fliall : I mufl : I mufl and mil. 

If as you fay I’m poore, relieue me then. 

Let me not fell my body to bafe men. 

You call me Strumpet, Heauen knowes I am none : 
Your cruelty may driue me to be one : 

Let not that fume be yours, let not the fhame 
Of common Whore liue longer then my name. 

That cunning Bawd (Neceffity) night and day 
Plots to vndoe me ; driue that Hag away, 

Left being at lowed ebbe, as now I am, 

I finke for euer. 

OrL Lowed ebbe, what ebbe % 

BcL So poore, that (tho to tell it be my fhame) 

I am not worth a difh to hold my meate ; 

I am yet poorer, I want bread to eate. 

OrL It’s not feene by your cheekes. 

Mat I thinke flie has read an Homely to tickle 
to the old rogue. 

OrL Want bread ? there’s Sattin : bake that, 

Mat, S’blood, make Paflies of my cloathes ? 

OrL A fake new Cloake, dew that ; an excellent 
gilt Rapier. 

Mat 'Will you eat that, fir % 

OrL I could fead ten good fellowes with thofe 
Hangers. 

Mai, The pox you ihall 

Orl, I diall not (till thou begged,) thinke thou 
art poore \ 

And when thou begged, He feed thee at my doore, 

As I feed Dogs, (with bones) till then beg, borrow, 
Pawne, deaie, and hang, tume Bawde, when th’art 
Whore, 

My heart-drings fure would crack, were they drained 
more. Exit, 

Mat This is your Father, your damn’d — — con- 
fufion light vpon all the generation of you ; he can 
come bragging hither with foure white Henings (afs 
taile) in blue Coates without roes in their bellies, but 
I may dame ere he giue me fo much as a cob. 

= L 2 
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Bel What tell you me of this % alas. 

Mat. Goe trot after your Dad, doe you ra]utufatc\ 
He pawne not for you, He not llcale to be hai\L;ed for 
fuch an hypocriticail dofe common Harlot : away, 

you Dog Braue yfaith ! Vds foot, Giue me foine 

meate, 

Bel. Yes, Sir. liv/t. 

Mat Goodman ilaue, my man too, is gallop’d to 
the Deuill athe t’other fide : Bac/itw, He chcco you. 
Is this your Dad’s day? (they fay) is the 

onely hell for Horfes, and onely Paradife for Women : 
pray get you to that Paradife, bccaufe y’are called an 
Houcjl Whore ; there they line none but honcll whores 
with a pox : Mary here in our Ciihs all our fe\ are 
but foot-cloth Nags : the ]\ra(ler no fooner lights, but 
the man leapes into the faddlc. 

Enter P^ellafronb 

Bel Will you fit downe I pray, fir? 

Mat I could tcarc (by’th Lord) his ilelh, and calc 

liismidriffe in fait, as I eate this : mull I choake 

my Father Frifcabaldo, T fliall make a pittifull 

Hogdoufe of you Orhmdo, if you hill once into my 

fingers Here’s the fauorell meat : I ha got a llo* 

macke with chafing. What Rogue Ihould tell him of 
thofe two Pedlers ? A plague choake him, and gnaw 
him to the bare bones : come fill. 

Bet Thou fweateft with very anger, good fweet, 
vex not, ’las, ’tis no fault of mine. 

Mat ^ Where didfi buy this Mutton ? X nciier felt 
better ribbes. 

Bel A neighbour fent it me. 

Enter Orlando. 

3fat Hah, neighbour? foh, my mouth ainkes, 
you_ whore, doe you beg viauals for me? Js this 
Sattin doublet to bee bumbaaed with broken meat ? 

3lda vp fkt Jiook. 
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OrL What will you doe^ fir ? 

Ifat Beat out the braines of a beggarly 

Exit Bellafront. 

OrL Beat out an Affes head of your owne ; away, 
i\IifLris. Zowncls, doe but touch one haire of her, and 
lie fo quilt your cap with old Iron, that your coxcombe 
fhall ake the worfe thefe feuen yeeres fork : Does Ihe 
iooke like a roafled Rabbet, that you mufl haue the 
head for the braines ? 

Mat. Ha, ha : Goe out of my doores, you Rogue, 
away, foure markes trudge. 

OrL Foure markes? no, fir, my twenty pound that 
you ha made fiie hie, and I am gone. 

Mat. ]\Iufl I be fed with chippings 1 y’are befl get 
a clap-diili, and lay y’are Proctor to fome Spittle- 
houfe. Where hall thou beene, Pacheco ? come hither 
my little Turky-cocke. 

OrL I cannot abide, fir, to fee a woman wrong’d, 
not I. 

Mat, Sirra, here was my Fatherdn-law to day. 

OrL Pilh, then y’are full of Crownes. 

Mat. Hang him, he would ha thruR crownes vpon 
me, to haue falne in againe, but I fcorne call-cloathes, 
or any mans gold. 

OrL But mine : how did he brooke that (hr ?) 

3£at. Oh : fwore like a dozen of drunken Tinkers ; 
at lall growing foule in words, he and foure of his men 
drew vpon me, fir. 

OrL In your houfe ? wud I had bin by. 

Mat. I made no more adoe, but fell to my old 
locke, and fo thraflied my blue Coates, and old crab- 
tree-face my father-in-law, and then walkt like a Lion 
in my grate. 

OrL Oh Noble Mailer ! 

Mat. Sirra, he could tell me of the robbing the 
two Pedlers, and that warrants are out for vs both. 

OrL Good, fir, I like not thofe crackers. 

Mat. Crackhalter, wut fet thy foot to mine ? 

OrL How, fir ? at drinking. 
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Mat We’ll pull that old Crow my Father : ro]> Ihy 
Mafler. I know ihc houfc, ihon Ihe hMiianls : llic 
purchafe is rich, the plot to get it eafie, the Doy will 
not part from a bone. 

Or/. Pluck’t out of liis throat then ; lie fnarle for 
one, if this can bite. 

Mat Say no more, fry no more, old cole, meet 
me anon at the figne of the Shi])wrackc. 

Ort Yes, fir. 

jWat And dofl heare, manl — the Shitnvrm'ke. 

/ivif. 

Or/, Th’art at the Shipwrackc now, and like a 
fwimmer 

Bold (but vnexpcrt) with thofe wanes doell play, 
Whofe dalliance (whorelike) is to call thee away. 

£nttr Hipollito am/ Bcllafroiit, 

Or/, And here’s another Veffell, (bettor fraught, 
But as ill mail’d) her finking will be wraught, 

If refcue come not : like a Man of warrc 
He therefore brauely out : foinewhal lie doc, 

And either faue them both, or periih too, /iv/t 
Hip, It is my fate to be bewitched by thofe eyes, 
Bd. Fate ^ your folly. 

Wliy flioiild my face thus mad you ? ’las, thofe colours 
Are wound vp long agoe, ivhich beauty fprctl, 

The fiowres that once grew here, are witliered. 

You turn’d my blacke ioule white, made it looke new, 
And fhoiild I finne, it nc’r lliould be with you. 

Hzp. Your hand, He offer you fairc play : When 
firfl 

We met i’tli Lifts together, you remember 
You were a common Rebel! ; with one pailce 
I won you to come in, 

Bd You did. 

H^. He try 

If now I can beats downe this Chaftity 

With the fame Ordnance ; will you yecld this Fort, 
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If with the power of Argument now (as then) 

I get of you the conqiieil : as before 
I turiid you honeft, now to tiirne you whore, 

By force of flrong perfwafioii ? 

Bell If you can, 

I yeeld. 

The aliarm’s ftrucke ’^p ^ I’m your man. 

Bel A woman giues defiance. 

JBp, Sit. 

Bel Beginne : 

’Tis a braue battaile to encounter fame. 

Hip, You men that are to fight in the fame warre, 
To which I’m prefl, and pleade at the lame barre, 

To winne a woman, if you wud haue me fpeed, 

Send all your mfhes. 

Bel No doubt y’are heard, proceede. 

Hip, To be a Harlot, that you fiand vpon, 

The very name’s a charme to make you one. 

Harlotta was a Dame of fo diuine 
And rauifhing touch, that fire was Concubine 
To an Englilh King : her fweet bewitching eye 
Did the Kings heart-firings in fuch loue-knots tye, 
That euen the coy eft was proud when flie could lieare 
Men fay, Behold \ another Harlot there ; 

And after all her women that were faire 
Were Harlots call’d, as to this day fome are : 

Befides her dalliance flie fo well does mix, 

That ihe’s in Latine call’d the Mereirix. 

Thus for the name ; for the profelTion, this, 

Who Hues in bondage, Hues lac’d, the chiefe bliffe 
This world below can yeeld, is liberty : 

And who (than whores) with loofer wings dare Hie ? 

As lumes proud bird fpreads tlie fairell taile, 

So does a Strumpet hoifl the loftiefl faile. 

She’s no mans Haue j (men are her flaues) her eye 
Moues not on wheeles ferewd vp with lealo-^vfie. 

She (Horfl, or Coacht) does merry iourneys make, 
Free as the Sunne in his gilt Zodiake : 

As brauely does flie fliine, as fall file’s driuen, 
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But flaies not long in any houfe of Heauen : 

But fliifts from Signe, to Signe, her amorous prizes 
More rich being when flicks clownCy llicn when (he 
rizes. 

In briefe, Gentlemen haunt them, Soldiers fight for 
them, 

Few men but know them, few or none abhorre them : 
Thus (for fport fake) fpcake 1, as to a woman, 

Whom (as the worll ground) 1 would turne to com- 
mon : 

But you I would enclofc for mine ownc bed. 

Bel. So Urould a husband be dilhonoured. 

Iliy. Diflionoured ? not a wliit : to fall to one 
(Befides your husband) is to fall to none, 

For one no number is. 

BeL Faith, diould you take 
One in your bed, would you that reckoning make 1 
’Tis time you found retreate. 

Eip, Say, haue I wonne, 

Is the day ours ? 

Bel The battaile’s but halfe done, 

None but your felfe haue yet founded alarmes, 

Let vs (Irike too, elfc you diflionour annes. 

Eip, If you can win the day, 

The glorie's yours. 

Bel To prone a woman fliould not be a whore, 
When (lie was made, die had one man, and no more, 
Yet (he was tied to iawes then, for (euen than) 

'Tis faid, flie was not made for men, but man. 

Anon, fincreafe earths brood, tlie law was varied, 

Men fliould take many wiues : and tho they married 
According to that Aa, yet ’tis not knowne, 

But that thofe wiues were onely tied to one. 

New Parliaments were fmcc : for now one woman 
Is diared betweene three hundred, nay die’s common : 
Common ? as fpotted Leopards, whom for fport 
Men hunt, to get the fledi, but care not for’t. 

So fpread they Nets of gold, and tune their Calls, 

To inchaunt filly women to take falls : 
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Swearing they are Angels, (which that they may win), 
They’ll hire the Deuiil to come with falfe Dice in. 

Oh Sirens futtle tunes 1 your felues you flatter, 

And our weake fex betray, fo men loue water ; 

It femes to wafli their hands, but (being once foule), 
The water downe is powred, cafl out of doores, 

And euen of fuch bafe vfe doe men make whores. 

A Harlot (like a Hen) more fweetnes reapes, 

To picke men one by one vp, then in heapes : 

Yet all feeds but confounding. Say you fliould talle 
me, 

I ferue but for the time, and when the day 
Of warre is done, am calheerd out of pay : 

If like lame Soldiers I could beg, that’s all, 

And there’s iufls Rendez-vous, an Hofpitall. 

Who then would be a mans llaue, a mans woman 1 
She’s halfe flam’d the firfl day that feeds in Common. 
Hip, You fhould not feed fo, but with me alone. 
Bel, If I drinke poifon by Health, is’t not all one % 
Is’t not ranke poifon Hill ? with you alone ! 

Nay fay you fpide a Cmtezan, whofe foft fide 
To touch, you’d fell your birth-right for one kiffe, 

Be rack’d, fhe’s won, y’are fated : what followes this ? 
Oh, then you curfe that Bawd that toald you in, 

(The Night) you curfe your luH, you loath the Hn, 
You loath her very fight, and ere the day 
Arife, you rife glad when y’are Holne away. 

Euen then when you are drunke with all her fweets, 
There’s no trae pleafure in a Strmnpets flieetes. 
Women, whom LuH fo proHitutes to fale, 

Like Dancers vpon ropes ; once feene, are Hale. 

Hip, If all the threds of Harlots lyues are fpun, 
So coorfe as you would make them, tell me why 
You fo long loued the trade % 

Bel, If all the threds 

Of Harlots lyues be fine as you would make them, 
Why doe not you perfwade your wife tume whore, 
And all Dames elfe to fall before that fm % 

Like an ill husband (tho I knew the fame, 
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To be nay vndoing) followed 1 that game. 

Oh when the workc of JaiII hat! earirtl my biva.d, 

To tafle it, how I trembled, left each bit, 

Ere it went downe, fliould choake me (chewing it f) 
My bed feem’d like a Cabin hung in Hell, 

The Bawde Hells Porter, and the lickoriih wine 
The Pander fetch’d, was like an eafie l^'ine, 

For which, me thought I leal’d away my foule, 

And oftentimes (euen in my quafOng bowlc) 

Thus faid I to my felfe, I am a whore, 

And haue drunke downe thus much confuhon more. 

Hip. It is a common rule, and ’tis moil true, 

Two of one trade neuer lone : no more doc you. 

Why are you fliarpe ’gainfl that you once profcfl 'I 
Bel. Why doate you on that, which you did once 
detefl ? 

I cannot (feeing fhe’s wouen of fuch bad {luffe) 

Set colours on a Harlot bafe enough. 

Nothing did make me, when 1 loued them bell, 

To loath them more then this : when in the llreet 
A faire yong modefl Damfell I did meet, 

She feem’d to all a Done (when I pafi’d by) 

And I (to all) a Raiien : eucry eye 

That followed her went with a baflifiill glance, 

At me each bold and leering coimtenance 
Darted forth fcorne : to her (as if Are had bin 
Some Tower vnvanquiAied) would they vaile, 

’Gainfl me fwolne Rumor hoi fled euery faile. 

She (crown’d with reucrend praifes) pafied by them, 

I (tho with face maskt) could not fcape the hem, 

For (as if Heauen had fet flrange markes on Whores, 
Eecaufe they fhould be pointing flocks to man) 

Dreil vp in cmileR ihape a Curtizan, 

Let her walke Saint-like, noteleffe, and vnknownc, 

Yet file’s betraid by fome tricke of her owne. 

Were Harlots therefore wife, they’d be fold deare : 

For men account them good but for one yeere : 

And then like Almanackes (whofe dates are gone) 
They are throwne by, and no more lookt vpon* 
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Who’Ie therefore backward fall, who will lanch forth 

In Seas fo foule, for ventures no more worth % 

Lulls voiage hath (if not this courfe) this croffe, 

Buy ne’r fo cheape, your Ware comes home with 
lofle. 

What, fliall I found retreat ? the battaile’s done : 

Let the world iudge which of vs two haue won. 

Hip, 1 1 

BeL You ? nay then as cowards doe in fight, 

Wiiat by blowes cannot, fhali be faued by flight Exit, 
Hip, Flie to earths fixed Center : to the Caues 
Of euerlafling hoiTor, He purfue thee, 

(Tho loaden with fmnes) euen to Hells brazen 
doores. 

Thus wifefl men tume fooles, doting on whores. Exit 

Enter the Euke, Lodouico, and Orlando : after them 
Infielice, Carolo, Aflolfo, Beraldo, FontinelL 

OrL I befeech your Grace (tho your eye be fo 
piercing) as vnder a poore blue Coate, to cull out an 
honefl Father from an old Seruingman : yet good my 
Lord difcouer not the plot to any, but onely this Gen- 
tleman that is now to be an A6lor in our enfuing 
Comedy. 

Duke, Thou haft thy with, Orlando, paffe vn- 
knowne, 

Sforfa fhall onely goe along with thee. 

To fee that Warrant ferued vpon thy Sonne. 

Lod, To attach him vpon fellony, for 2 . Pedlers : 
is^t not fo ? 

OrL Right, my Noble Knight : thofe Pedlers 
were two Knaues of mine ^ he fleec’d the men before, 
and now he purpofes to flea the Mafler. He will rob 
me, his teeth water to be nibbling at my gold, but this 
fhal hang him by'th gills, till I pull him on fhore. 
Duke, Away : ply you the bufmeffe. 

OrL Thankes to your Grace : but my good Lord, 
for my Daughter. 

Duke, You know what I haue faid. 
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OrL And remember what I liaiic fworne : She’s 
more lioneft, on my fonle, then one of tlic 'Fnikcs 
Wenches, watcht by a hundred iuinuehes. 

Lod, So file had need, for the I'urhes mahe them 
whores. 

OrL He’s a Tiirke that makes any woman a 
Whore, hee’s no true Chriflian Fin fare, f ('Oinmit 
your Grace. 

Duke. Lifcelicc. 

hifm. Here, fir. 

Lod. Signior Frifcahaldo. 

OrL Frisking agen, Pacheco ? 

Lod. Vds fo, Pachecol wee’ll haue fome r])ort\\ith 
this Warrant : ’tis to apprehend all fufpecled perfons 
in the houfe : Bcfides, there’s one Pots a Pander, 
and one Madam Ilorjlcach a P.awde, that haue abus’d 
my friend, thofe two Concyes will we ferret into the 
purfenet. 

OrL Let me alone for dabbing them o’th necke : 
come, come. 

Lod. Doe ye heare, Gallants % meet me anon at 
Matheos. 

Omnes. Enough. Examt Lodouico 6^ Orlando. 

Diike. Th’old Fellow fmgs that note thou didll 
before, 

Onely his tunes are, that fire is no Whore, 

But that the fent his Letters and his gifts, 

Out of a Noble Triumph o’re his Liifl, 

To fliew flie trampled his Affauits in dull. 

Infm. ’Tis a good honcfl feruanl, that old mam 

Duke. I doubt no leffe. 

Inf(B. And it may be my husband, 

Becaufe when once this woman was vnmaskt, 

He leueld ail her thoughts, and made them fit : 

Now he’d marre all agen, to try his wit. 

Duke. It may be fo too, for to turne a Harlot 
Honell, it mua be by llrong Antidots, 

’Tis rare, as to fee Panthers change their fpots. 

And when file’s once a Starre (fixed) and fliincs bright, 
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Tho ’twere impiety then to dim her light, 

Becaiife we fee fuch Tapers feldome burne. 

Yet ’tis the pride and glory of fome men, 

To change her to a blazing Starre agen, 

And it may be, Hipollito does no more. 

It cannot be, but y’are acquainted all 
With that fame madneffe of our Sonne-indaw, 

That dotes fo on a Curtizan. 

Omnes. Yes, my Lord. 

Car. All the City thinkes he’s a Whoremonger. 

AJl. Yet I warrant, he’ll fweare, no man markes 
him. 

Bcr. ’Tis like fo, for when a man goes a wench- 
ing, is as if he had a ftrong flincking breath, euery 
one fmells him out, yet he feeles it not, tho it be 
rancker then the fweat of fixteene Beare warders. 

Duke. I doubt then you haue all thofe flinking 
breaths. 

You might be all fmelt out. 

Car. Troth my Lord, I thinke we are all as you 
ha bin in your youth when you went a Maying, we 
all lone to heare the Cuckoo ling vpon other mens 
Trees. 

Duke. It’s well yet you confefie : but Girle, thy 
bed 

Shall not be parted with a Curtizan — • — ’tis flrange, 
No frowne of mine, no frowne of the poore Lady, 

(My abufed child, his wife) no care of fame, 

Of Honor, Heauen, or Hell, no not that name 
Of Common Strumpet, can affright, or woo 
Him to abandon her \ the Harlot does vndoe him, 
She has bewitched him, robd him of his fhape, 

Turnd him into a beafi, his reafon’s loft, 

You fee he lookes wild, does he not % 

Car. I ha noted new Moones 
In’s face, my Lord, all full of change. 

Duke. He’s no more like vnto liijfollito, 

Then dead men are to lining neiier ileepes, 

Or if he doe, it’s dreames : and in thofe dreames 
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His armes worke, and then cries Sweet — 

what’s her name, 

What’s the drabs name 1 
Aft^ In troth, my Lord, I know not, 

I know no drabs, not I. 

Duke. 0\ Bella fnmt\ 

And catching her fall, cries. My Bdlajmit. 

Car, A drench that’s able to kill a Horfc, cannot 
kill this difeafe of Smock-fmelling, my Lord, if it 
haue once eaten deepe. 

Duke, He try all Phificke, and this Med’cine firfl : 
I haue diredled Warrants flrong and peremptory 
(To purge our Citty Milhviy and to cure 
The outward Parts, the Subiirbes) for the attaching 
Of all thofe women, who (like gold) want waight, 
Citties (like Ships) fliould haue no idle fraight 

Car. No, my Lord, and light wenches are no idle 
fraight, 

But whaPs your Graces reach in this ? 

Duke, This {Carolol) If flac whom my Son doates 
on, 

Be in that Mufler-booke enrold, he’ll fluime 
Euer t’approach one of fuch noted naiiie. 

Car. But fay Ihe be not ? 

Duke. Yet on Harlots heads 
New Lawes lhall fall fo heauy, and fuch blowes 
Shall giue to thofe that haunt them, that EipoUUo 
(If not for feare of Law) for loue to lier, 

If he loue truely, fliall her bed forbeare. 

Car. Attach all the light heelcs i’the Citty, and 
clap em vp ? why, my Lord, you dine into a Well 
vnfearchable : all the Whores within the walls, & 
without the walls ? I would not be he fliould meddle 
with them for ten fuch Dukedomes ; the Army that 
you fpeake on, is able to fill ail the prifons within this 
Citty, and to leaue not a drinking roome in any 
Tauerne befides. 

Duke. Thofe onely fliall be caught that are of 
note, 
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Harlots in each flreet flow ; 

The fifli being thus i’th net^ our felfe will fit, 

And with eye moll feuere difpofe of it comCj 

Girle. 

Car. Araigne the poore l^fliore. 

4/^. He not miffe that Seffions. 

Jv/i/. Nor I. 

Ber. Nor I, 

Tho I hold vp my hand there my felfe. Exeunt. 

Enter Matheo, Orlando, and Lodouico. 

Mat. Let who will come (my Noble Shauileir) I 
can but play the kind Hoafl, and bid vm welcome. 

Lod. Well trouble your houfe {Matheo) but as 
Dutchmen doe in Tauernes (drinke, be merry, and be 
gone.) 

Orl. Indeed if you be right Dutchmen, if you fall 
to drinking, you mufl be gone. 

Mat. The worfl is, my -wife is not at home ; but 
well flie hie (my generous Knight) for all that : there’s 
no Mufike when a woman is in the confort. 

Orl. No, for fhe’s like a paire of Virginals, 

Alwaies with lackes at her taile. 

Enter Afloifo, Carolo, Beraldo, Fontineil. 

Lod. See, the Couy is fprung. 

Omnes. Saue you Gallants. 

Mat. Happily encounterd, fweet bloods. 

Lod.^ Gentlemen, you all know Sig7iior Cmzdtda, 
the Linnen Draper, he thafs more patient then a 
browne Baker, vpon the day when he heates his 
Ouen, and has forty Scolds about him. 

07?in€s. Yes, we know him all, what of him % 

^ Lod. Wud it not be a good fit of mirth, to make a 
piece of Englifli cloth of him, and to ftretch him on 
the Tainters, till the threds of his owne natural! humor 
cracke, by making him drinke healths, Tobacco, dance, 
fmg bawdy fongs, or to run any bias according as we 
thinke good to call him % 
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Car. ’Twere a Morris dance worth the 

AJi. But the old Fox is fo cTa%, we Oiall hardly 
hunt out of his den. 

Mat To that traine I lia giuen fire already ; and 
the hook to draw him hither, is to fee certaine ])ieces of 
Lawne, which I told him I haiie to fell, and indeed 
haue fuch ; fetch them downe, Bachcco. 

OrL Yes, fir, Tm your Water-fpanniell, and will 
fetch any thing; but He fetch one difii of meat 
anon, fhall turne your flomacke, and that’s a Con- 
^^able. 

Enier Boots v/Jierifig Mijlris Horfleach. 

Omnes. How now ? how now ? 

Car. What Gally-foill is this ? 

Lod. Peace, two diflies of flow’d prunes, a Bawde 
and a Pander. My worthy Lieutenant Bots \ why, 
now I fee th’art a man of thy word, welc'ome \ wel- 
come Miftris Horfleach : Pray Gentlemen, falute this 
reuerend Matron. 

Horf. Thankes to all your Worfliips. 

Lod. T bade a Drawer fend in wine too : did none 
come along with thee (Grannam) but the Lieutenant ? 

Horf. None came along with me but Bofs. if it 
like your Worfliip. 

Bots. Who the pox fhould come along with voii 
but Bots ? j 


Enter two Vintners. 

Omnes. Oh braue 1 march faire. 

Lod. Are you come? that’s well. 

Mai. Here’s Ordnance able to facke a Citty. 

Lod. Come, repeat, read this Iniientory. 

^ pottle of Greeke wine, a 
pott e of Peter fa meene, a pottle of Charnico, and a 
pottle ofLeattica. 

Lod. Y’are paid ? 

Exeunt Vintners. 

Mat So fliall fome of vs be anon, 1 feare. 
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Bots, Here’s a hot day towards : but zounds, this 
is the life out of which a Soldier fucks fweetneffe, 
when this Artillery goes off roundly, fome muft drop 
to the ground: Cannon, Demy-cannon, Saker, and 
Bafalisk. 

Zod. Giue fire, Lieutenant 

Bots. So, fo : Mufl I venture firfl vpon the 
breach ? to you all, Gallants : Bots fets vpon you all, 

Onmes. Its hard {Bots) if we pepper not you, as 
well as you pepper vs. 

Enter Candido. 

lj)d. My noble Linnen Draper 1 Some wine : 
Welcome old Lad. 

Mat Y’are welcome, Signior, 

Cand. Thefe Lawnes, fir ? 

Mat Prefently, my man is gone for them : we ha 
rigged a Fleet, you fee here, to faile about the world. 

Cand. A dangerous Voyage, failing in fuch Ships. 

Bots. There’s no calling ouer boord yet. 

Lod. Becaufe you are an old Lady, I will haue 
you be acquainted mth this graue Cittizen, pray be- 
flow your lips vpon him, and bid him welcome. 

Ilorf. Any Cittizen fhall be mofl welcome to me : 
I haue vfed to buy ware at your fhop. 

Cand. It may be fo, good Madam. 

JZor/. Your Prentices know my dealings well ; I 
trufl your good wife be in good cafe : if it pleafe you, 
beare her a token from my lips, by word of mouth. 

Cand. I pray no more forfooth, ’tis very well, 

indeed I loue no fweet meats : Sh’as breath 

flinkes worfe then fifty Polecats. Sir, a word, is fhe a 
Lady ? 

Lod. A woman of a good houfe, and an ancient, 
fliee's a Bawde. 

Cand. A Bawde 1 Sir, He fleale hence, and fee 
your Lawnes fome other time. 

Mat Steale out of fuch company ? Pacheco 1 my 

2 M 
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man is but gone for em : Lieutenant Bots^ clrinke to 
this worthy old fellow, and teach him to flic hie. 

0?nnes. Swagger : and make him doo’t on his 
knees. 

Cand. How, Bots'l now bleffe me, what doe I with 
Bots 1 no wine in footh, no wine, good Maher Bids. 

Bots. Gray-beard, Goats pizzle : ’tis a health, haiie 
this in your guts, or this, there : I will fing a bawdy 
fong, fir, becaufe your vergis face is melanchoily, to 
make liquor goe downe glib : will you fall on your 
maribones, and pledge this health, ’tis to my Mihris, a 
whore ? 

Cahtd. Here^s Ratsbane vpon Ratsbane : Maher 
Bots^ I pray, hr, pardon me : you are a Soldier, preffe 
me not to this feruice, I am old, and hioot not in 
fuch pot-gunnes. 

Bots. Cap, He teach you. 

Cand. To drinke healths, is to drinke fickneffe : 
Gentlemen, pray refeue me. 

Bots. Zounds, who dare ? 

Ovmes. We fhall ha habbing then ? 

Cand. I ha reckonings to cahvp, good Maher 
Bots. 

Bots. This will make you cah em vp better. 

Lod. Why does your hand hiake fo 1 

Cand. The palfie, Signiors, danceth in my blood. 

Bots. Pipe with a pox, hr, then, or lie make your 
blood dance — 

Cand. Hold, hold, good Maher Bi}h\ I drinke. 

Omnes. To whom ? 

Cand. To the old Coimteffe there. 

Bbrf. To me, old Boy? this is he that neuer 
drunke wine : once agen too’t. 

Cand. With much adoe the poifon is got dome, 
Tho I can fcarce get vp ; neuer before 
Dranke I a whores health, nor will neuer more. 

Bnter Orlando Lawms. 

Mat. Hah bin at Gallowes ? 
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OrL Yes, fir, for I make account to fuifer to day. 

Mat Looke, Signior : here's the Commodity. 

Ca7id. Your price ? 

Mat Thus, 

Ca?id, No : too deare : thus. 

Mat No: O fie, you rnufl fiie higher: yet take 
em home, trifles lhall not make vs quarrell, well agree, 
you lhall haue them, and a penniworth, He fetch 
money at your Ihop. 

Cand. Be it fo, good Signior^ fend me going. 

Mat Going ? a deepe bowle of wine for Signior 
Cajidido. 

OrL He wud be going. 

Ca7id. He rather flay, then goe fo : flop your 
Bowie. 


Editor Cofijlahle and Bihnm. 

Lod. How now ? 

Bots. Is’t Shroue-tuefday, that thefe Ghofls walke. 

Mat What’s your bufmeffe, Sir"? 

Oonji. From the Duke : you are the man wee 
looke for, Signior^ I haue Warrant here from the 
Duke, to apprehend you vpon fellony for robbing two 
Pedlers : I charge you i’th Dukes name goe quickly. 

Mat Is the winde turn’d % well : this is that old 
Wolfe, my Father-in-law : feeke out your Miflris, 
Sirra. 

OrL Yes, Sir: as fhafts by piecing are made 
flrong, ^ 

So fhall thy life be flraightned by this wrong. Exit 

O^nnes. In troth we are forry. 

Mat Braue men mufl bee crofl, it's but Fortunes 
Dice rouing againfl me : Come, fir, pray vfe me like a 
Gentleman, let me not be carried through the flreets 
like a Pageant. 

Conjl, If thefe Gentlemen pleafe, you fhall goe 
along with them. 

Omnes. Bee’t fo : come. 

Conji, Wliat are you, fir ? 



164 The Honcjt Whore. 

Bots. I, fir? rometimes a figure, foiuctimcs a 
cipher, as the State has occafion to call v]) her ac- 
counts : I’m a Soldier. 

Co 7 iJl. Your name is Bots, is’t not ? 

Bots. Bots is my name, Bots is kiiowne to this 
Company. 

Conji, I know you are, Sir : what’s flic ? 

Bots. A Gentlewoman, my Mother. 

Conji. Take em both along. 

Bots. Mel Sirrr. 

Billmen. And Sirrr. 

Co 7 iJi. If he fwagger, raife the flreet. • 

Bots. Gentlemen, Gentlemen, whither will you 
drag vs ? 

Led. To the Garden houfe. Bots, arc we ciien 
with you 1 

Coftji. To Bridewell with cm. 

Bots. You will anfwer this. Exeunt. 

ConJl. Better then a challenge, I haue warrant for 
my worke, fir. 

Lod. Wee’ll goe before. Exeunt. 

Conji. Pray doe. 

Wlio, Signior Caiidido ? a Cittizen of your degree con- 
forted thus, and reuelling in fuch a houfe I 

Cand. Why, fir ? what houfe I I'lray ? 

Co7ji. Lewd, and defamed. 

€a7id. Is’t fo ? thankes, fir : I’m gone. 

Conji. What haue you there 

Lawnes which I bought, fir, of the Gentle- 
man that keepes the houfe. 

Co72ji. And I haue warrant here, to fearch for 
fuch floine Ware : thefe Lawnes are flolne, 

Ca7id. Indeed 1 

Co7ji. So he’s the Thiefe, you the Heceiuer : Ihn 
forry for this chance, 1 muR commit you. 

Cand. Me, fir, for what 1 

Conji. Thefe Goods are found vpon you, and you 
mufl anfwer’t 

Cand. Muaifo? 
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Conji. Moft certaine. 

Cafid. lie fend for Bayle. 

Conji. I dare not : yet becaufe you are a Cittizen 
of worth, you lhall not be made a pointing llocke, but 
mthout Guard paffe onely with my felfe. 

Cand, To Bridewell too ? 

CojiJi. No remedy. 

Cajid. Yes, patience : being not mad, they had 
mee once to Bedlam, 

Now I’m drawne to Bridewell, loiiing no Whores. 

Cofiji. You will buy Lawne ? Exeunt 

Enter at one doore Hipollito ; at another^ Lodouico, 
Allolfo, Carolo, Beraldo, FontinelL 

Lod. Yonder’s the Lord Hipollito, by any meanes 
ieaue him and me together : Now will I turne him to 
a Madman. 

Omnes. Saue you, my Lord. Exeunt 

Lod. I ha flrange newes to tell you. 

Hip. Ydiat are they '? 

Lod. Your Mare’s i’th pound. 

Hip. How’s this % 

Lod. Your Nightingale is in a Limebufh. 

Hip. Ha ? 

Lod. Your Puritanicall Honejl Whore fits in a blue 
gowne. 

Hip. Blue Gowne ! 

Lod. She’ll chalke out your way to her now : fhe 
beats chalke. 

Hip. Where, who dares ? 

Lod. Doe you know the Bricke-houfe of Cafliga- 
tion, by the Riuer fide that runnes by Miilan : the 
Schoole where they .pronounce no letter well but O ? 

Hip. I know it not. 

Lod. Any man that has borne Office of Conftable, 
or any woman that has falne from a Horfe-load to a 
Cart-load, or like an old Hen that has had none but 
rotten egges in her neft, can,dire<5l you to her : there 
you lliail fee your Pimcke amongil her back-friends, 
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there you may haue her at your will, for there flic 
beates Chalke, or grindes in the Mill, with a whip 
deedle, deedle, deedle, deedle ; ah little monkey. 

Hip, What Rogue durll ferue that Warrant, know- 
ing I loued her % 

Loil Some Worfliipfull Rafcall, I lay my life. 

Hip. He beat the Lodgings downe about their 
eares 

That are her Keepers. ^ 

Lod. So you may bring an old houfe ouer her head. 
Hip. He to her 

He to her, flood armed Fiends to guard the doores, 

Jixit 

Lod. Oh me ! what Monflers arc men made by 
whores % 

If this falfe fire doe kindle him, there’s one Faggot 
More to the bonfire, now to my Bridewell Birds, 

What Song will they fing 1 Exit 

Enter Carolo, Aflolfo, Beraldo, Fontinell, three 
or foiire Majiers of Bridewell : Infrelice. 

Diike. Your Bridewell? that the name? for beauty, 
flrength, 

Capacity and forme of ancient building, 

(Befides the Riuers neighbourhood) few houfes 
Wherein we keepe our Court can better it 

I. Majier. Hither from forraigne Courts haue 
Princes come, 

And with our Duke did Adis of State Commence, 
Here that great Cardinall had firfl audience, 

(The graue Campayne,) that Duke dead, his Sonne 
(That famous Prince) gaue free poffeffion 
Of this his Palace, to the Cittizens, 

To be the poore mans ware-houfe : and endowed it 
With Lands to’th valew of feuen hundred marke, 

With all the bedding and the furniture, 

Once proper (as the Lands then were) to an Hofpitall 
Belonging to a Duke of Sanoy. Thus 
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Fortune can toffe the World, a Princes Court 
Is thus a prifon now. 

Duke, ^Tis Fortunes fport : 

Thefe changes common are : the IWieele of Fate 
Turnes Kingdomes vp, till they fall defolate. 

But how are thefe feuen hundred Markes by’th yeere 
Imployde in this your Worke-houfe ? 

I. Majler, Warre and Peace 
Feed both vpon thofe Lands : when the Iron doores 
Of warre burfl open, from this Houfe are fent 
Men furniflit in all Martiall Complement. 

The Moone hath thorow her Bow fcarce drawn to’th 
head, 

(Like to twelue filuer Arrowes) all the Moneths, 

Since 1600. Soldiers went aboord : 

Here Prouidence and Charity play fuch parts, 

The Houfe is like a very Scboole of Arts, 

For when our Soldiers (like Ships driuen from Sea, 
With ribs all broken, and with tatterd fides,) 

Cafl anchor here agen, their ragged backes 
How often doe we couer ? that (like men) 

They may be fent to their owme Homes agen. 

All here are but one fwarme of Bees, and flriue 
To bring with wearied thighs honey to the Hiue. 

The flurdy Begger, and the lazy Lowne, 

Gets here hard hands, or lac’d Corre< 5 lion. 

The Vagabond growes flay’d, and learnes Pobey, 

The Drone is beaten well, and fent away. 

As other prifons are, (fome for the Thiefe, 

Some, by which vndone Credit gets reliefe 
From bridled Debtors \ others for the poore) 

So this is for the Bawd, the Rogue, the Whore. 

Car, An excellent Teeme of Horfe. 

I. Majlei', Nor is it feene, 

That the whip drawes blood here, to coole the Spleene 
Of any rugged Bencher : nor does offence 
Feele fmart on fpitefuli, or rafh euidence : 

But pregnant teflimony forth mufl Hand, 

Ere luflice leaue them in the Beadles hand, 
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As Iron, on the Aniiill arc they laid, 

Not to take blowes alone, but to be made 
And Miioned to feme Charitable vfe. 

Duke, Thus wholfom’fl Lawes fpring from the 
worid abufe. 

Enter Orlando before Bellafront 

Bel, Let mercy touch your heart-firings (giucioiis 
Lord) 

That it may found like miifike in the eare 
Of a man defperate, (being i’th hands of Law.) 

Duke, His name % 

Bel. Matheo, 

Duke. For a robbery 1 where is he ? 

Bel. In this Houfe. 

Exit Bel. 6^ one of the Ifaflers of Bridewell. 

Duke. Fetch you him hither 

Is this the Party? 

Ori. This is the Hen, my Lord, that the Cocke 
(with the Lordly combe) your Sonne-in-law would 
crow ouer, and tread. 

Duke. Are your two Seruants ready ? 

Orl. My two Pedlers are pack’d together, my good 
Lord. ’ 

Vice (like a wound launc’d) mends by pimilhment. 

Infee. Let me be gone, iny Lord, or Hand vnfeene ; 
’Tis rare when a ludge flrikes, and that none dye, 
And His vnfit then, women fliould be by. 

I. Maficr. Weell place you, Lady, in fomc priuat 
roome. 

Infm. Pray doe fo. Exit. 

Orl, Thus nice Dames fweare, it is vnfit their eyes 
Sould view men earn’d vp for Anatomies, 

Yet they’ll fee all, fo they may Hand vnfeene, 

Many women fure will fmne behind a Skreene. 

Enter Lodouico. 

Lod. Your Sonne (the Lord HifoUitd) is entred. 
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Duke. Tell him we wifli his prefence. A word 

Sforfa : 

On what wings flew he hither ? 

Lod. Thefe, I told him — his Larke whom he loued, 
was a Bridewell Bird, he’s mad that this Cage fhould 
hold her, and is come to let her out. 

Duke. ’Tis excellent : away, goe call him hither. 

Exit. Lod. 

Enter one the Gouer7tours of the Houfe^ Bellafront 
after him with Matheo, after him the Co7iflable. 
E?iter at afiother doore, Lodouico and 
Hipollito : Orlando fleps forth and 
brings in two Pedlers. 

Duke. You are to vs a flranger (worthy Lord) 

Tis flirange to fee you here. 

. Hip. It is moll fit, 

That where the Sunne goes, Att07nyes follow it. 

Duke. Attofnyes neither lliape, nor honour beare : 
Be you your felfe, a Sunne-beame to fhine cleare. 

Is this the Gentleman ? Stand forth & heare 
Your accufation. 

Mat. He heare none : I flie hie in that : rather 
then Kites fhall feize vpon me, and picke out mine 
eyes to my face, He ftrike my tallons thorow mine 
owne heart firll, and fpit my blood in theirs : I am 
here for lliriuing thofe two fooles of their linfull 
packe : when thofe lack-dawes haue cawde ouer me, 
then mufl I cry guilty, or not guilty ; the Lawe has 
worke enough already, and therefore He put no worke 
of mine into his hands, the Hangman lhall ha’t firll, 
I did pluck thofe Ganders, did rob them. 

Duke. ’Tis well done to confeffe. 

Mat. Confeffe and be hanged, and then I flie hie, 
is’t not fo ? that for that a gallowes is the worft rub that 
a good Bowler can meet with : I Humbled againll fuch 
a poll, elfe this night I had plaid the part of a true 
Sonne in thefe dales, vndone my Father-in-law^ with 
him yfiid I ha run at leape-frogge, and come ouer 
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liis gold, tho I had ])roke Iiis ncckc for’t : but the 
poore Salmon Trout is now in the Not. 

Hip, And now the Law mull tea('h yon to 
flie hie. 

Mat Right, my Lord, and tlien ma,y yon ilic low; 
no more words, a Moufe, Mum, you are flop’d. 

Bel Be good to my poore husband, deare my 
Lords. 

Mat Affe, why fliouldfl thou pray them to be good 
to me, when no man here is good to one another '? 

Duke, Did any hand worke in this theft but yours ? 

Mat O, yes, my Lord, yes : — the Hangman has 
neuer one Sonne at a birth, liis Children ahvaics come 
by couples ; Tho I cannot giue the old dog, my 
Father, a bone to gnaw, the daughter (hall bee fure 
of a Choke-peare. — ^Yes, ray Lord, tlierc was one 
more that fiddled my fine Pedlers, and that was my 
wife. 

Bel Alas, I? 

Orl 0 euerlailing, fu})cmaturall fuperlatiuc Vil- 
laine 1 

Omnes. Your wife, Maiheo ? 

Hip, Sure it cannot be. 

Mat Oh, Sir, you louc no quarters of Mutton 
that hang vp, you ioue none but whole Mutton ; flie 
fet the robbery, I perform’d it ; file fpur’d me on, I 
gallop’d away. 

Orl, My Lords. 

Bel, My Lords, (fellow giue me fpeach) if my 
life 

May ranfome thine, I yeeld it to the Law, 

Thou hurt’ll thy foule (yet wipell off no offence) 

By cafling blots vpon my Innocence : 

Let not thefe fpare me, but tell trath : no, fee 
Who flips his necke out of the niifery, 

Tho not out of the mifehiefe : let thy Seniant 
That fhared in this bafe A<51, accufe me here, 

Why Ihould my Husband perilh, he goe clcare ? 

Orl A god Child, hang thine owne Father. 



The Homji Whore. 171 

Duke. Old fellow, was thy hand in too ? 

Or/. My hand was in the Pye, ray Lord, I confeffe 
it : my Miftris I fee, will bring me to the Galiowes, 
and fo leaue me ; but He not leaue her fo : I had 
rather hang in a womans company, then in a mans ; 
becaufe if we fliould go to hell together, I Ihould 
fcarce be letten in, for all the Deuils are afraid 
to haiie any women come amongfl them, as I am true 
Thiefe, Ihe neither confented to this fellony, nor knew 
of it. 

Duke. What fury prompts thee on to kill thy 
wife % 

Mat. It is my humor, Sir, kis a foolifh Bag-pipe 
that I make my felfe merry wdth : why fhould I eate 
hempe-feed at the Hangmans thirteene-pence halfe- 
penny Ordinaiy, and haue this whore laugh at me as 
I fwing, as I totter 1 

Duke. Is file a Whore ? 

Mat. A fixe-penny Mutton Pafly, for any to 
cut vp. 

Orl. Ah, Toad, Toad, Toad. 

Mat. A Barbers Citterne for euery Seruingman to 
play vpon, that Lord, your Sonne, knowes it. 

inp. I, fir, am I her Bawd then ? 

Mat. No, fir, but hie’s your Whore then. 

Orl, Yea Spider, doefl catch at great Flies ? 

inp. My TOiore ? 

Mat. I cannot talke, fir, and tell of your Rems, 
and your rees, and your whirligigs, and deuices : but, 
my Lord, I found em like Sparroives in one neil, bill- 
ing together, and bulling of me, I tooke em in bed, 
was ready to kill him was vp to llab her 

mp. Cloze thy ranke lawes: pardon me, I am 
vexed, 

Thou art a Villaine, a malicious Deuill, 

Deepe as the place where thou art loll, thou lyeH, 
Since I am thus far got into this Horme, 

He thorow, and thou lhalt fee He thorow vntoucht, 
When thou fhalt perilh in it. 
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Enter In fid ice. 
hifm, ’Tis my cue 

To enter now : roome, let my Prize be ])1ai(], 

I ha lurk’d in Cloudes, yet heard what all haue faid, 
What lury more can prone, flic has wrong’d my bed, 
Then her owne husband, flie niufl be puniihed ; 

I challenge Law, my Lord, Letters, and Gold, 

And lewels 

From my Lord that woman tooke. 

Hip^ Againll that blacke-mouthed Deuill, againd 
Letters, and Gold, 

And agaiiifl a icaloiis Wife I doe vphold, 

Thus farre her reputation, I could fooner 
Shake the Appenine, and crumble Rockes to diiR, 
Then (tho loucs fliowre rayned downe) temiJt her to 
lull. 

Bel What Ihalll fay? 

lice dlfcouers himfcljc. 

Orl Say thou art not a Whore, and that’s more 
then fifteene women (amongd fine hundred) dare 
fweare without lying : this flialt thou fay, no let mec 
fay’t for thee ; thy Husband^s a Knaue, this Lord’s an 
honed Man j thou art no Pimckc, this Lady’s a right 
Lady. Pacheco is a Thicfe as his Madcr is, but old 
Orlando is as true a man as tby Father is : 1 ha feene 
you hie hie, fir, & I ha feene you die low, fir, and to 
keepe you from the Gallowes, fir, a blue Coat haiio I 
worne, and a Thiefe did I turne, mine owne men are 
the Pedlers, my twenty pound did Hie hie, fir, your 
wines Gowne did flie low, fir : whither flie you now, 
fir ? you ha fcap’d the Gallowes, to the Deuill you flie 
next, fir. Am I right, my Liege ? 

Duke. Your Father has the true Phificion plaict 
3fat, And I am now his Patient. 

Hip. And be fo dill, 

’Tis a good figne when our cheekes biuflr at ilL 
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Conji. The Liiinen Draper (S/g/nor Candldo) 

He whom the Citty tearmes the Patient man, 

Is likewife here for buying of thofe Lawnes 
The Pedlers lofl. 

Lifce. Alas good Candida. Exit Co7i/ladIe. 

Duke. Fetch him : and when thefe payments vp 
are cafl, 

Weigh out your light Gold, but let^s haue them lail. 

Enter Candido, aiid CojiJlahle. 

Duke, In Bridewell, Ca7idido ? 

Cand. Yes, my good Lord. 

Duke. What make you here ? 

Ca7id. IMy Lord, what make you here % 

Duke, lin here to faue right, and to driue WTong 
hence. 

Cajui. And I to beare wrong here with patience. 
Diike. You ha bought ftolne Goods. 

Ca7id. So they doe fay, my Lord, 

Yet bought I them vpon a Gentlemans word, 

And I imagine now, as I thought then, 

That there be Theeues, but no Theeues Gentlemen. 
mp. Your Credit’s crack’d being here. 

Cand. No more then Gold 
Being crack’d which does his eilhnation hold. 

I was in Bedlam once, but was I mad ? 

They made me pledge Ydiores healths, but am I bad, 
Becaufe I’m with bad people? 

Duke. Well, ftand by, 

If you take wrong, wee’ll cure the iniury. 

E 7 ite 7 ‘ Co 7 ifta'bIe.^ after thc7ii Bots, after hhn in'o Beadles^ 
071 C tuith IIe777pe, the other ‘with a Beetle. 

Duke. Sta3>", flay, Yv’hat’s he ? a prifoner ? 

Co7ifi. Yes, my Lord, 

Dip. He feemes a Soldier ? 

Bots. I am what I feeme. Sir, one of Fortunes 
Eahards, a Soldier, and a Gentleman, and am brought 
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in here with Mailer Conflablcs band of Bihncn, be- 
caufe they face mec downc that I line (like thofe that 
keepe Bowling-all eyes) by the fumes of the people^ in 
being a Squire of the body. 

Hip. Oh, an Apple-fquirc. 

Bots. Yes, fir, that degree of feuruy Scpiiers, and 
that I am maintained by the bell part that is com- 
monly in a woman, by the worfl players of thofe parts, 
but lam knowne to all this company. 

Lod. My Lord, ’tis true, we all know him, ’tis 
Lieutenant Bots, 

Duke, Bofs, and where ha you ferued, Bois ? 

Bots, In mofl of your hottefl Scruices in the Low- 
countries : at the Groyne I was wounded in this thigh, 
and halted vpon’t, but ’tis now found. In Cleue/and 
I mill but little, hauing the bridge of my nofc broken 
downe with two great flones, as I was IValing* a f'ort : 
I ha beene tryed, Sir, too, in Gddrr/ivnf^ and icafi’d 
hardly there from being blown vp at a Breach : 1 was 
fired, and lay i’th Surgeons hands for’!, till the fall of 
the leafe following. 

Hip. All this maybe, and yet you no Soldier. 

Bots, No Soldier, fir ? I hope thefe are Scruices 
that your proudeft Commanders doe venture vpon, 
and neuer come off fometimos. 

Duke, Well, fir, becaufe you fay you arc a Soldier, 
He vfe you like a Gentleman : make roome there, 
Plant him amongfl you, we fliall haue anon 
Strange Hawkes flie here before vs : if none light 
On you, you fiiall with frecdomc take your flight : 

But if you preue a Bird of baler wing, 

Wee’ll vfe you like fucli Birds, here you fliall fmg. 

Bots, I wifh to be tried at no other weapon. 

Dtikc, Why, is he furniflit with thofe implyments 1 

I. Mailer, The Pander is more dangerous to a 
State, 

Then is the common Thiefe, and tho our lawes 
Lie heauier on the Thiefe, yet that the Pander 
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May know the Hangmans ruffe fhould fit him too. 
Therefore he’s fet to beat Hempe. 

Duke. This does fauour 
Of luflice, bafefl Slaues to bafefl labour. 

Now pray, fet open Hell, and let vs fee 
The Shee-Deuils that are here. 

Infm. Me thinkes this place 
Should make euen Lais honefl. 

I. Mailer. Some it turnes good, 

But (as fome men -whofe hands are once in blood, 

Doe in a pride fpili more) fo, fome going hence, 

Are (by being here) loft in more impudence : 

Let it not to them (when they come) appeare, 

That any one does as their fudge fit here : 

But that as Gentlemen you come to fee, 

And then perhaps their tongues will walke more free. 

Duke. Let them be marfiiall’d in : be couerd all, 
Fellowes, now to make the Sceane more Comicall. 
Car. Will not you be fmelt out, Bots. 

Dots. No, your braueft whores haue the worfl 
nofes. 

Enter two of the Mailers : a Coniiahle after fhem^ thai 
Dorathea Target, kraue, after her two Beadles^ 
tiiofie with a wheeie, the other with 
a blue Gowne. 

Lod. Are not you a Bride, forfooth ? 

Dor. Say yee 1 

Car. He wud know if thefe be not your Bridemen. 
Dor. Vuh, yes, fir : and looke yee, doe you fee 
the Bride-laces that I giue at my wedding, %vill feme 
to tye Rofemary to both your Coffins when you come 
from hanging — Scab % 

Orl. Fie, Puncke, fie, fie, fie. 

Dor. Out you ftale flinking head of Garlicke, foh, 
at my heeles. 

Orl. My head’s clouen. 
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Hip. 0, let the Gentlewoman alone, ilie’s going to 
thrift. 

AJl, Nay to doe penance. 

Car, I, ], goe Puncke, goe to the Croffe and be 
whipt. 

Dor, Mary mew, mary muffe, mary hang you good- 
man Dog : whipt ? doe yec take me for a bale Spittle 
whore % in troth Gentlemen, you weare the cloathevS of 
Gentlemen, but you cany not the mindcs of Gentle- 
men, to abufe a Gentlewoman of my flifliion. 

Lod, Falliion? pox a your fadiions, art not a 
whore t 

Dor, Goodman Slaiic. 

Duke, O fie, abufe her not, let vs two talke, 

What mought I call your name, pray ? 

Dor. Pm not afliamed of my name, Sir, my name 
is Miflris Doll Target^ a Weflcrnc Gentlewoman. 

Lod. Her Target again (I any Pike in Mil Ian. 

Duke, Why is this wheele borne after her ? 

I. Majler, She mull fpinne. 

Dor, A coorfe thred it fliall be, as all threds are. 

AJl, If you fpin, then you’ll earne money here 
too ? 

Dor. I had rather get halfc a Crownc abroad, 
then ten Crownes here. 

Orl, Abroad 1 I thinke fo. 

In/ee. Doell thou not weepe now thou art here ? 

Dor, Say yee ? weepe 1 yes forfooth, as you did 
when you loll your Maidenhead : doe you not hcare 
how I weep ? Sings, 

Lod. Farewell Doll, 

Dor, Farewell Dog. 

Duke. Pall lhame : pall penitence, why is that 
blue Gowne ? 

I. Majler, Being Hript out of her wanton loofe 
attire, 

That Garment Ihe puts on, bafe to the eye, 

Onely to cloath her in humility. 
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Duke. Are all the refl like this 1 

I. Mafler. No, my good Lord. 

You fee, this Drab fwells with a wanton reyne, 

The next that enters has a different flraine. 

Duke. Variety is good, let’s fee the refl. 

Exit Mafler. 

Bois. Your Grace fees I’m found yet, & no Bullets 
hit me. 

Duke. Come off fo, and ’tis well. 

Omnes, Here’s the fecond Meffe. 

Enter the two Maflers., after them the Conjlahk., after 
him Penelope Whore-hound, like a Citiizens wife^ 
after her two Beadles.^ one with a blue Gowne, 
another with Chalke and a Mallet. 

Pen. I ha worne many a coflly Gowne, but I was 
neuer thus guarded with blue Coats, and Beadles, and 
Conflables, and 

Car. Alas faire Miftris, fpoyle not thus your eyes. 

Fen. Oh fweet fir, I feare the fpoyling of othei 
places about me that are dearer then my eyes ; if you 
be Gentlemen, if you be men, or euer came of a 
woman, pitty my cafe, Hand to me, flicke to me, good 
fir, you are an old man, 

Orl. Hang not on me, I prethee, old Trees beare 
no fuch fruit 

Pen. Will you bayle me, Gentlemen % 

Lod. Bayle thee, art in for debt? 

Pen. No — is my ludge, fir, I am in for no debts, 

I payd my Taylor for -this Gowne, the lafl hue fhil- 
lings a weeke that was behind, yeflerday. 

Duke. What is your name, I pray? 

Pen. Penelope Whore-hound^ I come of the Whore- 
hounds. How does Lieutenant Bots. 

Bots. A very honefl woman, as I’m a Soldier, a 
pox Bots ye. 

Pen. I was neuer in this pickle before, and yet if 
I goe amongft Cittizens wiues, they ieere at me : if I 
2 N 
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goe among the Loofe-bodied Gownes, they cry a pox 
on me, becaufe I goe ciuiliy attyred, and fweare^ their 
ti-ade was a good trade, till fuch as I am tooke it out 
of their hands : good Lieutenant Bots^ fpeake to thefe 
Captaines to bayle me. 

I. M after. Begging for bayle Bill ? you are a trim 
goffip, goe giue her the blue Gowne, let her to her 
chare, worke Hulwife, for your bread, away. 

Pen. Out you Dog, a pox on you all, women are 
borne to curie thee, but I fhall line to fee twenty fuch 
flat-caps fliaking Dice for a penny-worth of Pippins : 
out, you blue-eyed Rogue. Exit. 

Onmes. Ha, ha, ha. 

Duke. Euen now flie wept, and praid, now does 
fhe curfe ? 

I. M after. Seeing me : if Bill flie had Baid, this 
had beene worfe. 

Hip. Was flie euer here before ? 

I. Mafter. Fine times at leaB, 

And thus if men come to her, haue her eyes 
Wrung, and wept out her bayle. 

Omnes. BotSy you know her ? 

Bots. Is there any Gentleman here, that knowes 
not a Whore, and is he a haire the worfe for that % 

Duke. Is flie a Citty-dame, fliers fo attyred ? 

I. Mafter. No, my good Lord, that’s onely but 
the vaile 

To her loofe body, I haue feene her here 
In gayer Masking Suits, as feuerall Sawces 
Giue one Difli feuerall TaBes, fo change of Habits 
In Whores is a bewitching Art : to day 
She’s all in colours to befot Gallants, 

Then in niodeB blacke, to catch the Cittizen, 

And this from their Examinations drawne, 

Now fhall you fee a MonBer both in fliape 
And nature quite from thefe, that fheds no teare, 

Nor yet is nice, ’tis a plaine ramping Beare, 

Many fuch Whales are cafl vpon this Shore. 

Omnes. Let’s fee her* 
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I. Mafier. Then behold a fwaggering Whore. 

Exit 

Orl Keep your grownd, Eofs, 

Bofs. I doe but trauerfe to fpy aduantage how to 
arme my feife. < 

Enter the two M afters firft^ after them the Co7iftable ; 
afte}' them a Beadle beating a Bafon^ then Caty- 
ryna Bountinall, with Miftris Horfleach, after 
them a?iother Beadle with a bine head guarded 
with yellow. 

Cat Sirra, when I cry hold your hands, hold, you 
Catcher^ hold : Bawd, are the French Chil- 
blaines in your heeles, that you can come no fafler ? 
are not you (Bawd) a Whores Ancient, and mull not 
I follow my Colours ? 

Horf. 0 Miflris Katherine, you doe me wrong to 
accufe mee here as you doe, before the right Worlhip- 
full : I am knowne for a motherly honeft woman, and 
no Bawd. 

Cat. Mary foh, honefl 1 burnt at fourteene, feuen 
times whipt, fixe times carted, nine times duck’d, 
fearch’d by fome hundred and fifty Conflables, and 
yet you are honefl? Honefl Miflris Horfleach, is this 
World, a World to keepe Bawds and Whores honefl % 
How many times hafl thou giuen Gentlemen a quart 
of wine in a gallon pot? how many twelue-penny 
Fees, nay two fiiillings Fees, nay, when any Embafia- 
dours ha beene here, how many halfe crowne Fees 
hafl thou taken ? how many Carriers hafl thou bribed 
for Country Wenches ? how often haue I rinfl your 
lungs in Aqua uitee, and yet you are honefl ? 

Duke. And what were you the whilefl ? 

Cat. Mary hang you, Mafler Slaue, who made you 
an examiner ? 

Lod. Well faid, belike this Deuill fpares no man. 

Cat What art thou prethee ? 

Bots. Nay what art thou prethee 1 
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Cat A Whore, art thou a Thiefe ? 

Bots, A Thiefe, no, I defie the calling, I am a 
Soldier, haue borne Armes in the Field, beene in 
many a hot Skyrmifh, yet come off found. 

Cat. Sound with a pox to yee, yee abominable 
Rogue ! you a Soldier ? you in Skirmiflies ? where ? 
amongfl pottle pots in a Bawdy-houfe ? Looke, looke 
here, you Madam Wormeaten, doe you not know 
him % 

Horf. Lieutenant Bots^ where haue yee beene this 
many a day % 

Bots. Old Bawd, doe not difcredit me, feeme not 
to know me. 

Horf. Not to know yee, Mailer Bofs% as long as 
I haue breath, I cannot forget thy fweet face. 

Duke. Why, doe you know him 1 he faies he is a 
Soldier. 

Cat. He a Soldier ? a Pander, a Dog that will licke 
vp fixe pence : doe yee heare, you Mailer Swines fnout, 
how long is’t fmee you held the doore for me, and 
cried took agen, no body comes, yee Rogue you ? 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, y’are fmelt out agen, Bots. 

Bots. Pox ruyne her nofe fork, and I be not rc- 
uenged for this — vm yee Bitch. 

Lost. Dee yee heare yee, Madam ? why does your 
Ladiihip fwagger thus? y’are very braue, me thinkes. 

Cat. Not at your cofl, l^Iailer Cods-head, 

Is any man here bleare-eyed to fee me braue ? 

A/t. Yes, I am, 

Becaufe good Cloathes vpon a Whores backe 
is like faire painting vpon a rotten wall 

Cat Mary muffe Mailer Whoremafler, you come 
vpon me with fentences. 

Ber. By this light has fmall fence fork. 

Lod. 0 fie, fie, doe not vex her. 

And yet me thinkes a creature of more feuruy condi- 
tions 

Should not know what a good Petti coate were. 

Cat , Mary come out, 
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Y'are fo bufie about my Petticoate, you’ll creepe vp 
to my placket, and yee cood but attaine the honour, 
but and the outfides offend your Roguefhips, looke 
o’the lining, ’tis Silke. 

Duke. Is’t Siike^tis lined with then? 

Cat Silke ? I Silke, Mafler Slaue, you wud bee 
glad to wipe your nofe with the skirt on’t : this ’tis to 
come among a company of Cods-heads that know not 
how to vfe a Gentlewoman. 

Duke. Tell her the Duke is here. 

I. Majler. Be modefl, KatCy the Duke is here. 

Cat If the Deuill were here, I care not : fet for- 
ward, yee Rogues, and giue attendance to your places, 
let Bawds and Whores be fad, for He fmg and the 
Deuill were a dying. Exeunt 

Duke. Why before her does the Bafon ring ? 

I. Majier. It is an emblem of their reuelling. 

The whips we vfe lets forth their wanton blood, 
Making them calme, and more to calme their pride, 

In Head of Coaches they in Carts doe ride. 

Will your Grace fee more of this bad Ware ? 

Duke. No fhut vp ftiop, weell now breake vp the 
faire, 

Yet ere we part — you, fir, that take vpon yee 
The name of Soldier, that true name of worth, 

Which, adlion not vaine boafling befl fets forth. 

To let you know how farre a Soldier's name 
Stands from your title, and to let you fee, 

Soldiers mufl not be wrong’d where Princes be : 

This bee your fentence. 

Omnes. Defend your felfe, Bofs. 

Duke. Firft, all the priuat fufferance that the 
houfe 

Infiidls vpon Offenders, you (as the bafefl) 

Shall vndergoe it double, after which 

You fhall bee whipt, fir, round about the Citty, 

Then banifht from the Land. 

Dots. Befeech your Grace. 

Duke. Away with him, fee it done, Panders and 
Whores 
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Are Citty-plagues, whicli being kept aliue, 

Nothing that lookcs like goodnes ere can lliriuc. 

Now good Orlando^ what fay you to your bad Sonne- 
in-law % 

OrL Mar}’ this, my Lord, he is my Sonne-in-law, 
and in law will I be his Father : for if law can pepper 
him, he iliall be fo parboild, that he flrall flinke no 
more i’th nofe of the Common-wealth. 

Bel, Be yet more kinde and merciMl, good 
Father. 

Orl, Doefl thou beg for him, thou precious mans 
meat, thou ? has he not beaten thee, kickt thee, trod 
on thee, and doefl thou fawne on him like his Span- 
niell ? has hee not pawnd thee to thy Petticoate, fold 
thee to thy fmock, made yee leape at a crufl, yet 
woodfl haue me faue him 1 

Bel. Oh yes, good fir, women dial! learne of me, 
To loue their husbands in greatefl mifery, 

Then fliew him jiitty, or you wracke my fclfc. 

Bal. Haue yee eaten Pigeons that y’are fo kinclc- 
hearted to your Mate ? Nay, y’are a couple of wilde 
Beares, He haue yee both baited at one Hake : but as 
for this Knaue, the Galiowes is thy due, and the CJal- 
lowes thou flialt haue, He haue iiiHice of the Ouke, 
the Law fhall haue thy life, what, doeft thou hold him ? 
let goe his hand : if thou doefl not forfake him, a 
Fathers eueriafling blefiing fall vpon both your heads : 
away, goe, kiffe out of my fight, play thou the Whore 
no more, nor thou the Thiefe agen, my hoiife fliall be 
thine, my meate fliall be thine, and fo Hiall my wine, 
but my money fliall bee mine, and yet when I die, 
(fo thou doefl not fiie hie) take all, 

Yet good MatheOf mend. 

Thus for joy weepes Orlando, and doth end, 

Duke. Then heare, Mathco : all your woes are 
flayed 

By your good Father-in-law : all your Ills 
Are cleare purged from you by his working pills. 

Come Sipiior Candida, thefe greene yong wits 
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(We fee by Circumllance) this plot hath laid, 

Still to prouoke thy patience, which they finde 
A wall of Bralie, no Armour’s like the minde ; 

Thou haft taught the Citty patience, now our Court 
Shall be thy Spheare, where from thy good report, 
Rumours this truth vnto the world lhal fing, 

A Patient man’s a Patterne for a King. Exeunt 
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Lediori. 


Generali /cope of this Dra7n7naticall 
Poenty is to fet forth {in Tropicall and 
jhadowed collours) the GreatneSy Mag- 
7ianimityy Conflancpy Cle^nencyy a^id 
other me incomparable Heroical vertiics of onr late 
Queene And (o7i the coiitrary part) the inueterate 
malice, Treafons, Machinatio7tSy Vnder^nmingSy 
& continual hlody dratagcmSy of that Purple 
whore oj Roome, to the taking away of onr 
Prmces lines, a^id vtter extirpatmi of their King- 
domes. Wherein if accordmg to the dig^iity of 
the Subicdi, I haue not giuen it Luftre, and {to 
ufe the Pamters rhethorick) doe fo faile m my 
Depthcs & Height7iihgs, that it is 7iot to the life, 
let this exctife me; that the Pyramides vpon 
whofe top the glorious Raigne of our deceafed 
Soueraigne was mounted, Jia^tds yet fo high, and 
fo Jharply pomted into the clouds, that the Art of 
no pen is able to reach it. The Jlrea77te of her 
Vef'iues is fo immefurable, that the farther they 
are waded into, the farther is it to the bottom. 

In fay ling vpon which two contrary Seas, you 
may obferue, on how dwedt a line I have fleered 
my courfe : for of fuch a fcantling are my words 
fet dow7ie, that neither the one party fpeakes too 
much, nor the other {in oppofitioi) too little in their 
owne defence. 
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Andwhcrcas I may, {by fame more curious in ecu- 
furc, then found in iudgemcnf) he Critically taxed, 
that I faldfic the account of time, and fet not dozen 
Occurrents, according to their true fucee/JJon, let 
fuch {that are fo nice of Jioviach) knoze, that / 
unite as a Poet, not as an Hijforian, and that 
thefe tzvo doe not Hue vndcr one laze, Ploze true 
Fortunes dyall hath gone whofe Players {like fo 
many clocks, haue Jlriick my lines, and told the 
world how I haue fpent my hourcs) I am not ccr^- 
tame, hecaufe mine care flood not zuithin reach of 
their L arums. But of this my Imoiidedge cannot 
failc, that in ftch Con forts, many of the Instru- 
ments are for the nioft part out of tunc, And no 
maruaile ; for let the Poet fet the note of his Now- 
hers, cuen to Apolloes ozone Lyre, the Player zoill 
haue his ozone Crochets, and fing falfe notes, in 
difpite of all the rules of Mufick. It fares zoith 
thefe two, as it does zoith good fluff c and a baddc 
Tayler : It is not mard in the zoearing, but iu the 
cutting out The labours therfore of Writers are 
as zjuhappie as the children of a bcioiifull zooman, 
being fpoyld by ill ntirfcs, within a month after 
they come into the world. What a number of 
throwes doe we endure care we be deliuered? and 
yet euen then {tho that heauenly iffue of our hrainc 
be nether fo faire and fo well lymd,) is it made 
lame by the bad handling of them to zohome it is 
put to harm to goc : if this of mine bee made a 
cripple by fuch meanes, yet difpife him not for that 
deformity which Jluck not vpon him at his birth ; 
hut fell vpon him by mis-fortime, and in recom- 
penceoffuch favour, yot^ jfhall {if your Patience 
can fuffer fo lon£) heare now how kimfelfe can 
fpeake. 



( ) 


PROLOGVE. 


T He Charmes of filence through this Square be 
throwne, 

That an vn-vfde Attention (like a lewell) 

May hang at euery eare, for wee prefent 
Matter aboue the vulgar Argument : 

Yet drawne fo iiuely, that the weakefl eye, 

(Through thofe thin vailes we hang betweene your 
fight, 

And this our peice) may reach the miHery ; 

What in it is mofl graue, will moft delight 
But as in Lantskip^ Townes and Woods appeare 
Small a farre off, yet to the Optick fence, 

The minde ihewes them as great as thofe more neere ; 
So, winged Thne that long agoe flew hence 
You mufl fetch backe, with all thofe golden yeares 
He flole, and here imagine ftill hee flands, 

Thrufling his filuer locke into your hands. 

There hold it but two howres, It fliall from Graues 
Raize vp the dead : vpon this narrow floore 
Swell vp an Ocean, (with an Armed Fleete,) 

And lay the Dragon at a Doues foft feete. 

Thefe Wonders fit and fee, fending as guides 
Your Judgement, not your pafsions : pafsion Aides, 
When Judgement goes vpright : for tho the Mufe 
Thats thus infpir’de) a Nouell path does tread, 

Shee’s free from fooliAi boldnes, or bafe dread. 

Loe ; fcorne fhe fcornes and Enuies ranckling tooth, 
For this is all Aiee does, Aie wakens Truth. 
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A Dumb fliew. 


H e drawes a Curtaine, difcoueriug Truth in fad 
abiiimentsi vncrownd : her haire drfhmeld^ 
jlceping on a Rock : Time {her father) attired like- 
wife in blacky and al his properties {as Sit he ^ Howre- 
glajfe and Wings) of the fame Cull or ^ vfing all rneanes 
to waken Truth, but not being able to doe, it, he fits by 
her and fnotmis. Then enter Friers, Bifhops, Cardinals 
before the Hearfe of a Queen, after it Conn cellars, Pen- 
tioners, Ladies, al thefe lajl hauing fcarfes before their 
eyes, the other fingmg in Latin. Triicth fuddcnly 
awakens, beholding this fight, fiiews {^edth her father) 
arguments of Joy, and Exeunt, returning prefently : Time 
being fkifted into light Cullors, his properties likiw/fe 
altred into finer, and Truth Crowned, {being cloathed 
in a robe /potted with Starres) mecte the Jlearfe, and 
pulling the veiles from the Councellers eyes, they woim- 
drmg a while, and feeming afionidmi at her bri^htnes, 
at length embrace Truth and Time, 6^ depart with them : 
leaumg the reft going on. 

This being done, Enter Titania {the Park Queene) 
attended with thofe Councellors, and other perfons 
fitting her efiafe: Time and Truth mcefe her, pre- 
fenting a Booke to her, which {kijfmg it) Jhce receiues, 
and filming if to thofe about her, they drawe out 
their fwordes, {embracmg Truth,) vowing to defend 
her and that booke \ Truth then and Time arc f cut in, 
and reiurne prefently, drilling before them thofe Cardi- 
nals, Friers, Src. (that came in before) with Images, 
Croziar ftaues one. They gon, certaine graue learned 
men, that had hecne bant died, are brought in, and pre- 
fented to Titania, who Jhewes to them the booke, fahich 
theyreceiue with great fignes of gladmjfe, Exeunt 
Omnes. 



THE WHORE 



Eniprejfe of Babylon: her Canopie fupported by 4. 
Cardinals ; 2. perfons m Pontificall roabes on 
either hand^ the one bearing a fword^ the other the 
keies : before her 3. Kings crowned^ behinde her 
Friers^ 



Hat we, in pompe, in peace, in 
god like fplendor, 

With adoration of all dazeled 


Should breath thus long, and grow fo full of dales, 

Be fruitfull as the Vine, in fonnes and daughters, 

(All Emperors, Kings, and Queenes) that (like to 
Cedars 

Vprifmg from the breafl of Lybanns, 

Or Oliues nurll vp by lerufaUfri) 

Heightened our glories, whilR we held vp them : 
That this vaR Globe Terrellriall Ihould be cantled, 
And almofl three parts ours, and that the nations, 
Who fufpiration draw out of this aire, 
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With vniuerfall Aiies^ lliowtes, and cries, 

Should vs acknowledge to be head fupreame 
To this great body (for a world of yeares :) 

Yet now, when we had made our Crowne compleat, 
And clos’d it flrongly with a triple arch, 

And had inrich’d it with thofe pretioiis jewels 
Few Princes euer fee (white haires) euen now 
Our greatneffe hangs in ballaiice, and the Hampe 
Of our true Soueraignty, dipt, and abas’d. 

1. Kmg. By whom dread Empreffe ? 

Enip, Aske thefe holy Fathers : 

Aske thofe our out-cafl fonnes : a throne vfurped 
Our chaire is counted, all our titles flolne. 

2. King. What blafphemy dare fpeake fo ? 

Enip. All our roabes, 

Our veflments, (reuerend, yet pontificall :) 

This fword, thefe keyes, (that open kingdoms hearts 
To let in fweet obedience) All, but borrowed. 

3. King, What foule aboue the earth . . , ; 

Emp, Our royall fignet, 

With which, we, (in a mothers holy lone) 

Haue fign’d fo many pardons, is now counterfeit : 
From our mouth flow riuers of blafphemy 
And lies 3 our Babylonian Sinagogues 
Are counted Stewes, where Fornications 
And all vneleanneffe Sodomiticall, 

(Whofe leprofy touch’d vs neuer) are now daily a< 5 led : 
Our Image, which (like Romane Cqfar's) ftamp’d 
In gold, through the whole earth did currant paffe ; 

Is now blanch’d copper, or but guilded braffe. 

3. King. Can yonder roofe, thats naild fo fall with 
llarres, 

Couer a head fo impious, and not cracke 1 
That Sulphure boyling o’re celelliall fires, 

May drop in whizing flakes (with skalding vengeance) 
On fuch a horrid fmne 1 

1 . King, No mortall bofome 
Is fo vnfandlified. 

2. King. Who i’ll bright Emprefle, 
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That feeds fo vlcerous, and fo ranke a Spleene 1 
Emp. A woman. 

Omn. Woman 1 who ] 

Emp, The Fairie Queene : 

Fine Summers haue fcarce drawn their glimmering 
nights 

Through the Moons filuer bowe, fince the crownd 
heads 

Of that adored beafl, on which we ride, 

Were flrucke and wounded, but fo heal'd againe. 

The very fcarres were hid. But now, a mortall, 

An vnrecouerable blow is taken, 

And it muil bleed to death. 

3. Kin^. Heauen cannot fuffer it. 

Empr, Heauen fuffers it, and fees it, and giues 
ayme, 

Whilfl euen our Empires heart is cleft in funder : 

That (Irumpet, that inchantreffe, (who, in robes 
Wlaite as is innocence, and with an eye 
Able to tempt Ilearne murther to her bed) 

Calles her felfe Truths has ftolne faire Truths attire, 
Her crowne, her fweet fongs, counterfets her voyce, 
And bypredigious trickes in forcerie, 

Has raiz'd a b^afe impollor like Truths father : 

This fubtile Curtizan fets vp againe, 

Whom we but late banifht, to Hue in caues, 

In rockes and defart mountaines. 

2. King, Feare her not, fhee's but a lhadow. 

Emp, 0 fis a cunning Spider, 

And in her nets fo wraps the Fairie Queene, 

That Ihee fuckes euen her breafl : Sh’as writ a booke, 
Which fliee calles holy Spels. 

3, King, Weele breake thofe fpels. 

Empr, The poles of heauen mull firft in funder 
breake, 

For from the Fairie Ihores this Witch hath driuen 
All fuch as are like thefe (our Sooth-Saiers) 

And cal’d falfe Seers home, that of things pafl, 

Sing wonders, and diuine of things to come : 

o 2 
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Through whofe bewitching tongues runne golden 
chaines, 

To which ten thoufand eares fo fail are bound, 

As fpirits are by fpells ; that all the Tones 
Of harmony, that Babylon can found, 

Are charmes to Adders, and no more regarded, 

Than are by him that’ s deafe, the ficke mans groanes. 
Shee, they, Titania^ and her Fairie Lords, 

Yea euen her vaffaile elues, in piiblick Iconic 
Defame me, call me Whore of Babylon. 

Omn. O vnheard of prophanation 1 
Empr. Giue out I am common : that for lufL, and 
hire 

I proflitute this body : that to Kings 
I quaife full bowles of llrong enchanting wines, 

To make them dote on me. 

Omn, Lets heare no more. 

Emp. And that all Potentates that tread on earth, 
With our abhominations fliould be drunke, 

And be by vs vndone. 

Omn. Weele heare no more. 

3. King, Yon haue thrufl Furies whips into our 
hands. 

1. King Say but the word, and weele tiirne home 
your wrongs, 

In tome and bloody collours. 

2. King, All her bowers, 

Shall like burnt olferings purge away (in fire) 

Her lands pollution. 

Omn, Let’s to armes. 

Emp, Stay : heare me ; 

Her kingdome weares a girdle wrought of waues, 

Set thicke with pretious flones, that are fo charm’d, 
No rockes are of more force : her Fairies hearts, 

Lie in inchanted towers (impregnable) 

No engine fcales them. Therefore goe you three, 
Draw all your faces fweetly, let your browes 
Be fleck’d, your cheekes in dimples, giue out fmiles, 
Your voyces tiring with filuer, wooe (like loners) 
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Sweare you haue hils of pearle : iliew her the world, 
And fay fhee lliall haue all, fo fhee will kneeie 
And doe vs reuerence : but if fhee grow nice, 
Diffemble, flatter, floope to licke the dull 
Shee goes vpon, and (like to ferpents) creepe 
Vpon your bellies, in humilitie ; 

And beg fhee would but with vs ioyne a league, 

To wed her land to ours : our blefling, goe. 

3. King. When mines are to be blowne vp, men 
dig low. 

All three. And fo will wee. 

Emp. Profper ; till this funne fet 
The beames that from vs fhoot, feeme counterfet. 

Exeunt. 

Manent 4. Cardinals^ a7id certaine Priests. 

1. Card. Thisphyficke cures not me. 

2. Card. Nor me. 

3. Card. Nor vs. 

1 . Card, It is not flrong of p03dbn, to fetch vp 
Thats bak^t within : my gall is ouerflowne, 

My blood growne ranke and fowle ; An inflamation 
Of rage, and madnes fo burnes vp my liuer, 

That euen my heart-firings cracke (as in a furnace) 
And all my nerues into my eye-balles fhrinke, 

To fhoot thofe bullets, and my braines at once 
Againfl her foule that ha’s halfe dambd vs : falls 
Fetcht hie, and neare to heauen, light on no ground, 
But in hels bottome, take their firfl rebound. 

2. Card. Such are our falles : we once had moun- 
taine-growth, 

With Pines and Cedars. 

3. Card. Now with none of both. 

I. Card. I could be glad to loofe the diuine office 
Of my creation, to be turn’d into 
A dogge, fo I might licke vp but her blood, 

That thrufls vs from our vineyards. 

Tres. So could all. 

4. Card. Revenge were milke to vs. 
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2, Card. Manna. 

1. Card. And it fhalL 

But how ? wee will not (as the head fuprearae 
Ouer all nations, counfelleth) licke the dull 
The Faierie treads on, nor (like ferpents) creepe 
Vpon our bellies in humilitie : 

This were (with Fencers) bafely to giue ground, 

When the firfl bowt may fpeed : or to found parly, 
Whilft they within, get fwords to cut our throats : 

No, weele at one biowflrike the heart through. 

Tres. How 1 

2. Card. By ponyards. 

I. Card. No. 

3. Card. Poyfon. 

I. Card. No. 

4. Card. Treafon. 

1. Card. Neither. 

2. Card.'Esm (reuerend Como) then? 

I, Card. Thus—let’s confult . . . nay you 

lhal heare. 

You know that all the fprings in Fairie land 
Ran once to one head : from that head, to vs : 

The mountaine and the valley paid vs fruit ; 

The field her come, the country felt no heat 
But from our fires : Plenty Hill fpread our boards, 

And Charitie tooke away. We flept not forth 

But with a god-like adoration 

All knees bowed low vnto vs : why was this ? 

Why were our gardens Eden 1 why our bowers 
Built like to thofe in Paradife% I fhall tell you, 

It was becaufe the Law moll myflicall, 

Was not made common : therefore was not vile ; 

It was becaufe in the great Prophets Ehanes 
And hallowed Temples, we were Ckorijiers : 

It was becaufe (wife Pylots) we from rockes, 

And gulfes infemall, fafely fet on fliore 
Mens foules at yonder hauen : or (beeing fliipwrackt) 
Strong lines forth call we, fuffering none to finke 
To that Ahiffe^ which fome hold bottomlefife. 
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But now our very graiies 

Cannot fane dead mens bones from diame and 
bruzes : 

The monumentall marble Vrnes of bodies 

(Laid to rell long agoe) vnreuerently 

Are turned to troughes of water now for jades : 

Vaft Charnel-houfes, where our fathers heads 
Slept on the cold hard pillowes of the earth, 

Are emptied now, and chang’d to drinking roobies, 

Or vaults for bafer office. 

2. Card, Whaf s therefore to be done ? 

I. Card, This mull be done : 

This Ihall be done : They hunted vs like wolues, 

Out of their Fairie forrells, whipt vs away 

(As vagabonds) mockt vs, and laid our fall 

Could not be dangerous, becaufe we bore 

Our gods vpon our backes : now mufl we whip them, 

But wifelier. 

Tres, How % 

I. Card, Thus : thofe that fill our roomes, 

Hold Beacons in their eies (blazing with lire 
Of a hot-feeming zeaie) to watch our entrance, 

And to arme all againll vs : thefe we mull quench : 
They are counted wels of knowledge, poyfon thefe 
wells : 

They are the kingdoms muficke, they the Organs, 
Vnto whofe found her Anthems now are fung, 

Set them but out of tune, alls out of fquare, 

Pull downe the Church, and none can it repaire, 

But he that builds it : this is the faggot band 
That binds all fall : vndoo’t, vndoe the land — 

Card, omn, Moll certaine. 

I. Card, You therefore (the bell confort of the 
foule) 

Shepheards (whofe flocks are men, lambs, Angels,) 
you - 

That hold the roofe of yon Starre-chamber vp, 

From dropping downe to grinde the world to dull, 
You Ihall to Fairie land. 
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Card, omnes. A joy full voyage. 

I. Card. Thofe that fmg there the holy Hymnes^ 
as yet 

Haue not their voyces cleere, the flreamc of cere- 
mony 

Is fcarceiy fettled, trouble it more t bayte hookes 
To take fome, fome to choake : caft out your net 
At firfl, for all the frie : let vs fpread fayles 
To draw vnto our Ihores the Fairie whales. 

That Truths whofe ftandard-bearer Babylon^ 

And all we are, is not cieane driuen from thence, 
Whither we fend you : there diee Hues, but Hues 
A widdow ; Heps not forth, dares not be feene 
During her moneth of mourning : here we write you 
How, and with whom to finde her : what lliee bids, 
That doe : your hire’s aboue. 

Card, mnnes. We know it well. 

I. Card. And when you fee thofe Faiiy fiflicrmen 
Rowe in your llreames, when they grow cold in 
working, 

And weary of their owne waters, that the hiyles 
(Which flifiy beare them vp) flag and hang low, 

And that (like reedes, playing mth a paire of winds,) 

They promife facill pliance, then, then fliake 

The trees by the root, thenle make the branches blow, 

And drop their mellowed fruits, euen at your feet, 

Gather them they are our owne, then is the houre 

To weane thofe fonnes of blacke Apstafi 

From her (their llepdame) and to make them take, 

A bleffmg from our reuerend mothers hands, 

Be happie goe. 

Card. Omn. Wee lhall remember you, 

In all our kneelings. 

I. Card. Stay : ere you fhift Ayre, 

Sprinkle your felues all ore with facred droppes, 

Take Fyiapts, Pentacles, and potent Charmes 
To coniure downe fowle fiends, that will be rayzed 
To vex you, tempt you, and betray your blond, 

About your necks hang hallowed Amulets^ 
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That may Conferue you from the plagues of Error 
Which will ilrike at you. 

Sacr, Ontfi. Wee obey moil holy fathers. 

1. Can And heare you, 

If clymbing vp to this haiight enterprize 

The foot flip, and (ith^ fal) with death you meet . . . 

Sacr. Omn, O glorious ladder ! 

' I. Can A Saints winding flieet, 

Farewell : Mount all the engines of your wit 
When darts are fent from all parts, fome mull hit 

Exeunt Sacn 

There is a fellow to whome, becaufe he dare 
Not be a flaue to greatnes, nor is molde4 
Of Court dow (flattering) but (fhould it thunder) 

To his father, doing ill, (would fpeake ill) our Empreffe, 
Hath giuen this name. (Piaine dealing) ; this plaiiie 
dealing 

Haue I Ihipd hence, and is long fince arriued 
Vpon the fairy flrond : from him I expedl, 

Intelligence of all Occurrences, 

He for the names fake, iliall perhaps be welcome, 

Into that Harlots Company (whom the fairy es 
Thinke honell, and fweare deeply, fheis Truth. 

That Strumpet by inticement heele bring ouer. 

2 . Card. It came to me in letters (two dayes fince 
That this piaine dealing femes the fairy Queene, 

And will no more be feene in Babilo?i. 

. I, Card. How no more feene in Babilo?^ tis but 
one loH, 

If BaUlon fubfcribe to our wife-doome, 

Shee fhall lodge Double-Dealing in his roome. Exeunt 

Titania^ Fidely^ Florpnell, Elfiron^ Fentioners^ 
Tita. Wee thought the fates would haue clofde 
vp our eyes, 

That wee Ihould nere haue feene this day-flarre rife ; 
How many plots were laid to barre vs hence, 

(Euen from our Cradle %) but our Innocence 
Your wifedome (fairy Peeres) and aboue all, 
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That Arme that cannot let a white foule fall^ 

Hath held vs vp, and lifted vs thus hie, 

Euen when the Arrowes did mod thickly file : 

Of that bad woman {Babilons proud Queenc, 

WIio yet (we heare) fwels with Inuenomed Spleerie. 
Fid, Whofe poyfon, lliall (like Arrowes Ihot vp- 
right) 

When forth it burfts, to her owne downhill light. 

Tifa, Truth be my witnes (whome we haue ini- 
ployde, 

To purge our Aire that has with plagues deftroyed 
Great numbers, fhutting them in darkfome tirades) 

I feeke no fall of hirs, my Spirit wades, 

In Clearer flreames 3 her bloud I would not died, 

To game that triple wreath that binds her head, 

Tho mine thee would let forth, I know not why, 

Only through rancke lull after Souereigntie. 

Mot, Enough it is for me, if with a hand, 
(Vndained and vnambitious) fairy Land 
I Crowne with Oliue-branches : all thofe woundvS, 
Whofe goary mouthes but lately tlaincd our Rounds, 
Bleed yet in me : for when great if) ElfiUneif) Hen, 7. 
(Our grandfire) fild this throne, your bowers did 
Ihine 

With fire-red fteele, and not with Fairies eies, 

You heard no muficke then, but iliriekes and cries, 
Then armed Vrehins, and Aearne houfliold Elues, 
Their fatall pointed fwords turnd on themfelues. 

But when the royall Elfilme fat crowned, 

Thefe ciuili woes in their own depth lay drowned* 

He to immortall lhades beeing gone, 

(Fames minion) great King if) Oheron if) Hmi. S. 
Titaniaes royall father, liuely fprings, 

Whofe Court was like a campe of none but Kings. 
From this great conquering Monarchs glorious 
flemme, 

Three (in dire( 5 l line) wore his Diadem : 
ic) A King firfl, then a paire of (d) Queeiies, of 
whom, if) Edw, 6. 
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Shee that was held a downe-cafl, by Fates doome, 

{d) Q, Mar, 6^ Q, Eliz, 
Sits now aboue their hopes : her maiden hand, 

Shall with a filken tbred guide Fairie land. 

Omn, And may Ihee guide it, 

Fid, Euen till Hooping time 
Cut for her (downe) long yeeres that fhee may climbe 
(With eafe) the higheft hill old age goes o’re, 

Or till her Fairie fubiedls (that adore 

Her birth-day as their beeing) fhall complaine, 

They are weary of a peaceful!, golden raigne. 

T. King, Which, that they neuer fhall, your Hately 
towers 

Shall keepe their ancient beauty : and your bowers 
(Which late like prophan^d Temples empty Hood, 

The tops defac’d by fire, the floores by blood,) 

Shall be fill’d full of Choristers to fing 

Sweet heauenly fongs, like birds before the Spring : 

The flowers we fet, and the fruits by vs fowne, 

Shall cheere as well the Hranger as our owne. 

We may to Hrange fhores once our felues be driuen, 
For who can tell vnder what point of heauen 
His graue Hiall open ? neither fhall our oakes, 
Trophies of reuerend Age, fall by our ftroaks, 

Nor lhall the brier, or hawthome (growing vnder) 
Feare them, but flie to them, to get from thunder, 
And to be fafe from forraine wild-fire balles, 

Weele build about our waters wooden walks. 

Omn, On which weele fpend for you our latefl 
Hues. 

Titan, Fairies I thank you all, Stay who comes 
here? 


Enter Parthen. 

Flor. Parthenophill^ a Fairie Peere. 

Titan, PartJmiophiU, 

PartJi. Bright Emprefle, Queene of maides 
To vs your Lords, amidfl your Fairie fhades : 
Three Princes (fo themfelues they Hyle) are come, 
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From whence, they’l vs not learne, and doe intreat 
Faire, and a free acceffc. 

litan. What is their bufmefle ? 

Farth, The fplendor of your glories, which a farre 
Shines (as they fay, and iuflly fay) as brightly 
As here at hand, hither them drawes, proteding 
All faith and feruice to you, and requeuing 
That they the tribute of their loues may pay, 

At your moft facred feet 

Titan. Allow them entrance. 

Parth They in a Fairie maske, the argument 
Of this their dutie, gladly would prefent 
Titan. As bed them pleafe. 

The Hault-hoyes foimdlngj Titania in dumhe ffiew 
fends her Lords to fetch them iif who enter bare 
headed the three Kin^s queintly attired like 
Mafquers following them, who doing 
honour to her, intreat to dance with 
her maides, and doe fo : This 
done they difeouer. 

Titan. Your painted cheeks beeing off, your owne 
difeouers, 

You are no Fairies. 

All three. No : but wounded loners. 

Titan. How I louers ! what 1 would you deflower 
my bed, 

And ftrike off a poore maiden-head ? 

We know you not : what are you ? and from whence ? 
3 . King. The {d) land of whome the funne fo 
enamor’d is, {a) Spaine 

He lends them his complexion, gives me birth, 

The Indian and his gold are both my flaues, 

Vpon my fword (as on the Axell tree) 

A world of kingdomes mooue : and yet I write 
Non fufficit : that luflie fonne of Tone 
That twelue times fliewed himfelfe more then a man, 
Reard vp two pillars for me, on whofe Capitals 
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I Hand {Coloffus-X^€) finding ore feas, 

And with my head knock at the roofe of Heauen : 
Hence come I, this I am, (O mofl dinine) 

All that I am is yours, be you but mine. 

2. King. The country {a) at whofe breafl, hun- 
dreds of kings {a) France 

Haue royally bin fed, is nurce to me : 

The god of grapes is mine, whofe bounteous hand 
In cluflers deales his gifts to euery land : 

My Empire beares for greatnes, pollicy, 

State, skill in Arts and Armes, foie foueraigntie 
Of this Globe vniuerfall. All her Princes 
Are warriours borne : whofe battels to be told, 

Would make the hearers fouldiers : Tis a land 
Of breath fo fweet, and of afpedl fo faire, 

That to behold her, and to conquer her, 

(In amorous combats,) great king Oheron^ 

Your awefull father, oft has thither come, 

Like to a bridegrome, or a Reueller, 

And gone agen in goodly triumphs home. 

From hence I fpring, (fairefl and mofl diuine) 

Ail that this is, is yours, be you but mine. 

3. King. Be you but mine, and doubly will I 
treble 

Their glories, and their greatnefle : like to thunder 
My voyce farre off, fhakes kingdomes; whilfl mine 
owne 

Stands on Seauen {b) hills, whofe towers, and pin- 
nacles, 

And reuerend Monuments, hold in them fuch worth, 
And are fo facred, Emperours and Kings 
(Like barefoote pilgrims) at her feet doe fall, 

Bowing to her tribie crowne imperiall. 

The language which fhee fpeakes, goes through the 
world, 

To proue that all the world fhould floope to her, 

And (fane your felfe) they doe ; you thinke you leaue 
A rich inheritance, if to your fonnes, 

Our fluent tongue you leaue, (nor need they more) 
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Who fpeake and fpend it well, cannot be poorc : 

On many nations necks, a foot to fet, 

If it be glorious, then may you be great. 

1. King. We are all pleafd, fo pleafe you be the 
bride, 

Of three, we care not which two be denfd. 

2. King. For we are brethren, and thofe facred 
breafls 

From whence we draw our nourifhment, would runne 
JVe^ar to you (fweete as the food of life :) 

Our aged mother twentie times an hower, 

Would breath her wholefome kiffes on your cheeke, 
And from her own cup you fhould drinke that wine 
Which none but Princes tail, to make you looke 
With cheerefull countenance. 

3. King. You haue a (a) fonne, {a) The IriJIi. 
Pebellious, wild, ingratefull, poore, and yet 

Apollo from’s owne head cuts golden lockes, 

To haue them grow on his ; his harp is his, 

The darts he flioots are his : the winged meflcnger 
That runnes on all the errands of the gods, 

Teaches him fwiftnes ; heel outflrip the windes : 

This child of yours is (by adoption) 

Our mothers now, her bleffing he receiues ; 

And tho (as men did in the golden Age) 

He Hue ith^ open fields, hiding his head 
In dampifh caues, and woods, (fometiraes for fcare), 
Yet doe we fuccour him. This your loft llieep, 

We home agen will bring, to your owne fold, 

Humbly to graze vpon your Faierie plaines, 

Prouided, that you fow them with fuch feed, 

On which your whole land wholefomely may feed. 
Titan. We know you now : 0 what a deale of 
paines 

Would you (as others of this wing haue taken) 

To be in Faierie land calld Soueraignes 1 
Thankes for it : rafhly nothing mufl we doe : 

When kingdoms marrie, heaven it felfe {lands by 
To giue the bride : Princes in tying fuch bands, 
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Should vfe a thoufand heads, ten thoufand hands : 

For that one A6le giues like an enginous wheele 
Motion to all, fets all the State a going, 

And windes it vp to height, or hurles it down, 

The leafl blafl turnes the fcale, where lies a crowne : 
Weele therefore take aduice. If thefe thinke fit 
We fhould be yours, you ours, we figne to it : 

Your CO unfell Fairie Lords : Fideli fpeake. 

Fid Would you (my royal miflris) haue thofe 
chriflai 

Faire, doubie-leaued doores, where light comes forth 
To cheere the world, neuer to open more 1 
Would you haue all your flumbers turn’d to dreams, 
Frightfull and broken ? would you fee your Lords 
(In ftead of fitting at your Councell boards) 

Locking their graue, white, reuerend heads in fleele I 
If fo, you cannot for all Fairie land 
Find men to fit you better. 

Titan, Florimell, 

Breathes there in you Fidelies fpirit ? 

Flor. No Lady. 

3. Kin^. No nor in any brefl that’s found : true 
Conncellor, 

Already you fpeake muficke : you are flrung 
With golden chords \ Angels guide on your tongue. 
Flor, Thefe potent, politicke, and twin-borne 
States, 

Would to their mitred fortunes tie our fates : 

Our Fairie groues are greene, our temples fland 
Like goodly watch-towers, wafting paTengers 
From rockes, t’arriue them in the Holy land : 

Peace (here) eats fruits, which her own hand hath fown, 
Your lambes with lyons play : about your throne, 

The Palme, the Lawrell, and the abundant Tine 
Grow vp, and with your rofes doe entwine. 

But if thefe gripe your Scepter once, 

Titan, What then ? 

Flor, Yultures are not more rauenous than thefe 
men, 
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ConMon, tyranie, vproarcs will Hiake all, 

Tygres, & wolues, and beares, will fil your feat, 

In nothing (but in miferie) youle be great : 

Thofe black and poifonoiis waters that bore down 
In their rough torrent, Fairie townes and towers, 

And drownd our fields in Marianacs dales, 

Will (in a mercileffe inundation) 

Couer all againe : red Seas will flow again : 

The Deuill will roare againe : if thefe you loue, 

Be (as the Serpent) wife then, tho a Done. 

2, King, This hee that fpeakes in inuficke ? 

Titan, Are you ail, 

Of this opinion Lordes ? 

Omn, All, all. 

All 3. Lets hence. 

3. King, When clofe plots faile, vfe open violence, 
Titani, Stay ; Princes are free-borne, & haiic free 

wils, 

Thds are to as vallies are to hills, 

We may, be counceld by them, not controld ; 

Our wordes our Law, 

Elfyr, Bright Souereigne. 

Titan, Y^are too bold, 

3. King, I knew the fort would yeeld. 

1, King, Attend. 

2. King. Sheets ours. 

Titan, You would Combine a League, which thefe 
would breake. 

1. King, A League 1 

2. King Holy, 

^.King, Honorable. 

Titan. Nay heare me fpeake, 

You court me for my loue, you I imbrace 
As maides doe Suiters, with a fmiling face 
as you doe me : receiue our anfwere then : — 

/ cannot loue you : ^what 1 fuch hardy men 

And file for one repulfe % I meane as yet ; 

As yet Pm not at leifure : But I fweare 
Euen by my birth-day, by the crowne I weare, 



Tke Whore of Babylon. 209 

By thofe fweet waters, which into vs powre 
Health, that no ficknes taints, by that bleft flower 
Ypon whofe rofeal flalke our peace does grow, 

I fweare I will my lone on you befLow, 

When one day comes, which now to you He name. 

1. Kmg, The time ! O bleffed time ! 

2. King. Baime to our forrow. 

3. King. Name that mofl happie houre. 

Tita. May be to morrow : 

Marke els and iudge whether it may or no : 

When Lambes of ours, are kild by wolues of yours, 
Yet no bloud fuckt ; when Heauen two Suns endures : 
When Soules that refl in vnder-groundes, 

Heare Anthems fung, and prayle the foundes : 

When drops of water are fo fpilt, 

That they can wafh out murders guilt : 

When Surgeons long fince dead and gone, 

Can cure our woundes, being cald vpon : 

When from yon towers I heare one cry, 

You may kill Princes lawfully ; 

When a Court has no Parafite, 

When truth fpeakes falfe, and falfliood right : 

When Confcience goes in cloth of gold, 

When Offices are giuen, not fold : 

When merchants wiues hate coflly clothes, 

When ther’s no lies in tradfmens oathes : 

When Farmers by deere yeeres do leeze, 

And Lawyers fweare to take no fees : 

(And that I hope will neuer, neuer bee) 

But then (and not till then) I fweare, 

Shall your bewitching Charmes fleepe in mine eare. 
Away. 

Exeunt Fairies ; Mamnt 3. Kings. 

1. King. Derided to our faces ! 

2. King. Baffuldl 

3. King. Made fooles ! 

I. King. This rnuflt not be. 

Omn. It fhall not be. 
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3. King, Reuenge : 

Flie to our Empres bofome, there fuckc trcafon, 
Sedition, Herezies confederacies, 

The violation of al facred leagues. 

The combination of all leagues vniufl, 

The difpenfation for facramentall oathes, 

And when ye are fwolne with theis, returnc againe, 
And let their poyfon raine downe here in fliowres : 
Whole heards of bulls loaden with hallowed curfes, 
With Interdidlions, excomniunicalions, 

And with vnbinding Subieds fealties, 

And with large patients to kill Kings and Queens 
Driue roaring hither, that vpon their homes 
This Empire may be toil. 

2. King, Shee lhall bee tome, 

Euen ioynt from ioynt : to have her baited wcl, 

(If we cannot) wee will vn-kennell hell : 

1. Kmg, Will not you home with vs ? 

3. King, No : here He lurke, 

And in a Doue-like fliape rauen vpon Doiies : 

He fuck allegiance from the common brell, 

Poyfon the Courtier with ambitious drugs, 

Throw bane into the cups where learning drinkCvS, 

He be a Saint, a Furie, Angell, Deuill, 

Or’e Seas, on this fide Seas ; Deuils forreners, 

With Deuils within hel freedome, Deuils in Vaults. 
And with Church Deuil, be it your foules health, 

To drinke downe Babylonian Stratagems. 

And to forge tliree-forkt thunderbolts at home, 

Whilfl I melt Sulphure here : If the fweet bane 
I lay bee fwallowed, oh I a Kingdome burfls, 

But if the poyfoned hooke be fpied, then leuy 
Eightie eight Legions, and take open armes, 

The Guidon ihaii be mine, He beare the Standard. 
Om 7 i, Twill bee a glorious warre. 

1. King, Farewell. 

3. King, Bee gon, 

Who cleaues a Realmes head, needs more fwordcs 
then one. Exeunt, 
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Fideiiy Florimell.^ Parthefiophill^ Elfiron, 

Flory, Thefe euill Spirits are vext, & tho they 
vaniflit 

Like hideous dreames, yet haue they left behind them, 
Throbs, and heart akings, in the generall boofome, 

As omynous bodings. Fairy Lackeyes. 

4. Footmen, Here. 

Flory, Flie Sirra throug the Ayre and neuer reft 
(On paine to be into an vrchin turnd) 

Till thou haft fixt vpon the highefl gates, 

Of our great’fl Cities. Thehs a warning peece. 

Away. Exit, 

Fidel. Theis to the Spirits that our waters keepe. 
Charge them that none rowfl there, but thofe whofe 
nets, 

Are caft out of our Fairy gundolets. 

Away. Exit. 2. 

Elfyr. Theis to the keepers of thofe royall woods 
Where Lyons, Panthers, and the kingly heardes 
Feede in one company ; that if -v^dld Boares, 

Mad Buis, or railing Beares, breake in for prey, 
Hoping to make our groues their wildemes, 

Ours may like fouldiers bid them battaile. Flie. 

Exit. 3. 

Earth. Thefe to the Shepheards on our Fairie 
downs 

To warne them not to fleepe, but with fweet Layes 

And lolly pipings driue into fat paflures 

Their goodly flocks : Wolues are abroad fay, Fly. 

Exit 4. 

Titania afid her maids Jlandbi^ alofe. 

Fidel Place Prouidence, (becaufe fhe has quick 
eye : 

And is the befl at kenning) in our Nauy, 

Courage fhall wait on her, 

Flor. No : {hees moH fit 
To goe with vs. 


p 2 
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Omn. Let her in Counfell fit. 

Fill Tis faid: and Icafl they breakc into our 
walkes 

And kil our fairie deare, or change themfelues 
Into the fhape of Fawnes, being indeed Foxes, 

Range all the forrefl danger to preuent, 

Forefight beats flormes backe, when moil Imminent. 
Onm, Away then. Fxtiml 

Mafient Tifania^ and her ?mzides, 

TitanL Wife Pilots 1 firmefl pillars ? how it agrees, 
When Princes heads fleepe on their counfels knees : 
Deepe rooted is a ftate, and growes vp hie, 

When Prouidence, Zeale, and Integritie 
Husband it well : Theis fathers twill be faid 
(One day) make me a grandame of a maid. 

Meane time my farewell to fiich gaudy lures 
As here, were thrown vp t’ haue me quite ore- thrown, 

I charge you maids, entertaine no defires, 

So irreligious and vnfan6lified ; 

Oh they ha fnakes fleeky tongues, but hearts more 
rugged 

Then is the Rufsian Beare : our Fairie bowrcs 
Would tume to Arabian defarts, if fuch flowers, 
(Mortall as killing Hemlocke) here fliould grow, 
Which to preuent, He haue you vow. 

Aur. We vowe 

By the white balles in bright Titaniaes eies 
We their inchantments fkorne. 

Titan. It does fuffice : 

To bind it fare, Strew all your meades with charmes, 
Which if they doe no good, fhall doe no harme. 

Aur. Here comes your new fworne femant. 

Enter Flaine dealing. 

Titan. Now Sirra, where haue you bin ? 

Plain. Where haue I bin? I haue bin in the 
brauefl prifon 
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Titan. What prifon ? a braue prifon ? Can there 
be a braue prifon ? 

Plain. All your fine men Hue and die there, it’s 
the Knights ward, and therefore mull needs be braue : 
fome call it an Ordinarie, but I fay tis a prifon, for 
moll of our gallants that are ferued euery day with 
woodcockes there, lie there in a manner vpon Execu- 
tion : they dare not peepe out of doores for feare of 
Serieants. 

Titan. What are thofe Serieants 1 

Plain. Doe not you know (millreffe) what Serieants 
are '? a number of your courtiers are deare in their 
acquaintance : why they are certaine men-midwiues, 
that neuer bring people to bed, but when they are fore 
in labour, that no body elfe can deliuer them. 

Titaii. Are there fuch places in our kingdome, as 
Ordinaries, what is the true fafhion of them, whats 
their order ? 

Plain. They are out of all true fafhion : they keep 
no order. 

Titan. Where about in Fairie land fland they 1 

Plain. In your great cittie : and here’s the pidlure 
of your Ordinarie. 

Titan. When Mailer Painter pleafe we fhall haue 
it : come Sir. 

Plain. Your gallants drink here right worfhipfully, 
eat moH impudently, dice moll fwearingly, fweare 
mofl damnably, quarrell moH defperatly, and put vp 
mofl cowardly. Suppofe I were a young countrey 
gentleman, and that I were to come in (like an affe) 
among ’em, new call into the bonds of fattin. 

Titan. What then? 

Plain. Mary then doe all the gylt rapiers tume 
their Tobacco faces in the roome vpon me, and they 
puffe, they gape on a firelh man like fo many flale 
Oyllers at a full tyde : then is there no fait to throw 
vpon them, and to make them leaue gaping, but this ; 
to call off his cloake, hauing good cloathes vnder- 
neath, fingle out fome in the roome worfe accoullred 
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then himfelfe, with him to walkc boldly vp and downc 
ilrutting, laugh alowd at any thing, talke alowdc of 
nothing, fo they make a noife, it is no matter. 

T/fa/L You are grownc firra an obferucr ilnce you 
came out of Babylon, 

Plain, Troth miflreffe, I left villains and knaues 
there, & find knaues and fooles here : for your Or- 
dinary is your Ifle of Guiles, your fliip of fooles, your 
hofpitall of incurable madmen : it is the field where 
your captaine and braue man is cal’d to the laft 
reckoning, and is ouerthrowii horfe and foot : it is 
the onely fchoole to make an honefl man a knaue : 
for Intelligencers may heare enough there, to fet 
twenty a begging of lands : it is the flrangcft Chefie- 
board in the world. 

Titafi, Why ? 

Plain, Becaufe in fome games at Cheffe, knights 
are better then pawnes, but here a good pawne is 
better then a knight 

Titan, Affoard our fiiores fuch wonders ? 

Plain, Wonders? why this one little Cock e-pit, 
(for none come into it,, but thofe that haue fpurs) is 
able to fliew all the follies of your kingdomc, in a few 
Apes of the kingdome. 

Titan, Haue we not in our Land Phyfitions 
To purge thefe red impofliunes ? 

Plain, Troth yes mifireffe ; but I am PMm deal- 
ing, and mufi fpeake truth, thou hail many Phyfitions, 
fome of them found men, but a number of them more 
ficke at heart, then a whole parilh full of Patients : let 
them cure themfelves firll, & then they may better 
know how to heale others : then haue you other 
fellowes that take vpon them to be Surgeons, and by 
letting out the corruption of a State, and they let it 
out lie be fworne ; for fome of them in places as big 
as this, and. before a thoufand people, rip vp the 
bowels of vice in fuch a beafily manner, that (like 
women at an Execution, that can endure to fee men 
quartred aliue) the beholders learne more viilany then 
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they knew before : others likewife there be of this 
confort lad named, that are like Beadles bribed, they 
whip, but draw no blood, and of thefe I haue made 
a Rime. 

Titan. Let's heare it. 

Plain. Thofe that doe jerke thefe times, are but 
like fleas, 

They bite the skinne, but leap from the difeafe. 

Tita^i. lie haue you Sir (becaufe you haue an eye 
fo fliarply pointed) to iooke through and through that 
our great Citie, and like death, to fpare the Hues of 
none, whofe confcience you find fickly and going. 

Plain. If I giiie you the copie of the Cities coun- 
tenance, He not flatter theface, as painters do ; but 
fhew al the wrinckles of it. 

Titan. Doe fo, you fliall no more to Babylon^ 

But Hue with vs, and be our Officer. 

Plain. Haue I any kinred in your Court ? is there 
any one of my name an officer ? if there bee, part 
vs ; becaufe it will not bee good, to haue two of the 
Plain-dealings in one office, they’l bee beggars if they 
doe. 

Titafi. No Sirra, wee’le prouide you fhall not want 
Whild vs you feme. Goe ieame where Truth doth 
lie. 

Plain. Nay, nay, I haue heard of her, flie dwelles 
(they fay) at the figne of the Holy Lambe. 

Titan. Wee built her vp a lodging at our cod, 

To haue her labour in our Vineyards : 

For till Ihee came, no Vines could pleafe our tade, 

But of her fining. Set your hand to hers, 

Liue with her in one houfe,- fetch from our Court 
Maintenance to ferae you all : t’will be to her 
A comfort to haue you dil by her fides, 

Shee has fuch prettie and delightfull fongs, 

That you will count your fored labour light, 

And time well fpent only to heare her fing. 

Away loofe no more minutes. 
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PL Not a minute : 

lie fet more watches then a clockmaker. Exit. 

Eljiron. Paridch 

Titan. Whats yonder man that kncclcs f 

Elfi, Tis (a) Paridcl (a) Doilor Parry. 

Titan. Our do6lor ? 

Par. The mofl wretched in your land. 

The moll in foule deiedled ; the moll bafe, 

And moH vnferuiceable weede, vnlcs 

You by your heaiienly Influence change his vilenes 

Into a vertuall habit fit for vie. 

Tita. Oh : we remember it ; you arc condcmnd ? 
Elf. To Death. 

Pari. Deferuedly. 

Tita. You had your hand 
Not coulored with his blond. 

Elf No deerell Lady 
Vpon my vowed Loyalty. 

Pari. The law 

Hath fallned on me only for attempt, 

It was no adluall nor commenced violence 
That brought death with it, but intent of ill 

Tita. We would not faue them, that delight to 
kill, 

For fo we wound our felues : blond wrongly fpilt 
Who pardons, hath a lhare in halfe the guilt. 

You llrooke, our iawes not hard, yet what the edge 
Of luflice could take from you, mercy giues you 
(Your life.) You haiie it figned, rize* 

Pari. May yon Clouds 
Muller themfelues in Armies, to confound 
Him that lhall wilh you dead, hurt, or vnerownd. 

Parthenophill with Campeius. 

Par. To run in debt thus bafely for a life, 

To fpend which, had beene glory ! 0 moll vile I 
The good I reape from this fuperfluous grace, 

Is but to make my felfe like Cmfars horfe, 
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To kneele wliilfl he gets vp ; my backe mufl beare 
Till the chine crack, yet flill a femiie feare 
Mull lay more ioades on me, and prefle me downe. 
When Princes giue life, they fo bind men to ’em, 

That trailing them with too much, they vndo ’em. 
Who then but I, from fleps fo low would rife % 

Great fortunes (earnd thus) are great Slaueries : 
Snatcht from the common hangmans hands for this 1 
To haue my mind feele torture ! now I fee, 

When good dayes come, (the Gods fo feidome giue 
them,) 

That tho we haue them, yet we fcarce beleeue them. 
Heart how art thou confinde ? and bard of roome, 
Thart quicke enough, yet liuell within a tombe. 

Tita, His name. 

Forth, (a) Cafn^eius : Deeply learnd. 

{a) Ed, Campion, 

Tit We heare fo : 

But with it heare (from fome whom we haue weied 
For iudgement and experience) that he caries 
A foule within him framde of a thoufand wheeles, 

Yet not one lleddy. 

Parthe, It may be the rumor 
That thus fpreades ouer him, Howes out of hate. 

Tito, Eelieue vs no : of his, and tothers fate, 

The threedes are too vnlike, to haue that wouen. 
Camp, To gaine her crowne He not kneele thus. 
Ttta, Befides 

The haraeft which he feekes is reapde already : 

We haue beflowed it 
Forth, Here then dies our fute. 

Tita, Now lhall you trie with what impatience 
That bay tree will endure a little fire, 

My Lord, my Lord, 

Such fwelling fpirites hid mth humble lookes, 

Are kingdoms p05dbns, hung on golden hookes. 
Parth, I hope heele proue none fuch. 

Tita. Such men oft proue 
Valley es that let in riuers to confound 
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The hils abouc them, tbo themfeliu's lie droundCj 
My Lord, I like not calme and eunnin,i; Teas 
That to hauc great niij)S taken or difircll, 

Suffer bafe gallyes to cree])e ore their bread, 

Let coiirfe harts weare courfc skins : yon know our 
wiL 

PartL Which (as a doome diuinc) I dial! fulfill 
Camp. Thrown dovvne, or raizd ? 

Partly All hopes (for this) are gone, 

Some planet Hands in oppofition. 

Camp. Vmh : So. ILxeuni Part/i. Camp. 
Tita. Now Dodlor Par nidi . 

Part An humble fiiite, 

I am growne bold finding fo free a giuer, 

Where beggers once take almes, they lookc forh eucr. 
Tita. You ha becne fwornc our feruaut long. 
Parry. Tenne yearcs. 

Tita. And we flioukl wrong you ; fince you take 
vs giuing 

To let you goe with life, that fltould want lining, 

What is it we can grant you. 

Pary. I ha bcene by two great Idiyries in your 
land, 

(Opprefl I dare not fay) but fo beaten downc, 

And funcke fo low now with my lafl difgracc, 

That all my happy thoughts lie in tlie duft, 

Afham’d to looke vp yet : moH humbly therefore 
Begge I your gratious leaue that I may vary, 

This natiue Aire for Forren. 

Tita. Oh you would trauell, 

You may, you haue our leaue ; Challenge our hand. 
Pary. Stormes are at Sea, when it is calme at 
land. Exit. 


Fideli Floriniell. 

Fidel. The Sea-God hath vpon your maiden 
Ihoares, 

(On Dolphins backes that pittie men didrcfl) 

In fafetie fett a people that implores 
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The Soueraigne mercie flomng from your brell. 

Tit a. What people are they ? 

FiieL Neighbours : tis the nation, 

T 7 ie Neiherlmiders, 

With whome our Fanes enterchange commerce, 

And by negotiation growne fo like vs. 

That halfe of them are Fayries : th’ other halfe 
Are hurtfull Spirits, that with fulphurous breath 
Blaft their come feilds, deface their temples, cloth 
Their townes in mourning, poyfon hallowed founts, 
And make their goodliefl Citties {land (like tombes) 
Full of dead bodies, or (like pallaces, 

From whence the Lords are gone) all defolate. 

They haue but 17. daughters young and faire, 

Vowd to Hue veflalls, and to know the touch 
Of any forced or vnreuerend hand. 

Yet Lull and Auarice (to get their dowers) 

Lay barbarous feidge againft their chaftitie, 

Threaten to rauifh them, to make their bodies 
The temples of polution, or their bedds, 

Graues where their honors fhall lie buried, 

They pray to haue their virgins wait on you, 

That you would be their mother, and their nurfe, 
Their Guardian and their Gouemour ; when Princes 
Haue their Hues giuen ’em, fine and golden threds 
Are drawne and fpun (for them) by the good fates, 
That they may lift vp others in low Hates. 

Tit Els let our felfe decline ; give them our pre- 
fence : 

In myfery all nations Hiould be kin, 

And lend a brothers hand, vfher them in. Exeunt 
Stood here my foes (diflrefl) thus would I ^eue them, 
Not how they ha bin, but how I might reHeue them. 

PartJienophilL 

Parth. Your good deeds (matchleffe Fayrie) like 
the Sun, 

(Rifmg but onely in this poynt of heauen, 
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Spred through the world, So that a Prince (made 
wretched, 

By his vnhappy father, that lies llaine 
By barbarous fwords, and in his goary wounds, 
Drownes all the hopes of his pofleritie) 

Hether, is like an orphan come (from farre) 

To get reliefe and remedie gainll thofe, 

That would defeat him of his portion, 

Tita. Pittie and we had talke before you came, 

She hath not taken yet her hand from ours, 

Nor fhall Ihee part, vntill thofe higher powers 
Behold that Prince : good workes are theirs, not ours \ 
Goe : bid him trufl his mifery in our hands, 

Great trees I fee do fall, when the flirub llands. 

ExeunU 

Fideli FlorimeU the Jlates of the countries^ 
Farthenophill Elfyron^ the Prince of 
Portugal 
To the States. 

Auxilio tutos dimittajn, opibufque luuaho. 

Non ignara malt, miferis fuccurrere difco. Exeunt 

The third King to the King of Portugall 

3* King. Stands my beard right? the gowne I 
muH looke graue. 

White haires like bluer cloudes a priuiledge haue, 

Not to be fearch’d, or be fufpedled fowle : 

Make away thofe 2. tume coates. Suite me next 
Like to a Sattin diuell (brauely) flie 
Your fayles lhape : be here immediatly. Enter 

So : excellent : a fubtile mafque : alls fit, 

This very cap makes my head fwell with wit 
MongH fouldiers, I haue plaid the fouldier. 

Bin mutinous, raild at the State, curfd peace : 

They walke with crofie-armes, gaping for a day, 

Haue vnder-fhorde their eie-lids (like trap windows.) 
To keep them open, and with yawning eares, 

Lie liftning on flocke bohlers, till rebellion 
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Beat vp her drum : this lards me fat with laughter, 
Their iWords are drawn halfe way, & all thofe throats 
That are to bleed are mark’d : and all thofe doores, 
Where ciuill Maflacres, murders (di’d in graine) 

Spoile, riflings, and fweet rauifhments lhali enter, 

Haue tokens llamp’d on them (to make ’em knowne) 
More dreadfull then the Bils that preach the plague. 
From them, with oyFd hammes (lap’d in feruile blew) 
I flole, and fil’d out wine of Babylon^ 

To Hue things (made of clods) poore countrey fots, 
And drunke they are : whole (hires with it do reele, 
Poyfons run fmooth, becaufe men fweetnes feele. 

Now to my fchoole-men, Learnings fort is llrong, 

But poorely man’d, and cannot hold out long 
When golden bullets batter. . . Yonders one . . . 
Y’are a poore fcholier ? 

Campeius. Yes. 

3. Kmg. What read you % 

Cafup. A booke. 

3. King. So learned yet fo young 1 
Camp. Yee may fee, fir. 

3. Kmg. You feede fome difcontent ? 

Camp. Perhaps I ha caufe. 

3. Kmg. What troubles you ? 

Camp. You trouble me : pray leaue me. 

3. Km. Put your felfe, and your griefe into my 
hands. 

Camp. Say yee ? 

3. King. Put your felfe & your grief into my 
hands. 

Camp. Are you a Dodlorl your hands Sir, pray 
why? 

3. King. You know me not 
Camp. Do you know your felfe ? your bufines I 
Are you a fcholier ? 

3, King, fudge of that by thefe. 

Camp. Oh Sir, I haue feene many heads vnder 
fuch wool 
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That fcarce had braines to line it : if y'are a 
fcholler, 

Mee thinks you ihould know manners, by your leauc 
Sir. 

3. Kwg, Pray leaue your name behind you. 

Camp, Name, Campeius, 

3. King. Campeius ! vmh : Campeius ? a lucky 
plannet 

llrikes out this houre : Campeius ! Babylon^ 

His name hath in her tables : on his forehead, 

Our Queene hath fet her marke : it is a mould 
Fit to cafl mifeheife in : none fooner rent 
A Church in two, then Schollers difeontent. 

I mufl not loofe this Martines neft, — once more 
Y’are happely met. 

Ca?np. This bur ilil hang on mee 1 
And you Sir. 

3. King Tell me pray, did you neucr tail — Vme 
bold — did you nee’rtafl 

Thofe cleere & redolent fountains that do norilli, 

In vine and frefh humiditie thofe plants 
That grow on thother fide (our oppofites) 

Thofe that to vs here, are th’ Antipodes, 

Cleane againfl vs in grounds — ^}^ou feele me — fay 
NeVe drunke you of that nedlar. 

Camp. Neuer. 

3. King. Neuer 1 

I wifli you had, I gather from your eyes, 

What your difeafe is, I ha bin your felfe. 

This was Campeius once (tho not fo learn’d) 

For I was bred (as you) in Fairy Land, 

A Country ! weU, but tis our country : and fo, 

Good to breed beggers : Shee flarues Arts ; fatts fools, 
Shee fets vp drinking roomes, & pulls downe fcliools. 
Camp. So Sir. 

3. Kitig, No more but fo Sir ? this difeourfe 
Paliats not you. 

Camp. Yes. 
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3. King. Nothing hath paffed me 
I hope, againil my countrey, or the State, 

That any you can take hold of. 

Ca 7 }ip. If they could, 

Tis but mine I, to your no. 

3. King, Y^are to fowre : 

Vnmellowed : you Hand here in the lhade, 

Out of the warmth of thofe bleft ripening beames, . • 
Goe to ... I grieue that fuch a blolTome . . . 

Camp, Sir, 

I know you not : this thing which you haue raiz’d, 
Affrights me : fchoilers of weake temper need 
To feare (as they on Sunbankes lie to read) 

Adders i'th highefl graffe : thefe leaues but turn’d, 

Like willow fLickes hard rub’d may kindle fire, 

Cities with fparkes as fmall haue oft beene burn’d. 

3. King. Doe you take me for a hangman ? 

Ca 7 np. I would be loath, 

For any harlh tune that my tongue may warble, 

To haue the inflrument vnflrung. 

3. Kmg. Y ou fhall not : 

Welfare vnto you. 

Camp, And to you. A word Sir ; 

Bred in this countrey ? 

3. King. Yes. 

Camp, I am no bird 

To breake mine own neaft downe : what flight foeuer 
Your words make through this ayre (tho it be trobled) 
Myne eare Sir, is no reaching Fowling piece 
“What pafles through it, kills : you may proceed, 
Perhaps you would wound that, I wifli fhould bleed. 
You haue th’ advantage now, 

I put the longefl weapon into your hands. 

3. King, It fhall guard you : 

You draw me by this line : let’s priuate walke. 

Camp. This paths vnbruz’d ; goe on Sir. 

3. King, Sir I loue you. 

The Dragons that keep learnings golden tree, 

As you now haue, I fought with, conquered them, 
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Got to the highefl bough, eat of the fruit, 

And gathered of the feauen-fold leaues of Art, 

What I defir’d ; and yet for all the Moones 
That I haue feene waxe olde, and pine for anger, 

I had outwatched them : and for all the candles 
I wafled out on long, and frozen nights, 

To thaw them into day ; I fild my head 

With books, but fcarce could hi my mouth with bread : 

I had the Mufes fmile, but moneyes frowne, 

And neuer could get out of fuch a gowne. 

Camp. How did you change your ilarre % 

3. King. By changing Aire : 

The god of wanes wafht of my pouertie, 

I fought out a new funne beyond the feas, 

Whofe beames begat me gold. 

Ca^np. 0 me dull affe 1 
I am nail’d downe by wilfull beggerie, 

Yet feele not where it enters : like a horfe 
My hoofes are par’d to’th quicke (euen til they bleed) 
To make me runne from hence, yet this Tortois llieli, 
(My countrey) lies fo heauy on my backe, 

Prefsing my worth downe, that I flowly creep 
Through bafe and flimie waies. 

3. Kmg. Countrey ! 

Camp. Shee hangs 

Her owne brats at her backe, to teach them begge, 
And in her lap fets llrangers. 

3. King. Yet your countrey. 

Camp. I was not borne to this, not fchool’d to this^ 
My parents fpent not wealth on me to this, 

I will not flay here long. 

3. King. Doe not 
Camp. Beeing hence, 

He write in gaH and poyfon gainfl my nurce 
This Eairie land, for not rewarding merit : 

If euer I come backe He be a Calthrop 
To pricke my countries feet, that tread on me, 

3. King. 0 Yee’s vnkin^ hard-hearted i 
Camp. In difputation 
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1 dare for latine, Iiebrew, and the greeke, 

Challenge an vniuerfitie j yet, (O euili hap 1) 

Three learned languages cannot fet a nap 
Vpon this thred-bare govme : how is Arte curs’d ? 
Shee ha’s the fweetefL lymbes, and goes the woril : 
Like common Fidlers, drawing downe others meate 
With lickorifh tunes, whilft they on feraps do eate. 

3. Kmg. Shake then thefe feruile fetters off 
Camp. But how ? 

3. King. Play the mules part, now thou hafl fuckt 
a dam 

Drie and vnholfome, kicke her fides. 

Camp. Her heart . . , her very heart . . . 

Would it were dried to duft, to flrew vpon 
Th’inuenomed paper vpon which He write. 

3. Kmg. Know you the Court of Babylon 1 
Camp. I haue read, 

How great it is, how glorious, and would venter 
A foule to get but thither. 

3. Kmg. Get then thither ; 

You venture none, butfaue a foule going thither : 

The Queene of Babylofi rides on a beafl, 

That carries vp feauen heads. 

Camp. Rare. 

3. King. Each head crown’d. Efiten' his 7 nan like a 
Camp. O admirable 1 faykr with rich attires wider 
3. King. Shee with her owne hand his arme. 
Will fil thee wine out of a golden bowle. 

There’s Angels to condu< 5 l thee. Get to fea, 

Steale o’re, behold, here’s one to waft thee hence, 
Take leaue of none, tell none, th’art made, farewell 
Camp. Thus to meet, heauen, who w^ould not wade 
through hell ? 

Exeunt Campeius aiid Sayler^ 7 nanet 3. Kmg., 
enter Sayler p 7 ‘efently. 

3. King. To flea off this hypocrifie, tis time, 

Leafl wornetoo long, the Foxes skinne be known : 

Q 
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In our diflembling now we mufl be braiic, 

Make me a courtier : come ; Affes 1 fee, 

In notbing but in trappings, different be 
From foote-cloth nags, on which gay felloWvS ride, 

Saue that fuch gallants gallop in more pride. 

Away. Stow vnder hatches the light ffiiffe : 

Tis to be worne in Babylon. — Exit Saykr, At this 
groue 

And much about this howre, a flaue well moulded, 

In profound, learned villany, gaue oath 

Enter Coniurcr, 

To meet me : Art thou come ! Can thy blacke Arte 
This wonder bring to paffe ? 

Con. See, it is done. 

3. Ein^. Titaniaes pidlure right. 

Co 7 i. This virgin waxe, 

Burie I will in flimie putred ground, 

Where it may peece-meale rot : As this confumes, 

So lhall Ihee pine, and (after languor) die. 

Thefe pinnes lhall llicke like daggers to her heart, 

And eating through her breafl, turne there to gripings 
Cramp-like Convulfions, ffirinking vp her nerucs, 

As into this they eate. 

3. King, Thou art fam’d for euer, 

If thefe thy holy labours well fucceed, 

Statues of molten braffe lhall reare thy name, 

The Babylonian Emprefle llmil thee honour. 

And (for this) each day llialt thou goe in chaines. 
Where wilt thou burie it ? 

Conker, On this dunghill. 

3. King, Good : 

And bind it down with mofl effedluall charmes. 

That whofoeuer with vnhallowed hands, 

Shall dare to take it hence, may raue and die. 

Con. Leaue me. 

3. King Farewell and profper : be blinde you 
skies, 

You looke on things vnlawfull with fore eies. Exit. 
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Dimhe Jhewe, I7ie Haiilt-hoyes founds a7id whilst 
hee is burying the picture^ Truth and Time enter ^ 
Fideli, Parthenophil, Elfiron, and a Guard fol- 
lowing aloofe. They difcouer the fellow^ hee is 
taken^ the pidiure founds hee hieeles for 7nerey, hut 
they fnakmgfgnes of rfufall^ he fnafcJuth at fome 
weapon to kill hbnfelfe^ is preuented, and led 
away. 

Tnwipet The Empres^ Cardmals^ 

Emp. Who fets thofe tunes to mocke vs ? Stay 
them. 

Onm. Peace. 

I. King, Peace there. 

I. Card. No more : your muficke miifl be dombe. 

Emp, When thofe Cselefliall bodies that doe moue, 
Within the facred Spheres of Princes bofomes 
Goe out of order, tis as if yon Regiment, 

Weare all in vp-roare : heauen fhould then be vext, 
Me thinkes fuch indignation ihould refemble, 
Dreadful! eclypfes, that portend dire plagues 
To nations, fall to Empires, death to Kings, 

To Citties deuaflation, to the world, 

That vniuerfail hot calamitie 

Of the lall horror. But our royall bloud, 

Beates in our veines like feas ilrugling for bounds, 
Aetna bums in vs : bearded Comets ftioote 
Their vengeance through our eyes : our breath is 
lightning, 

Thunder our voyce ; yet, as the idle Cannon, 

Strikes at the Aires Invulnerable brefl) 

Our darts are phiiiip'd backe in mockery. 

Wanting the poynts to wound. 

I. King. Too neere the heart, 

(Moll royall Empreffe) thefe dillempers fit, ^ 

So pleafe you, weele againe affayle her bewtie 
In varied lhapes, and worke on futier Charmes, 

Q 2 
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Again loties poyfoned ariwes weele let 11 ic. 

Emp, No : proud fpirits once denying, Hill deny. 
I. Car. Then be yourfelfe, (a woman) change thofc 
ouertures 

You made to her of an vnufiiall peace, 

To an vnufde defiance : giuc your reuenge, 

A full and fwelling faile, as from your great nes 
You tooke, in veyling to her : you haiie beene 
Too cold in punifliment, too foft in chyding, 

And like a mother (caufe her yeares are grecnc) 

Haue winck't at Errors, hoping time, or councell, 

Or her owne guilt (feing how Hie goes awry,) 

Would Hreigten all — you find the contrarie. 

Empe, i^at followes ? 

I. Card, Sharp challizment, leaue the Mother 
And be the llepdame ; wanton her no more 
On your Indulgent knee, figne no more pardons 
To her Off-fallings and her flyings out, 

But let it be a meritorious Ah : 

Make it a ladder for the foule to climbe, 

Lift from the hindges all the gates of heauen j 
To make way for him that fliall kill her. 

Omnes, Good. 

I, Card. Giuehim an office in yon Starr-chamber, 
Or els a Saints place and Canonize him ,* 

So San6lifie the arme that takes her life, 

That fylly foules may go on pilgrimage, 

Only to kiffe the Inflrument (that flrikes) 

As a moH reuerent relique. 

Empe. Be it fo. 

I. Kmg. In that one word fhe expires. 

Empe. Her fayrie Lordes 

(That play the Pilots nowe, and fleere her kingdomc 
In fowleH weather) as white bearded come 
Bowes his proud head before th* imperiall windes, 

Shall fo ly groueling (heere) when that day comes. 

I. Ki. And that it fliall come fates thenifelucs 
prepare. 
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Emp, Trae, but old Lyons hardly fall into the 
fnare. 

I. King, Is not the good and politique Satyran 
(Our leagued brother, and your vaffaile fworne) 

Euen now (this very minute) fucking clofe 
Their fairell bofomes % if his traynes take well : 

They haue flrange workings (down-wards) into hel. 
Emp, That Satiran is this hand : his braines a 
forge 

Still working for vs, he’s the trew fet clocke 
By which we goe, and of our houres doth keepe 
The numbred flrokes, when we lye bound in fieepe. 

I. Card, Befides fuch voluntaries as will feme 
Vnder your holy cullors and forfake 
The Fairie flandard, all fuch fugitiues 
Whofe heartes are Babylonized : all the Mutiners 
All the damb’d Crew, that would for gold teare off 
The deuills beard ; All fchollers that doe eate 
The bread of forrow, want, and difconteiit, 

Wife Satyran takes vp, preffes, apparrels. 

Their backes like Innocent Lambes, their mindes like 
wolues. 

Rubs or’e their tongues with poyfon, which they fpet 
Againfl their owne annointed ; their owne Country, 
Their very parent And thus fhippes ’em hither. 

To make em yours. 

Emp, Tovfe. 

I. Card, Only to imploy them 
As Bees whiifl they haue flings, & bring thighs laden 
With hony, hiue them, when they are droanes, de- 
flroy them. 

1. Ki7ig, The earnefl which he giues you (adored 
Empreffe,) 

Are three fit engines for vs. 

Empr, x^re they wrought % 

2 . Kmg, They are : and waite in Court your 
vtmofl pleafure, 

Out of your Cup made wee them drunke with wines, 
To found their hearts, which they with fuch deiiotion 
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Receiued downe, that euen whiKl Bacc/im\ fwoni 
From lippe to lippe, in mid’fl of taking healths, 

They tooke their owne damnation, if their blond 
(As thofe grapes) flream’d not forth, to effe6l your 
good. 

Emp. Let vs behold thefe firc-workes, that mull 
run 

Vpon Ihort lines of life : yet wil Wee vfe them, 

Like inflruments of muficke, play on them, 

A while for pleafure, and then hang them by, 

Who Princes can vpbrayd, tis good they die. 

For as in building fumptuous pallaces,^ 

We climb by bafe and flender fcaftbldings, 

Till wee haue raized the Frame : and that being done, 
(To grace the worke) we take the Scaffolds downc, 

So mufl we thefe : we know they lone us not, 

But Swallow-like when their owne fummers pafi, 

Here feeke for heat : or like flight Traualers, 

(Swolne with vaine-glory, or with lull to fee,) 

They come to obferue fafliions and not niee. 

I. King. As Traualers vfe them then, till they be 
gone, 

Looke Cheerefully; backs turn’d, no more thought 
vpon. 

Emp. What are they that fly hither (to our bofornc) 
But fuch as hang the wing, fiich as want neafls ; 

Such as haue no found feathers : birds fo poore, 

They fcarce are worth the killing : with the Larke 
(The morning’s fawlkner) fo they may mount hie, 

Care not how bafe and low their rifmgs be ? 

What are they but leane hungry Crowes that tyre 
Tpon the mangled quarters of a Realme ! 

And on the houfe-tops of Nobiiitie 

(If there diey can but fit) like fatall Rauens, 

Or Skrich-Owles croake their fals and hoarfely bode, 
Nothing but fcaffolds and vnhallowed graues ? 

I. King, Fitter for vs : yet fit they here like doues. 
Emp, True : like corrupted Churchmen they are 
doues, 
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That haue eate carrion : home weele therefore fend 

Thefe bufie-working Spiders to the wals 

Of their owne coimtrey, when their venemous bags 

(Which they fhall flufie with fcandales, libels, treafons) 

Are full and vpon burfling : let them there 

Weaue in their politicke ioomes nets to catch flies ; 

To vs they are but Pothecary drugs, 

Which we will take as Phyficall pils, not food : 

Vfe them as lancets to let others bloud, 

That haue fouie bodies, care not whom you wound, 
Nor what parts you cut off, to keepe this found. 

Omn, Here come they. 

CamJ^eius, Earydell^ and ^ Lopes 

Emp, Welcome : rife, and rife vp high 
In honours and our fauour : you haue thrufl 
Your armes into our cofers, haue you not? 

All Yes facred Emprefle. 

Cafnp. And into our owne, 

Haue rayned downe Ihowers of gold. 

Emp. You fliall deferue it : 

You fee w^hat Ocean can replenifli you. 

Be you but duteous tributarie flreames : 

But is your temper right ? are not the edges 
Of your fliarpe fpirits rebated ? are you ours % 

Doe not your hearts fmke downe yet ? will you on ? 
All 3. Stood death ith’ wray. 

Lup, Stood hell. 

Emp. Nobly refolu’de : 

But lillen to vs, and obferue our counfell : 

Backe muft we fend you to the Fairie Land, 

Danger goes with you ; here's your fafetie : liflen. 
Chufe winds to fayle by ; if the wayward feas 
Grow llormie, houer, keepe aloofe ; if feares, 
Shipwracks, and death lie tumbling on the wanes, 
And will not off, then on : be venturous, 

Conquefls hard got are fweet and glorious. 

Being landed, if fufpition caft on you 

Her narrow eyes, turne your feiues then to Moles, 
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Worke vnder ground, and vnderniine your c'onntrcy, 
Tho you cafl earth vp but a handfull high, 

To make her aumble : if that bloud-hoiiml hunt you, 
(That long-ear’d liKiuifition) take the thickets, 

Climbe vp to Hay-mo wes, line like bin is, and cate 
The viideflo^vred come : in hollow trees 
Take fiich prouifion as the Ant can make : 

Flie with the Batt vnder the ecues of night, 

And lliift your neatls : or like to Anercifes, 

Clofe vp your felues in artificial! wals : 

Or if you walke abroad, be wrapt in clouds, 

Haue change of haires, of eie-brows, halt with 
foldiers, 

Be fhauen and be old women, take all fliapes 
To efcape taking : But if the ayre be cl cere, 

Flie to the Court, and vnderneath the wings 
Of the Eagle, Faulcon, or fomc great bird houer, 
Oakes and large Beech-trees many beads doc t'oiier. 
He that firfl fings a Dirge tun’de to the death 
Of that my onely foe the Fairie Queen e, 

Shal be my lone, and (clad in purple) ride 
Vpon that fcarlet- coloured bead that beares 
Seuen Kingdomes on feuen heads. 

Camp. If all the Spels 
That wit, or eloquence, or arts can fet : 

If all the Heights that bookemen vfe in fchoolcs 
Be ponrrefuli in fuch happineffe, ^tis mine. 

Rop. What phyficke can I dare onely to grow 
(But as I merit fliall) vp in your eye. 

Emp. Weele erc6l ladders for you Rrongand high, 
That you lhall climbe to flarrie dignitie. 

Both. We take our leaue dread Empreffe. Exeunt 
Emp. Fare you well ; 

Our benedidion goe along with you— 

Our maledidlion and your foules confufion 
Like fhiuer’d towers fall on your luckeleffe heads, 

And wedge you into earth low as the deepe 
W here are the damned, if our world you fire, 

Since defperately youle ride and dare afpire. 
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1 . King. But is this alii fliall we thus bend our 
fmews 

Onely to emptie quiuers, and to Ihoot 
Whole Iheafes of forked arrowes at the Sunne, 

Yet neuer hit him ? 

2 . Car. And the marke fo faire 1 

Co7n. Nay, which is more, fuppofe that al thefe 
torrents 

Which from your fea of Greatneffe, you (for your part) 
And al thofe flragling flouds which we haiie driuen 
With full and fliffe winds to the Fairie Stronds, 

Should all breake in at once, and in a deluge 
Of Innouation, rough rebellion, fadlions, 

Of maffacres, and pale deilru6lion 
Swallow the kingdom e vp, and that the bloud 
Euen of Titanids heart fliould in deepe crimfon 
Dye all thefe waters : what of this ? what (hare 
Is yours ? what land (liall you recouer % 

1 . King. All. 

Com. All 1 
I. King. I, all : 

Betweene the Tranfiierfaries that doe run 
Vpon this croffe flaffe, a dull eye may find 
In what degree we are, and of what height 
Your felfe (our brightefl Ariadne) is, 

Being vnderneath that Tropicke : as thofe jewels 
Of night and day are by alternate courfe 
Worne in Heauens fore-head, fo when Deaths Winter 
comes, 

And fhortens all thofe beames of Maiefiie, 

Which in this oblique and Zodiacall Sphere 
Moue with Tita^iia now, fhall loofe their heat, 

Where mufl the next Sun rife but here ? from whence 
Shall Fairie land get warmth 1 meerely from hence. 
Let but the taper of her life bume out, 

We haue fuch torches ready in her land 
To catch fire from each other, that the flames 
Shall make the frighted people thinke earth burnes, 
And being dazled with our Copes of Starres, 
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We lliall their temples hallow with fiich cafe, 

As ’twere in folemne gay procefsion. 

Com. Some lyne fea cards, that know not the fcas 
tail, 

Nor fcarce the colour : by your charmes I gather 
You haue feene Fairie land — but in a Map : 

Can tell how't Hands : but if you giue’t a tail, 

You mufl get bigger bones : for let me whifper 
This to your eare ; though you bait hookes with gold, 
Ten thoufand may be nibbling, when none bites, 

And thofe you take for Angels, you’le find Sprites. 

Say that Titania were now drawing Ihort breath, 

(As that’s the Cone and Button that together 
Clafpes all our hopes) out of her allies may 
A fecondf Phoenix rife, of larger wing, t/C lames. 
Of Hronger talent, of more dreadfull beake, 

Who fwooping through the ayre, may with his beating 
So well commaund the winds, that ail thofe trees 
Where fit birds of our hatching (now lied thither) 

Will tremble, & (through fcare Hrucke dead) to earth, 
Throw thofe that fit and fmg there, or in ilockes 
Driue them from thence, yea and perhaps his talent 
May be fo bonie and fo large of gripe, 

That it may fhake all Babilon. 

All Babylon ! 

Co7n, Your pardon : but whole fwear this may not 
be? 

Bmp, How the preuention ? 

Com, Thus ; to fell downe their Q. is but one 
ftroake ; 

Our axe mull cleaue the kingdome, that’s the Oake. 
B7np, The manner. 

Com, Eafie ; whileft our thunderbolts 
Are anuiiing abroad, call Safyratt home, 

He in his fadome metes vafl ArgozieSy 
Huge Galeaffes, and fuch wodden CaHles, 

As by enchantment of the waters moue : 

To his, marry yours and ours ; and of them all 
Create a braue Armada, fuch a Fleete, 
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That may breake Neptimes backe to carry it : 

Such for varieticj number, puiffance, 

As may fetch all the Fairie Land in turfes, 

To make a greene for you to walke vpon 
In Babilon. 

I. King. Inuincible ! goe on. 

Com. Now when the volley of thofe murdringfhot 
That are to play firfl on Titaniaes breafl, 

And (yet) leane on their reds, goe otf and kill her, 

So that the very Aluerado giuen, 

Sounds the lead hope of conqued ; then, then fhew 
Your warlike Pageants dancing on the wanes, 

Yours is the Land, the Nation are your flaues. 

Omn. Counfell from Heauen 1 
Emp. None this diall ouer-whelme : 

Braue voyage ! Rig out diips, and fetch a Realme. 

Exeu?it 


Par y dell and Palmio. 

Pal. You ariue on a bled diore. The freight 
you bring 

Is good : it will be bought vp of vs ail 

With our deere blonds : be condant, doe not warpe 

In this your zeale to Babilon. 

Paryd. Crane Palmio^ 

To you I haue vnladen euen my foule, 

The wings from home that brought me had fick 
feathers, 

Some you haue puld off: my owne countrey graffe 
Was to my feet fharpe needels (ducke vpright) 

I tread on downe-beds now. 

Pal. But are your countreymen 
(I meane thofe that in thought with vs fead richly) 
Fed with the courfe bread of afflidlion dill ? 

Paryd. Still father Palmio dill, and to relieue 
them 

I dare doe what I told you. 

Pal. Noble valour I 



236 The Whore of BabylofL 

Pary. So that I might but rcatl on yonder fcrollf;, 
A warrant writ vndcr the feale of Ileauen, 

To juftifie the A<fi:. 

Palm. You haue my hand, 

And fhall haue more. Y’are reconciFdc (Sonne ?) 

Pary. Yes. 

Pal. Who did confeffe you ? 

Pary. Father Aimihall. 

Pal. But did the Niiniio Campe^gio 
Prefent your letters, and your vowed feruice 
At Babylon. 

Pary. He did : I fued out warrant 
For paflage fafely thither : and from graue Coma 
(One of the capitall Coluranes of the Hate) 

This I receiued. 

Palm. He fends you here good welcome : 

’Tis flrong ; why went you not % 

Pary. I like it not : 

There wants a conuoy of fomc better words, 

Which hourely I expedl : vpon a Sea 
So dangerous, fo full of rockes, fo narrow, 

(Albeit the venture holy and of honour) 

I would not gladly fayle, without dire6lion 
Of noble Pilots, home I would not come 
Bafely, but like a glorious voyager. 

Enter Ragazzoui. 

Pahn. Yea, you do well ; the Nuntlo Raggazonl I 
Not know him ? 

Pary. Certes no. 

Palm. Come, you fliall meete : 

Monfignor, here’s a Gentleman dcfires 
To haue your armes about him.- 

Rag. Willingly. 

Palm. He vndertakes an adlion full of merit, 

Sans promife or reward, to cure all thofe 
Through Fairie land, that are difeaf d within, 

And he will doo’t, by letting one veine blond. 

Ragaz. Shootes he at highefl ? 
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Palm. Yes. 

Rag. Draw home, and giue 
Your arrowes compaffe, that vntill they fall 
Full on the head, none fee them : you do well ; 

My hands are yours : good fpeede. 

Exit Ragasoni. 

Campeggio. 

Pal. Campe^gio ? 

Now fhall you heare fome newes. 

Camp. I doe affure you, 

The Miflris of vs all, hath on this paper 
Breath’d you a blefsing : your deuotion 
Is recommended highly, and to nourifh 
The flames new kindled in you, here's more fewelL 

Pa7y. Licence to go and come, m verho hnpera- 
tricis per omnes Iurisdiilio?ies Bahilonicas ahfq' mpedi- 
mento. 

Good : would it had come fooner. 

Camp. Why % 

Pahn. ’Tis generall, 

Exceeding abfolute and peremptorie. 

Pary. It giues me my ful faile : but by deepe vows, 
I am to trauell lower, yet if feafon 
Beat me not backe, I will to Babylon, 

What rubs foe’re I meete in letters ftill, 
lie kilTe her facred hand. 

Camp. You change not byas. 

Pary. Oh good fir, yonder is the goale I run for ! 

Raqgazoni at one dore, a Gentleman at another. 

Rag. Lend me your fpeeches both. 

Pal. Yonder comes one of your owne countrey. 

Pary. Oh I know him Sir. 

Pal. Walk in this colledge claffe but fom few 
minutes, 

lie fend or bring to you a Gentleman, 

Next neighbour to your countrey : an Albanois 

The man I told you of. Exetmi. 
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Pary. Thankes Sir. 

Gent Met happily, I look’d for you* 

Pary. Deere countryman the parly wc late held 
About the land that bred vs, as how order 
Was rob’d of ceremonie (the rich robe of order) 

How Truth was freckled, fpotted, nay made leaproiis : 
How luflice — 

Gent Come, no more. 

Pary. Euen now (as then) 

You ward blowes off from her, that at all weapons 
Strikes at your head : but I repent we drew not 
That dialogue out to length, it was fo fweet. 

Gent At houres more opportune we dial : but 
countryman 

I heard of late the muficke of my foule. 

And you the indrument are made that founds it : 

Tis giuen me, that your felfe hath fcal’d to hcauen 
A bond of your deuotion, to goe forth 
As champion of vs all, in that good (juarrclh 
That hath cod many Hues. 

Pary. What need we vfe 
Circumg^ations, and fuch wheelings ? Sir, 

Beleeue it, to recouer our ficke Nurfe 
Ide kill the noblefl fofler-child die keepes. 

Gent I know what bird you meane, & whom you 
hate. 

But let him Hand to fall : no fir, the Deere 
Which we all hope you’le ftrike, is euen the pride 
And glory of the Forrefl : So, or not. 

Pary. My vowes are fiowne vp, and it mull be 
done, 

So this may be but fettled. 

Gent Doe you dagger ^ 

Pary. All winds are not yet layd. 

Gent Haue you looked out 
For skilfull coallers, that know all the founds, 

The dats, and quicke fands, and can fafely land 
you 

Out of all touch of danger ? 
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Pary, I haue met many, 

And like a confort they hold feuerall tunes- 
Gent. But make they muficke 
Pary Faith a little jarring ; 

Sometimes a firing or fo : yet reuerend Palmio, 

And Annzbali a Codreto keepe the flreame 
In which I fwim : the Nimtio Ragazzoni 
Plies me with wholefome phificke ; fo the Nuntio^ 

My honored Friend Campeggio makes it cleere, 

That it is lawful!. 

Gezit Where at ftick you then 1 
Pary. At a fmall rocke, (a difpenfation.) 

Raggazzozti^ Palmio^ Campeggio, e>» the Albonoys. 

Gent. You cannot want for hands to helpe you 
forward : 

In fuch a noble worke your friends are neere ; 

Deere Countriman, my fword, my flate, and honor, 
hxt for your vfe, goe on ; and let no heate 
Thaw your ftrong refolution, I fhall fee you, 

Before you take to Sea. 

Pary, You fhalL 
Gen. My dewtie. 

Pal, This is the worthy Gentleman, to whome 
I wifh your loue endeer’de : we haue fome conference. 
Pary. Borne Sir in Fairy Land ? 

Alba, No many Sir — ^An Albanois, 

Pary. Then for proximitie 
Of Countries, let vs enterchange acquaintance, 

I wifh’d for your embracements, for your name 
Is crown’d with titles of integritie, 
ludgement and Learning : let me vpon their Bajes 
Eredl a piller, by which Babylon, 

And all we may be flrengthned. 

Alba. I pray be apert and plaine, 

Pary, Then thus Sir ; by the way of Argument 
I would a queflion put, to taft your cenfure, 

Becaufe I doe not foundly relifh it. 

Alba. Propone it Sir, He folue it as 1 can. 



240 The Whore of Babylon. 

Pary. Suppofe that in the field there were an 
Ajmy, 

Commixt of halfe your kinsfolke, friends, and loners, 
The other halfe fworne foes, (all countrinien ;) 

And that the leader of them were your father, 

And that this leading father were fo partiall, 

That to preferue that halfe which loues you not, 

Ye would loofe that which loues you : & that to take 
This Captaines life away, might bring this good, 

Of two fides to make one, and faue much bloud : 
Would not you doe it. 

Alba. Vmh : yaVe ful of Ambage : 

I anfwere as ray fpirits leade me, thus, 

I would not doe it. 

Pary, Why Sir. 

Alba. Becaufe I hold, Qitod non omnmb Licet 
Par. Come, Come, I know (without al comment- 

. “g) 

This text you vnderftand : wey the vtilitie, 

That goes with it *. the health it giues to thoufands ; 
The fap it fpreads through branches which now 
wither : 

The reflauration — 

Alba. Sir I fee to’ th bottome, 

Of this deepe well you diue in : I doe arme you, 

In this flrong fight, iufl with the felfe fame weapons 
Which I would weare to guard mee, and thofe are 
My readings and beliefe fettled by reading, 

And this I find — Qiiod non ftint facienda mala, vt 
veniant bona. 

For good ; (how great foeuer) mull be don, 

No ill how fmall foeuer. 

Pary. Tis no euHl 

To barre out fo great ill, with fo great good. 

Alba. All good mull not be done, but onely that 
— Quod benl ^ kgitimb fieri potefi : For Sir I know, 
that Pens ptagis amai aduerbia quam nomlna. Quia 
in aiiionibus mafis d Placefit Bens 6^ lefitbnl quhm 
bonum. Ita vt nullum bonum Liceat facere^ nife bene 
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iegiiime fieri potejl. Qmd in hoc Cafn fieri non 
potest, 

Pary. Yet (with your fauour) feuerall learned merij 
Are cleane from your opinion, and doe hold, 

Qiibd licet. 

Alba. Thofe learned men perhaps may hold it ht, 
That to fane many, they to one mans danger 
(Referring all to the depth infcmtable) 

Ivlay allow of a particular ; on no warrant 
That they can fhew me written, but being flird, 

With a humaine compaffion to mens hues : 

And leffe you reuelation haue diuine, 

That bids you do, doe not ; Thus you haue mine, 

Omn. Wiat fo hard at it. 

Pary. We haue done : the time, 

Does pull me from your fweet focietie. 

Pal. You wall to Babylon. 

Pary. I cannot tell ; 

Whether I doe or no, you fhall haue notice, 

How this great worke goes forward : flrengthen mee, 
With all your comforts, and commend my feruice 
To the mofl glorious throne : if I get or'e, 

There lands blacke vengeance on the Fairy lliore. 

Omn. If prayers can doe it fhall. Exeunt, 

Plaine dealing and Truth. 

Pla. But how fhall I know, thou art the right 
truth ? 

Ti'u. Becaufe I am not painted. 

Pla. Nay if thou hafl no better coulour then that, 
tiler’s no trueth in thee, for Im’e fure your fairefl 
wenches are free of the painters, 

Tru. Befides I am not gorgious in attire, 

But fimple, plaine and homely ; in mine eyes, 

Doues lit, not Sparrowes : on my modefl cheekes, 

No witching fmiles doe dw^ll : vpon my tongue 
No vnchafl language lies : my Skins not fpotted 
With foule difeafe, as is that common harlot, 

That bafeborne trueth, that Hues in Babylon. 
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Fla. Why ? is fhee fpotted ? 

Trii. All ouer, with Hrange vglines, ail ouer, 

Fla. Then Ihe has got the pox, and lying at my 
holl Gryncims^ fmce I left her company : how foeuer 
it be thou and I will Hue honefl togither in one houle, 
becaufe my court miftris will haue it fo : I haue beene 
a Trauailer a great while, plaine dealing hath lept 
from country to country, till he had fcarce a paire of 
foales to Carrie him. 

Tru. Wliy in what Countries haue you beene ? 

Fla. In more then I had mind to flay in ; I haue 
beene amongfl the Turkes too, the Turkes made as 
much of poore plaine dealing, as thofe whom we call 
Chriflians. 

Tnt. What man is that great Turke? I neuer 
faw him : 

Fla. Nor euer fhalt : why the great Turke is a 
very little fellow; I haue feene a fcuruy little bad 
paltry Chriflian, has beene taken for the greatefl 
Turke there. 

Tru. Where had you bin, when now you met with 
me. 

Flain. Looking vp and downe for thy felfe : and 
yet I lie too, now I remember, I was in the citie ; 
our miflreffe would needes haue me goe thither, to 
fee fafhions : I could make an excellent Taylor for 
Ladies and gentlemen, and fooles, for I haue feene 
more fafliions there, then a pidlure drawer makes 
skuruy faces, the firfl two yeares of his trade : its the 
maddefl circle to coniure in, that euer raiz’d fpiiit 

Truth. Tell me good kinfman, what in the citie 
faw you ? 

Flain. What did I fee ? why lie tell thee cozen ; 
I fawe no more confcience in moll of your rich men, 
then in Tauerne faggots : nor no more fobemes in 
poore men, then in Tauerne fpiggots : I fee that 
citizens fine wines vndo their husbands (by their 
pnde) within a yeare after they are married ; and 
within halfe a yeare after they be widdowes, knights 
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vndo them : they’le giue a 100. pound to be dubd 
ladies, and to ride in a coach, when they haue fcarce 
another hundred pound left to keep the horfes. But 
cozen Truths I met in one flreet a number of men 
in gowns, with papers in their hands, what are all 
thofe? 

Truth, Oh ! they are the fonnes of luftice ; they 
are thofe 

That beat the kingdom leuell, keep it fmooth 
And mthout rubs : they are the poore mans captaine, 
The rich mans fouldier, and caFd Lawiers. 

Plain, Lawiers ? doefl know any of them ? 

Truth, A few. 

Plain, I w^ondred w’hat they w^ere, I asked one of 
them if they w^ere going to foot-ball, yes faid he, doe 
you not fee thofe countrey fellow’es, we are againfl 
them ; and who do you thinke Oiall winne, faid I, oh 
faid he, the gownes, the gownes. 

Pnter Time, 

Time, Follow me Truths Flame dealing follow 
me. Exit, 

Plain, He charges like a Conflable ; come, wee 
are his watch ; foUow me ? Is our Time mad % 
O braue mad Time, Exeunt, 

Dumb Jl^ew, A earn fuddenly hreakes opeUy and out of 
it comes Falfhood, {aitiPd as Truth is) her face 
f potted^ JJiee stickes ip her banner on the top of the 
Cane ; then with her foot in feuerall places strikes 
the earthy and vp rifeth Campeius ; a Frier with 
a hoxe : a gentleman with a drawn fwordy another 
with rick gloues in a boxe^ another with a bridle^ 
Time, Truth with her banner, and Plain-dealing 
enter 6 ^ stand aloof e beholding all. 

Time, See there’s the Caue, where that Hyena 
lurkes, 
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That counterfets thy voyce, & calles forth men 
To their deftrudlion. 

Plain, How full of the fmall poxe fliee is, what 
ayles fhee to ftamp thus '? is the whore mad ? how 
now ? Yea do you rife before Doomes day ; father 
Time, what conduit-pipes are thefe, that breake out of 
the earth thus ? 

Thne. The conduit-heads of treafon, which conuey 
Confpiracies, fcandals, and ciuill difcord, 

Maffacres, poyfonings, wrackes of faith and fealtie 
Through Fairies hearts, to turne them into elues : 

See Truth, fee fonne, the fnake flips off his skinne, 

A fcholler makes a ruffian. 

Flam. Now mull that ruffian cuffe the fcholler, if 
I were as he. 

Tme, And fee, that ffiape which earfl fliew’d 
reuerend, 

And wore the outward badge of fandtitie, 

Is cloath’d in garments of hypocrifie. 

Plain, See, fee, father, he has a iacke in a boxe ; 
whats that ? 

Time. A wild beafl, a mad bull, a bull that roares, 
To fright allegiance from true fubiects bofoms ; 

That Bull muft bellow, at the Flamins gate : 

His gate, that tends the flockes of ail thofe ffieep, 

That graze in the fatfl paflure of the land, 

Beeing all inclos’d : that bull will on his backe 
Beare all. 

Plain, Whither ? whither ? 

Time, To hell : tis faid to heauen 
That will but fit him, till with hoofe or home, 

He goare the annointed Fairie. 

Plain, Such Bulls haue I feene fent out qI B abylon, 
to runne at people : I fhould once haue rid vpon one 
of them, but he that beg’d my office, broke his necke 
by the bargaine, and fau’d me a labour ; whats he 
with the fword, a mailer of the noble Science ? 

Tndh. A noble villaine : fee, he pulls down 
heauen 
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With imprecationsj if that blade he fheath not, 

111 our fweet miilreffe breafl. 

Plain, O rogue 1 wliat good cloathes hee weares, 
and yet is a \illaine ? 

Time, I, doe : clap hands vpon't, that poyfoned 
gloue, 

Shall flrike thee dead to death, with the ftrong fent 
Of thy dilcouered treafon. 

Plain, Whats that horfe-courfer ivith the bridle ? 
Time, A flaue, that fmee he dares not touch 
her head, 

Would worke vpon her hand : laugh and confpire ; 

The higher villaines climbe, they fall the higher. 

Plain, Stay father, now the Armie comes forward : 
fhee takes doi\Tie the flagge, belike their pjlay is done ; 
what will fhee beare the collours ? thou haft collour 
enough in thy face already, thou needfl no more : 
did ye euer fee a more loiiTie band % there’s but two 
rapiers in the whole regiment : now they muiler, now 
they double their files : marke how their hands juggle, 
and lay about ; this is the maine battell : O well fiorifht 
Ancient ! the day is their’s 3 lee, now they found 
retrait : whither march they now 1 ExewiL 

Tim, To death \ their falles, thus Time and Truth 
prociaime, 

They lhall like leaues drop from the Tree of lhame. 
Lets follow them. 

Plain, To the gallowes 1 not I ; tvhat doe we 
know, but this freckled face queane, may be a 
witch. 

Time, Shee is fo ; fhee’s that damned forcereffe, 
That keepes the inchanted towers of Babylon, 

This is the Truth ; that did bewitch thee once. 

Plain, Is this fpeckied toade fhee ^ Shee “was 
then in mine eye, 

The goodliell woman that euer wore fore part of 
Sattin : 

To fee what thefe female creatures are, when they 
deale with 2. or 3. Nations ; how quickly they were 



246 The Whore of Babylon. 

carbuncles & rich ftones ? now fliee is more vgly then 
a bawd. 

Truth. Shee look’d fo then \ fairenes it felfe doth 
cloth her 

In mens eyes, till they fee me, and then they loath 
her. 

Time. Loofe no more minutes, come, lets follow 
them. 

Plain. With hue and crie, now I know her : this 
viilanous drab is bawd, now I remember, to the Whore 
of Babylon \ and weele neuer leaue her, till fliee be 
carted : her face is full of thofe red pimples with 
drinking Aquauite, the common drinke of all bawdes : 
come. Exeunt. 

Titania^ Elfron^ Florimel, a gcfitkman standing 
aloof e., and Ropis. 

Titafi, What comes this paper for 1 
Fid. Your hand. 

Titan. The caufel 

Fidel. The Moone that from your beames did 
borrow light, 

Hath from her filuer bow lliot pitchy clowds 
T’ecclipfe your brightnes : heauen tooke your part, 
And her furpriz’d ; A jurie of bright ftarres, 

Haue her vnworthy found to fhine agen : 

Your Fairies therefore on their knees intreat, 

Shee may be puld out from the firmament. 

Where fhee was plac’d to glitter. 

Titan. Mufl we then, 

Strike thofe whom we haue lou’d ? albeit the children, 
Whom we haue nourifht at our princely breaft, 

Set daggers to it, we could be content 
To chide, not beat them, (might we vfe our will,) 

Our hand was made to fane, but not to kill 
Flor. You mufl not (caufe hee’s noble) fpare his 
blood. 

. 4 Titan. We fhould not, for hee’s noble that is 
good. 
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Fid. The fall of one, like multitudes on yce. 
Makes all the refl, (of footing) be more nyce : 

But if by ventring on that glafsie floore 

Too farre, he fmks, and yet rife with no more liarme. 

Ten thoufand to like danger it doth arme : 

All mercy in a Prince, makes vile the flate, 

Ail juilice makes euen cowards defperate. 

Titan. In neither of thefe feas, fpread we our 
fayles, 

But are the impartiall beame between both fcales ; 
Yet if we needs muft bow, we would incline 
To that where mercy lies, that fcale^s diuine : 

But fo to faue were our owne breafl to wound, 

Nay (which is more) our peoples : for their good, 

We mull the Surgeon play, and let out blood. 

Euery Peeres birth flickes a new flarre in heauen, 

But falling by Ludferaft infoience, 

With him a Conlleilation drops from thence. 

Giue me his Axe — how foon the blow is giuen ? 

writes 

Witneffe : fo little we in blood delight. 

That doing this worke, we wilh we could not vmte. 
Lefs walke my Lords. Fiorimen 
Ftor, Madame. 

Titan. Stay : 

Not one arm’d man amongll vs 1 you might now 
Be all old-beaten fouldiers : truth I thanke ye j 
If I were now a jewel worth the Healing, 

Two theeues might bind you all 
07nn. With much adoe* 

Tita. I marry I commend yon gentleman. 

Pray Sir come neere, looke you, hee’s well prouided 
For all rough wethers : Sir, you may be proud, 

That you can giue armes better then thefe Lords, 

I thanke you yet, that if a Horme fhould fall, 

We could make you our fhelter. A good fword f 
This would goe through Hich ; had I heart to kill 
rde with no better weapon ; but our dayes 
Of quarreling are pafl ; Shall we put vp Sir, 
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We ha put vp wrongs ere now, but this is riglit. 

Nay we are not falling yet. 

Fior. It did vs good 

To fee how your Maieflick prefence dawnted 
The filly gentleman. 

Tzta. The fillie gentleman ! 

Fid. He knew not how to fland, nor what to 
fpeak. 

Tiia. The filly gentleman ? know you him Lords 1 
Where is hee I 

Flor. Gotten hence poore wretch with fliamc. 

Tita. That wretch hath fworne to kill me with 
that fword. 

Omn, How ? 

Fid. The traytor. 

Flor. Locke the Court gates. 

Omn. Guard her perfon. Exeunt omnes. 

Tita. You guard it well. Alacke 1 when louers 
wooe, 

An extreame ioy and feare, them fo apall, 

That ouer much loue, fhewes no lone at all. 

Zeale fometimes oner-does her part — If s right — 

When the frais done, Cowards crie whers the Flight. 

PcfiUoners, 


Florimell. 

Flor. The wolfes in his own fnare : O damned 
flaue ! 

I had like to ha made his heart my ponyards graue. 
How got you to this knowledge — ^bleffed heauen 1 
Tita. It cai^ vnto me Frangely : from a window. 
Mine eyes tooke marke of him ; that he would fhoot 
Twas told me, and I tried if he durfl doo’t 
Is Ropus here, our Do<Slor? 

Rop. Gratious Lady. 

Tita. You haue a lucky hand fmce you were ours, 
It quickens our taft well ; fill vs of that 
You lall did minifler : a draught, no more, 

And give it fire, euen Dodlor how thou wilt 
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Rop. I made a new extraction, you lhall neuer 
Rellifli the like. 

Tyta. WTiy, fhall that be my lafl? 

Ro. Oh my deere ^liilres 1 

Exit Roptis. E72fer FarthmopMIL 

Tyta. Go, go, I dare fware thou lou’fl my very 
heart. 

Earth. This fcaly Serpent 
Is throwne (as he deferues) vpon the Sword 
Of luflice I and to make thefe tydings twinnes, 

I bring this happy newes, Campeii/s, 

{A Snake that in my bofome once I warm’d :) 

The man for whome . 

Tyta. Oh, wee remember him. 

Earth. This Owie, that did not loue your facred 
light, 

Stole or’e the Seas by darknes, and was held 
In Babilon a bird of noble flight : 

They toum’d him to a Gofliawke, fether’d him 
Arm’d him with tallents, & then gaue him bels, 

And hither charg’d him fly, he did : and foar’d 
O’re all your goodlyell woods, and thickell groues, 
Inticing birdes that had the skill in long, 

To leame liarfli notes : and thofe that fad’d in voice, 
He taught to pecke the tender bioflbmes off, 

To fpoyle the leauy trees, and with fliarpe bils 
To mangle aM the Golden eares of come. 

But now hee’s tan’e. 

Tyta. Good flieapheards ought not care, 

How many foxes fall into the Snare. 

Enter Elfyron. 

Elf. Your ciuill Dodlor, Dodtor Eartdell 
Calls Anchor on your fliores againe, being freighted 
With a good venture, which he faies, your felfe 
Mufl onely haue the fight of. Exit* 
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Tyta. Bring him hither : 

Lord Florifnell, pray call Fideli to vs. 

Florimell, Fidelt, Ropus. 

Tyia, Sure ’tis too hot. 

Fid. Oh roague ! 

Tyta. Set it to code. 

Fid. Hell and damnation, Diuels. 

Flor. Whaf s that ? 

Fid. The damned’ ft treafon 1 Dog : you whorfen 
dog; 

O bleffed mayd : let not the toad come neere her : 

What’s this ? If t be his brewing, touch it not 

For ’tis a drench to kill the llrongefl Deuill, 

That’s Druncke all day with brimilone : come fucke, 
Weezell, 

Sucke your owne teat, you pray, Thou art 

preferu’d. 

Tyta. From what ? From whome ? 

Fid. Looke to that Glifler-pipe : 

One crowne doe’s ferue thy tourne, but heere’s a 
tlieefe, 

That muft haue 50000. crownes to fleale 
Thy life ; Here ’tis in blacke and white — ^thy life, 

Sirra thou Vrimli, Tynoco^ Gama^ 

Andrada, and Ibarra., names of Diuels, 

Or names to fetch vp Diuels : thou knowefl thefe 
Scancrowes, 

Rop. Oh mee ! O mercy, mercy ! I confeffe. 

Fid. Well fayd, thou lhalt be hang’cl then. 

Tyta. Haue we for tins 
Heap’d fauours on thee. 

Shee reades the letter. Enter Gard. 

Fid. Heape halters on him ; call the Guard ; out 
polecat : 

He fmels, thy confcience ftincks Do£lor goe purge 
Thy foule, for ’tis difeas’d. Away with Ropus. 
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Omn. Away vdih him : fob. 

J^qp, Here my tale but out 
Md. Ther’s too much out already. 
jRqp, Oh me accurfed ! and moil miferable. 

Exit with Guard. 

Tyta. Goodnes of vertue ! is my bloud fo fweet, 
That they would pay fo deere for't. 

Fid. To fucke Lambes, 

What would not Wolues doe, he that this paper 
writte, 

Had neuer meaning we ihould finger it. 

Tyta. Our mercy makes them cruell, hunt out thefe 
Leopards : 

Their own fpots -mil betray them : they build caues 
Euen in our parkes : to them, him, and the reil. 

Let death be fent, but fent in fuch a fhape. 

As may not be too frightfull. Alacke I what glorie 
Is it to buffet wretches bound in giues ? 

The debt is derely paid tliaf s payd with Hues 
Oh 1 leaue vs all. 

Enter Elfiron and ParidelL 

Fid. More Dodlors ! if this doe 
Afwell as tother, befl to hang him too. Exeunt 

Tytania, ParidelL 

Tyta. Florhmll I Stay, 

But glue vs liberty. 

Pari. This is the bleffed day for which (through 
want 

Of thofe bright rayes that fparkle from your eyes) 

My frozen foule hath languiih'd Goddeffe compleate, 
If you, a wretch fo meane, will bid to fpeake, 

I ihall vnclafpe a booke whofe very firfl line, 

{Being not well pointed) is my doome to death : 

But if your facred iudgement (on the Margine,) 
Controwle all wrefling comments, All your fubiedls 
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Will fold me in their bofomes, 

Tvta. Giue your minde. 

Par. A Pilgrim haue I been on foiTen fliores^ 
(Your gracious hand allow’d it) in my wandring, 

With Mongers I encountred of flraunge lliape, 

Some that fuckt poyfon vp, and fpet it foorth, 

Vpon your land : fome, that Ihot forked Hinges, 

At your moft God-like perfon : all were Gyants, 
Fighting againft the heauen of yom blefl raigne : 

With thefe (oh pardon me !) with thefe I held 
A polliticke league, the lines of all their treafons, 
(Drawme from one damned circle) met in mee, 

My heart became the Center, and the point 

Was this I dare not tell it. 

Tyfa. Speake ? 

Pari To kill you. 

Ty^a. How durfl you (being our fubied) wade 
fo far? 

Par. Your eare of mercy, I became a fpunge 
To drincke vp all their mifchiefe, and lay drowned 
In their infeded waters, (with much loathing,) 

Onely that I before you might wring out 
This their corruption, and my felfe make cleere. 

And now (imraortail maid) fine not vnlike 
A casket wherein papers fluft mth danger, 

Haue clofe beene lockt, but thofe tane out, the 
chefl 

Semes to good vfe, fo may my loyall brefl : 

For from their flintie hearts what fparkes I got, 

Were but to fire themfelues. 

Tyta. I praife your plotte, 

You make vs now your debter, but a day 
Will come, when we fhal pay. My Lord, we want 
your Arrne. 

Pary. Vmh 1 I feare — — 

Tyfa. Dodor, weele haue (Sir) other Dialogues. 

Examt. 

Pary. O fhallow foole, thou hall thy felfe vndone, 
Shees hardned and thou melted at one funne. Exit. 
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Enter ComOj and the three Kings. 

Como. Our eyes haue lulled for you, and your 
prefence 

Comes as the light to day, fhowers to the fpring, 

Or health to ficke men. 

3. King. Thankes moil reuerend Fathers. 

1. King. Our bloud ranne all to water^ yea our 
foules 

Stroue all (at once) t’expire, (when it was blowne 
Hither from Faiery land, that all the darts 
Which ours heere, and your arme deliuered there, 

Fell either fhort, or lighted vpon yce) 

Lell you had loH bloud in the enterprize. 

3. King. No, I weare flronger Armour : gamefler- 
like 

I fawe the dogges brought forth ; and fet them on, 
Till the Diueli parted them ; but piuckt off none, 

I kept aloofe out of the reach of paw’es : 

Better to fight mth Lions then with iawes. 

Wliat drummes are thefe % 

2. King. Muficke of heauen. 

Como. The dancers reueil in fleele. 

I. King. Thefe march to fill our Fleete. 

3. Kmg. From whence weele march with prowd 
vidlorious feete, 

And walke on Fayeries hearts, their beaten waies 
With their owne heades weele pane, whilfl ours •with 
bayes, 

And oake (the conquering fouldiers wreath) we 
crowme : 

Thefe hookes, or none, mull puli their Cities downe, 
Inuafion is the fire : See, See, i’th Ayre 
Angels hang beckoning vs to make more hafle, 
Vengeance deferd growes weake, and runs to waile. 
Whats this % 

Enter a Herr aid before one : founds once^ afid Jiaies. 
Como. Ere we take lhi]>, we mufl to Court. 
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Omn. Away. 

3 . King. In thunder : tis the louldiers fport. 

Exeunt 

The Herrald reades. 

Herald. It is the Imperiall pleafure, decree, pe- 
remptory edi<5l, and dreadfull command (vpon 
paine of a curfe to be denounced vpon him that 
is difobedient) from her who hath power giuen 
her to make the backes of ftubborne Kings her 
foote-llooles, and Emperours her vaffalles : the 
mother of Nations ; the triple-crowned head of 
the world ; the purple-rider of the glorious beall \ 
the mofl high, moll fupreame, and moft adored 
Empreffe of Bahiloti ; that no Captaine Generals 
of Armies, Generals of Squadrons, Admirals, 
Colonels, Captaines, or any other Officers of her 
magnificent, incomparable, formidable, and in- 
uincible Armada, which is ordayned to fwallow 
vp the kingdome of Faiery, fhall prefume to fet 
one foote on fhip-bord, till her facred hand hath 
bleffed the enterprize by fealing them all on the 
forhead, and by bomng their knees before the 
Beast Sound, goe on. Exeunt 

Dumb Jhew : Emprejfe on the Beafi. 

Emp. Eeeles the bafe earth our weight % ill com- 
mon Aire 

We fuck in and refpire? doe feruile clowdes, 

(Whofe azure winges fpread ouer graues and tombes) 
Our glorious body circumvolue ? dare night 
Call her black-nets into dayes crillall flreames, 

To draw vp darknelfe on our golden beames : 

And vs f ecclipfe, why is not Babilon 
In a contorted chaire made all of Earres, 

Wound vp by wheeles as high, nay boue the thrones 
Supernall, which with loucs owiie feate Eand euen, 
That we might ride heere as the Queene of heauen. 
And with a fpurne from our controwling foote, 
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That fhouid like thunder (hake th' etheriall floore, 

Of life and heanen them both at once bereaue. 

That thither vp dare clime without ottr leaue. 

Com, You doe ; you ride there now this is your 
Sphere, 

Earth is all one with heanen when you are heere. 

3. King, Yet ther’s a hell on earth or if not hell, 
Diuels there are or worfe then Diuels, that roare 
Onely at you. 

Emp, At vs ? what, dare they roare '? 

3. King, Your pardon, and ile tell it. 

Emp, Tell : We feare 
No fpots, the orbe we diine in is fo cleere. 

3. King, Thus then : the Faiery Adders hiffe : 
they call you 

The fuperilitious Harlot : purple whore : 

The whore that rides on the rofe-coloured beafl : 

The great whore, that on many waters fitteth, 

Which they call many Nations : whilll their Kings, 
Are llaues to fate your luft, and that their bloud, 
(When with them you haue done) femes as a flood, 
For you to drinke or fwimme in. 

Omn. O prophane 1 

Emp, Goe on : the fearching fmall wounds is no 
paine. 

3. King, Thefe cowards thus when your back’s 
turnd (that ftrike) 

Follow their blowe and fweare, that where you claime, 
Supremacie monarchall ouer Engs, 

Tis but your tiranous pride, and not your due. 

Emp. But what your felues giue, what haue we 
from you ? 

You fay we are your mother, and if fo, 

Mull not fonnes kneele i they pay but what they owe. 
3. King, They fay the robes of purple which you 
weare, 

Your fcarlet veiles, and mantles are not giuen you 
As types of honour and regality, 

But dyed fo deepe with bloud vpon them fpilt, 
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And that (all or’e) y’are with red murder gilt. 

The drinke euen in that golden cup, they fweare 
Is wine fopliiflicated, that does iiiiine 
Low on the lees of error, which in tade, 

Is fweete and like the neate and holfome iuyce 
Of the true grape, but tis ranke poyfon downe. 

Omn, Haue we not all it taded % 

Emp, Nay, vtter all. 

Out of their lips you fee flowes naught but gall 
3. Kmg. "What can my breath doe more, to blad 
your cheekes, 

And leaue them glowing as red gads of deele % 

My tongue’s already blidred founding this, 

Yet mud I whifper to your facred eare : 

That on your brow (they fay) is writ a name 
In letters midicall, which they interpret 
Confiifm, by great Bahykn they meane 
The Citie of Confitfion, 

Emp, View our forhead 1 
Where are we printed with fuch Charafters ? 

Point out thefe markes : Which of you all can lay 
A finger on that Moale which markes our face ? 

3. Kmg, They fay you can throw mids before our 
eyes, 

To make us thinke you faire. 

Omn. Damnd biafphemies. 

Com. You {hall with rods of iron fcourge thefe 
treafons. 

1. Xmg. The Mace is in your hand, grinde them 
to dud. 

2. King. And let your blowes be found. 

3. King. For they are iud. 

Emp. Lets heare with what low^de throats our 
thunder fpeakes, 

Repeate our vengeance o’re, w^hich to beate Kings 
Mud now flie o’re the feas with linnen winges. 

Com. Our Galeons, Galeades, Zabraes, Gallies, 
Ships, Pynaces, Pataches, huge Caruiles, 

For number, rib and belly are fo great, 
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That flioiild they want a Sea neere Faiery land 
Of depth to beare them vp, they in their wombs 
Might fwini with a fea thither : here are breifes 
Of your imperiall Armies. 

Reade them lowde : 

Thunder ner’e fpeakes, but the voice crackes a clowde. 

Com, In the firfl Squadron twelue great Galeons : 
Floate like twelue moouing Cafiies : Zabraes two, 
Habilimented giorioufiy for warre, 

With Souldiers, Seamen, fliot, and ordinance : 

This Squadron flout Medyna does command : 

Who of the maine is Captain e Generali. 

The fecond Squadron braue Recalde leades, 

Being Admirall to foureteene Galleons. 

Fiores de Valdes guides the third, the fourth 
Followes the filken flreamers of the haughty 
Pedro de Valdes that tryed warriour. 

Oqueiido in the fift front cries a Charge. 

Bretandona bringes vp the Leuantines 
With his fixt Squadron : Gomes de Medym 
Waftes vp the feaiienth like the God of warre, 

The eighth obayes Mendoza : and the ninth 
Fierce Vgo de Mongada : all thefe Squadrons, 

For veffell, numbred are one hundred thirties 
The fight 'of Souldiers, Marriners, and Slaues 
T%ventie nine thoufand, eight hundred thirtie three. 
Peeces of braffe for battery thefe, 

Six hundred thirtie : adde to thefe Gallions 
Twentie Caruiles, and Saluees ten : which make 
The whole Armada^ eightfeore lufiie faile. 

Add to all thefe your Generals of Armies, 

Your Captaiiies, Enfigne bearers, (which in role, 

Are eightfeore and eleauen) the Yoluntaries, 

With officers and feruants, then the Regiments 
That are in pay : to thefe, all men of orders, 

All miniflers.of iuflice ; and to thefe 
Supplies of forces that mufl fecond vs, 

And lafl that hofl of fiarres which from the Moone 
Will fall to guide vs on ; thefe totald vp. 
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You Ihali a hundred thowfand fwordes behold 

Brandifli't at once, whofe flandes 

Men \vill feeme borne with weapons in their handes. 
Emp, Goe ; cut the fait fome with your mooned 
keeles. 

And let our Galeons feele euen child-birth panges, 

Till their great bellies be deliuered 
On the foft Faiery flioares : captiue their Queene, 
That we may thus take off her crowne, whilft lire 
Kneeles to thefe glorious wonders, or be trampled 
To death for her contempt : burne, batter, kill, 

Blow vp, pull downe, mine all, let not white haires, 
Nor red cheekes blunt your wrath, fnatch babes from 
brefls, 

And when they crie for milke, let them fucke bloud, 
Turne all their field es to lakes of gellyed goare, 

That Sea-men one day fayling by the land 
May fay, there Faiery kingdome once did fland. 

Omn, They diall. 

3. King, Tis done already. 

Emp, To be fare 

You all are ours, bow and adore the beall, 

On whome we ride. 

Omn, We fall beneath his feete. 

Emp, Be bleil, obedience is in fonnes moil 
fweete, 

0 firange, to you he (loopes as you before him, 
Humility, he bowes whilft you adore him : 

To kindle luftie fires in all your bloud, 

A health to all, and as our cup goes rownd, 

Draw neere, weele marke you for our chofen flocke : 
Who buildes on heartes confirmd, buildes on a rocke : 
The feale of heauen 1 who on their foreheads weare it, 
We choofe for counlaile : on their hands whobeare it, 
We marke for Adlion : Heere, a health to all 

Omn. Braue health 1 to pledge it, fee Kings pro- 
ftrate fall. Kneclc, 

Emp, On. 

AIL On. 
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3. Sing warre thy lowd and loftiefl notes. 

We winne j our Oiips meete none but filher-boates. 

Exennt. 


Enter Paridell end his kinfman, 

ParL What if I fliewe you a foundation, 

Firme as earthes fixed Center ? a Rrong warrant, 

To flrike the head oft", an IniuinTtion 

That bids me doo't : A difpenfation 

For what I doe : A pardon fign’d, that giues 

Indulgence pknark^ and full remiffion 

(For any criminall breach of the highefl Law) 

After ’tis dofie : nay more, a voice as cleere 
As that of Angels, which proclaimes the act, 

Good, honourable, meritorious, 

Lawful!, and pyous, what if I fiiew you this ‘? 

Coz, Come, come, you cannot, then let riotous 
heires 

Beg patten ts to kill fathers : graunt but this 
Murder may be a faire Ilonopoly, 

And- Princes flab*d by Acts of parliament: 

Who i’fl dare that thing meritorious call, 

Which feindes themfelues count diabolicall ? 

ParL Your coidnes makes me wonder : why 
fiiould you 

Ronne vp to’th necke, from drowming to faue her, 
That treades vpon your head, your throat, to fmcke 
you? 

Coz, Srj you fhould wound me; fhould I (in 
reuenge) 

Murder my felfe ? for what can be the clofe 
But death, difhonour ; yea, damnation 
To an a6l fo bafe, nay fo impoffible- 

ParL Inipofrible ; the parting of the ayre, 

Is not more eafy : looke vpon the Court, 

Through narrowe fights, and fiiees the fairefl marke, 
And foonefl hit of any : like the Turke 
Shee walkes not with a lanifaric-Gnard^ 

Nor (as the Ruffian with fowle big-boand flaues. 
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Strutting on each fide with the Hieing Axe, 

Like to a payre of hangmen : no, alas : 

Her Courts of Guard are Ladies, & (fometimes) 

Shee’s in the garden with as fmall a trayne, 

As is the Sun in heauen : and our Acceffe, 

May then as eafy be as that of Clyents, 

To Lawyers out of terme-time. 

Coz, Grant all this : 

Nay, fay the blow were giuen : how would you fcape % 
jPari, Oh fir, by water. — 

Coz, I but — 

Fan. Nay good cozen. — 

Coz. You leape as ihort at fafety, as at ftarres. 

By water : why the gates will all be lockt, 

Wayters you mull haue none. 

Pari Heare me. 

Coz. Heare me, 

You mull not haue a man, and if you kill 
With powder, ayre betrayes you. 

Pari Powder 1 no fir. 

My dagge fliall be my dagger : Good fweete Cozen, 
Marke but how fmooth my pathes are : looke you fir. 
Coz. I haue thought vpon a courfe. 

Pari Nay, nay, heare mine, 

You are my marke, fuppofe you are my marke, 

My leuell is thus lowe, but er’e 1 rife, 

My hand's got vp this hie : the deere being flrucke, 
The heard that Hand about fo frighted are, 

I fliall haue leaue to fcape, as does a pirate, 

Who hauing made a fliot through one more Hrong, 

All in that Hiip runne to make good the breach, 

Whilft th' other fades away. How like you this ? 

Coz. As I like paper hamefle. 

Pari, Ha, well, pawfe then : 

This bow ihall Hand vnbent, and not an arrow 
Be fhot at her vntiil we take our ayme 
In S. Jagoes parke ; a rare, rare Altar ! 

The fitf H to facrifize her blond vpon ; 

It fliall be there : in S. lagoes parke ; 
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Ha coz ! it fhail be there : in the meane time, 

We may keepe followers (nine or ten a peece) 

Without fufpition : numbers may worke wonders ; 

The florme being fudden too : for were the guard 
A hundred ilrong about her, looke you fir, 

All of vs well appoynted — Cafe of dags 

To each man, fee you I you Ihoote there, we heere, 

Unleffe fo.ne fpirits put the bullets by, 

Ther s no efcape for her : fay the dags faile, 

Then to our fwordes. — Come, ther’s no mettle in you. 
Q? 2 . No mettle in me 1 would your warres were 
honell, 

I quickly would finde Armour: what’s the goade 
So iharpe, that makes you wildely thus to runne 
Vpon your certaine mine 1 
Pari. Goad ? lharp ponyards, 

Why fhould I fpare her bloud ? 

Coz. She gaue you yours. 

Pari. To ha tan’e it had bin tyrany, her owme lips 
Confefl I ftrucke her lawes not hard : 1 ha fpent 
My youth, and meanes in feruing her : what reape I ? 
Wounds (difcontents) whatgiues fhe me 1 good words, 
(Sweet meates that rotte the eater ;) why, Tall day 
I did but begge of her the maiilerihip 
Of Sania Cataryna^ twas denied me. 

Coz. She keepes you to a better. 

Pari. I tuih, thats not ail : 

My bonds are yonder feald ; And the mufl fall 
Coz. Well coz, ile hence. 

Pari. When fhali I fee you 1 
Coz. Hah. 

Soone : very foone : fooner than you expedl, 

Let me but breath, and what I meane to doe, 

I fhail refolue you. 

Pari. Fare you w^ell. 

Coz. Adue. Exit 

Tytanza^ Eifyrou^ Parthenophil^ Paryde/^ PlorimelL 

Flor. Newes ; thundring newes fweete Lady : 
Enuy, Ambition, 
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Theft facrilegious, and bafe trcafon, lay 
Their heads and handes togither, at one pull 
To heaue you from your throne : that mannifli woman* 
Diuell, 

That luflfull bloudie Queene of Babylon, 

Hath (as we gather ripe intelligence) 

Rigd an Armd fieete, which euen now beates the 
waues, 

Boafling to make their wombes our Cities graues. 

Tyta, Let it come on : our Generali leades aboiic 
them, 

Earth-quakes may kingdomes mooue, but not remooue 
them. 


FidelL 

Fid He yonder, he that playes the fiend at fea, 
The little Captaine that’s made all of fire, 

Sweares (Flemming-iike) by twenty thoufand Diuels, 
If our tongues walke thus, and our feete fland Hill, 

So many huge fhips neere our coafls are come, 

An Oyfler-boate of ours will fcarce fincle roome. 

He fweares the windes haue got the failes with childe, 
With fuch big bellies, ail the linnen’s gone, 

To finde them linnen and in Babylon, 

That ther’s not one ragge left. 

Tyfa, Why fwels this fieete % 

Fid. Thus they giue out, that you fent forth a 
Drake, 

Which from their riuets beate their water-fowle, 

Tore filuer feathers from their fairefl Swannes, 

And pluckt the Halcions winges that roue at fea, 

And made their wilde-duckes vnder- water diue, 

So long, that fome neuer came vp aliue. 

This Sea -pie Babylon, her bug-Beare calles, 

For when her bailards cry, let the nurfe cry 
But this, the Drake comes, they hufii prefently, 

For him thei’le cudgell vs : will you ha the troth ? 
That fcarlet-whore is thirflie and no blond, 

But yours, and ours (fweete maide) can doc her good. 
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Tytii. That drake fhal out againe : to counfel 
Lords. 

Fid. Come, come, fliort counfell : better get long 
fwordes. 

Flor. Good Lady dread not you, what ere befall. 
Fid. Weefe die iirfl, yours is the lafl funeral : 
Away, away, away. 

Omn. Foils, pofls, cal mefTengers, pofl.s w’ith a! 

fpeed. Exeunt, 

Tyta. How? feare ! 

Why fhould wdiite bofomes feare a Tyrants Arme ? 
Tyrants may kill vs, but not doe vs harme. 

Are we your prifoners that you garde vs thus? 

Exeunt Manet ParidelL 

Stay, and you too, we are alone : w^hen lafl 
We enterta}Tid your fpeech (as we remember) 

Clofe traines and dangerous you did difeover 
To hre which you were praid. 

Fart I was. 

Tyfa. And yeelded. 

Albeit it were againfl our life. 

Pari Mofl true ; — my reafons. 

Tyta. We forget them not : at that time 
Here was but one, (true) but one counceiler, 

Who flood aloofe, heard nothing ; and though a blond 
Of courfer veines then ours, would haue beene flird 
Into a fea tempefluous to boyle vp, 

And drowne the Pilate that durfl faile fo farre, 

Yet of our princely grace (tho twas not fitte, 

Nor flood with wifdome) did \ve filence it 
Thefe heaped fauours, notwithflanding (Doclor) 

Tis in our eare : the hammers lie not flill, 

But that new clubs of iron are forging now, 

To bruife our bones, and that your felfe doe knowe, 
The very Anuile where they worke. 

Pari. I. 

Tyta. Heare vs, 

Becaufe tis thought feme of thofe worfer fpirits. 
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And mofl malignant that at midnight rife 
To blafL our Faiery circles by the Moone, 

Are your Familiars. 

Pari. Madam. 

Tyta. Sir anone. 

Thee therefore I coniure (if not by faith, 

Oathed allegeance, nor thy confciencc, 

Perhaps this ranckling vlcerateth them) 

Yet by thy hopes of bliffe, tell, and tell true, 

Who i’fl miifl let vs blond % 

Fary. 0 viihappie man ; 

That thou fhouldft breathe this long : mirrour of 
women, 

I open now my brefl euen to the heart, 

My very foule pants on my lips ; none, none, 

I know of none. 

2yia. Well ; none : rife and take heede, 

They are no common droppes when Princes bleede. 
What houre is this ? does not my larum (Irike ? 

This watch goes falfe. 

Pari. This watch goes true. 

7yfa. All’s naught, 

What houre is this ? 

Pari. Thy lafl houre, O heauens, furder 
The worke you haue begun : where art thou heart ? 
2}’fa. Oh we fee’t : Doctor wind vp the wheele, 
tis downe. 

Pari. Tis downe. 

Ti/a. How nowl what llrucke thee downe? thy 
lookes are wilde : 

Why was thine armed hand reard to his height ? 

What blacke worke art thou doing ? 

Pari. Of damnation vpon my felfe. 

7Yia. How 1 

Pari. Y our wordes haue fplit my heart in thowfand 
fliiuers, 

Heere, heere that flickes which I feare will not out. 
Better to die than line fufpe<5led. Had not your 
bright eyes 
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Turnd backe vpon me, I had long ere this 
Layen at yoisr feete a bloudie facrifice. 

Tyta, Staind Altars pleafe not vs : why doefl thou 
weepe ? 

Thou mak’fl my good thoughts of thee now dedyne, 
Who loues not his owne bloud, will ne're fpare mine, 
■\\Tiy doeil thou weepe 1 

ParL When on your face I looke, 

Me thinkes I fee thofe Vertues dravvne aline 
Which did in Elfilyjie the feauenth funiiue, 

(Yonr fathers father, and your grandfather), 

And then that you Ihould take me for a ferpent 
Gnawing the branches of that glorious tree, 

The griefe melts euen my foiile, O pardon me. 

Tita. Contract thy fpirits togither, be composM ; 
Take a full man into thee, for beholde 
AH thefe blacke clowdes we deere : looke vp, tis day, 
The funne fhines on thee fiill : weeFe reade : a’way — 
ParL O matchleffe ; im’e ail poyfon, and yet (he 
Turnes all to goodnes by wife tempering me. 

Goes off. 

Tita. If thou prou’fl copper — well ; this makes vs 
Hrong 

As towers of flint All traytors are but waues, 

That beate at rockes, their own blowes digge their 
graues. 

Pariiidl inand. 

ParL For not dooing am I damde : how are my 
fpirits 

Halde, tortured, and growne wilde 1 on leaues eter- 
nail 

Vowes haue I writ fo deepe, fo bound them vp, 

So texted them in characters capitall, 

I cannot race them but I blot my name 

Out of the booke of fence : mine oath (lands Aide 

On your court-roles. Then keepe ic, vp to heauen 

Thy ladder’s but thus hie : courage, to kill 

Ten men I fliould not freeze thus : yet her murder 
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Cannot be named bloud-died, for her Faicrics 
Are all of faith, and fealty affoyled, 

The balme that her annoynted is waffit off, 

Her crowne is now not hers \ vpon the paine 
Of a blacke curfe, no more mufl I obey her. 

I climbe to heauen by this, climbe then and flay her. 

Tyta, A tyrants flrange, but iufl end ! — Rmdcs, 

Ran mad for fleepe, and died. Princes that plumge 
Their foules in ranke and godlefTe appetites 
MufL feeke no refl but in the armes of Sprites. 

Pa. Nothing to read % that (if my neriies fliould 
flirink 

And make mine arme reuolt) I might haue colour 
To vfurp this walke of hers : whats this ? fee, fee 
An Angel thrufls this iron into my hand. 

My warrant fignd from Babylon to kill her, 

Endorfed, the lafl will of ParidclL Rcadc. 

^Le concede fua BenediBione^ plenaria indulgensa^ 

E reniijjiione dt tutti H peccati — tuiti U peccaii 

'^'The very wordes of Cardinal Como 
his letter fent to Parry, 
All, all my finnes are paid off, paying this, 

Tis done, tis done, All you bleft powers I charme, 
Now, now, knit all your fmewes to this arme. 

As he offers to Jiep to her, he flaks fodainly^ vpon the 
app7'och of Fidely, Florirael, Parthenophil, Elfiron, the 
Ladies, a Guard, and the DoBors Cozen, 

Omn, You ha proou’d your felfe a loyall gentle- 
man. 

Pid, The hand of Angels guide vs : Shees not 
heere, 

The Queen’s Icild ; treafon : Wenches, raife the 
Court. 

Omn, Walke feuerall waies firfl. 

Pid, Waies ; fliees murdered : treafon. 

Tyt, Treafon ; a fword. What tray tor dare ? who 1 
where ? 

P/o. A guard : the damned ferpent, fee, lurkes 
heere. 
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Fid. Sure heeres fome neR they breed in : paw 
him faR 

This Woolfe, this Toade (marke, he fwelles red with 
poyfon,} 

This learned knaue is fwome to murder thee. 

Park I dehe any man that fpeakes it 
Fid. Hah : 

Defie this noble, honeR gentleman, 

Defie him. he fiial fpit it on thy face, 

Thy beard fcakl Doctor. 

Pari. And doeR thou betray me ? SaiR thou fo I 
Coz. And will feale my fpeech with bloud. 

Pati. My no againR his yea ; IMy no is as good. 
Fid. Better, his yeas goe naked, and your noes 
Very well clokd : off, come, truth naked goes, 

And heres his naked truth. — Shebjcs his drawn dagger. 
Tyta. Againe. 

Pari. Oh me : — 

Now nothing but your mercy me can faue. 

Tyta. It muR not : Princes that would fafely Hue, 
hlay grieue at traytors falles but not forgiue. 

Let him be fommond to the barre of lhame. 

Pari. Tis welcome, a blacke life, ends in blacke 
fame. Exit. 

Omn. Away with him. 

Earth, Now to the bufines, 

We haue one foote. 

Fid. I, I, looke to the head. 

The hangman cures thofe members. 

Tita. What is done ? 

Flor. This (facred Lady :) we with either hand 
Have raifde an Armie both by fea and land. 

Your goodly Ihips beare the moR royall freight, 

That the -world owes (true hearts :) their wombes areful, 
Of noble fpirits, each man in his face 
Shewes a Kings daunting looke, the foiildiers Rand 
So thickly on the decke, fo brauely plum’d, 

(The Silken Rreamers waning or’e their heades) 
lliat (feeing them) you would iudge twere Pentecqfi^ 
And that the iollie youngRers of your townes. 
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Had flockt togither in gay multitudes,^ 

For May-games, and for fummer merriments, 

They looke fo cheerely ; In fuch little roome 
So many Fairies neuer dwelt at once, 

Neuer fo many men were borne fo foone, 

The drum that gaue the call, could not be heard 
For iuflling armours : er’e the call was done, 

It was fo ringd about with groues of pikes, 

That when they brake on both fides to giue way, 

The beating of the drum was thunders noife, 

Wkild coates of fleele clafht fo on coates of fleele, 
Helmets on helmets that they hrucke out fire, 

Which fliewd like lightning, or thofe flames that flie 
From the huge Cyclops-hammer, when they fweate 
To forge loucs thunder : And in fuch a heate 
With qiiicknes rulh they armed forth, captaines fwore, 
Harneffe was fure the cloathes they daily wore. 

Men fafler came to fight then to a feafl. 

Fid, Nay, women fued to vs they might be prefl. 
Farth, Old grandams that on crutches beare vp 
age, 

Full nimbly buckled Armours on their fonnes, 

And when twas on, fhe clapt him on his backe, 

And fpake thus, runne my boye, fight till th’art dead, 
Thy bloud can neuer be more brauely fhed. 

TUa, How are the numbers you haue leuied % 

Fid, What your fea-forces are, this briefe doth 
fpeak, 

F^, We haue rais’d double walls to fence your 
land. 

The one the bodie of a Handing Camp, 

Whofe tents by this are pitcht in Beria, 

On the fhores point, to barre the foe from footing. 
Tita. Ouer that Camp at Beria* we create 

Tilbury, 

You Florimell Lieutenant Generali ; 

Elf, The other is to guarde your royall perfon. 
TUa, Whofe charge is yours : the fea Fidelia yours. 
Elf The Handing camp of horfemen and of foole, 



The Whore of Babylon, 269 

Thefe numbers fill. Launces 253. Florfemen 769. 
Footemen 22000. The mouing Armv, which attends 
on you. 

Is thus made vp : of horfmen k. of foote, Launcers 48 1. 
Light horfe-men 1421. Footemen 34050. 

Tita, We do not raife our hopes on points of 
fpeares. 

A handfull is an hofl, in a good fight, 

Lambes may beate Lions in a warre not right. 

The Generali of all armies be our leader, 

Be full of courage Lordes as y’are in yeares. 

For this be fure week not outdiue our peeres. 

Fid, Week al liue, but will firfl have them bi’th 
eares. 

Tyfa, Goe on, your conduct be the profperous 
hand, 

Make you the fea good, week not loofe the land. 

Your Queene ■will to the field, it lhall be faid, 

Once fouldiers to their Captaine had a Maide. 

Exeunt 

Truth and Plaine-dealing leading fouldiers with drum 
and colours, Time 7 neeting them. 

Time, You fweate well in this haruefl. 

Plat, Nay, when we come to binde vp the whore 
of BaMlons Punches and Pynaces in Iheaues, week 
fweate worfe. 

Time, Haue you bellowed the other bandes ? 

Tru, I haue. 

Time, Incorporate this to you then : tis the man- 
date 

Of your Liefetenant Generali. You fight 
In your great Faieries quarreil, and Truthes right. 
Stand therefore too’t, 

Volu, I will haue no woundes on my Ihoulders, 

I fcorn to run, 

Or to cry out of warlike kybes in the heek. 

Time. Goe (thou mofl God-like maide) & buckle on 
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The brcfl-pl^tes fetcht from thine ownc Armoury, 

Let euery foiildier weare one, on each leatler 
Beflowe a guiding>flaife, and a flrong (liield 
That may as faithfull be to his good fword 
As thou art to his heart : head all the fpeares 
With gold of Angelhproofe. Sit like a doue 
Upon the Horfmans helnie, and on his face 
Fan with thy filuer winges fweete vidlorie, 

Goe, beate thy drum, that men may know thy march, 
Spread thine owne colours {Truth) fo let them fhine, 
Souldiers may fvveare theide follow none but thine. 
Away. 

T'il I hie, fwift as the winged windes. Exit 

Flai. To day is workiday with me for all I haue 
my bed clothes on, what doe you fet me to ? 

7 imc. Goe thou and fweepe th’ abiifes from the 
camp. 

Plat Confcience has left no broomes big enough 
to doe that cleane. 

Tme. Then purge the tents of all infedlious aires. 

Plat Yondefs one infedlion new broke out, if it 
be not flopt from running, will choake vs all. 

Time. Name it, ile minifler the remedie. 

Plat Time may do it, this tis : A Broker and his 
wife that dropt out of the Hangmans budget but lafL 
day, are now eating into the Camp, and are vidlualers 
to it : their very Cannes haue hoopes of gold lace 
now, that bangd Captaines lerkins all o’re but yefler- 
day : 15. Liefetenants haue eaten vp their buffe ler- 
kins with cheefe and muflard : Nay this villain e of 
fourefcore ith hundred has fet vp three Armourers 
fiiops with harneffe caps, and pewter coates, that are 
linde cleane out with Ale : the Rogue lies euery night 
vpon as many fathers which grew in fouldiers hats, as 
will vndooe foure hundred Schoolemaflers to hire 
them for their boyes to goe a feading. 

Time. Breede fuch diforders mongd the fouldiers ? 

Flat They fwarme like lyce : nay his wife tickels 
it too, for three Muskateeres came but to driiike 
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Tabacco in her cabbin, and {he fired their flaskes and 
tiich-boxes. 

7 me, Got ridde the Camp of thefe, and al like 
thefe. 

F/al If any fouldier fwere ile callieere him too. 

Time. You will fcarce leaue t^vo in the Army 
then. 

F/aL What fnall I doe with thofe Py oners yon- 
der? 

TL You know’ the ground, lead them to call vp 
trenches. Away. 

F/ai. They are by this time leading one another, 
for when I left them, I left them all calling, ile now 
goe fee wdiat it comes to. Exit. 

Time. lie flie hence to the fleete of Bah Ion. 

And from their tacklings and their main e-mafi tops, 
Time llial Ihoote vengeance through his bow of fleele, 
Wedge-like to fplit their Nauie to the keele. 
lie cut their Princes dowiie as blades of gralTe, 

As this glaffe, fo the Babilonian pow’er, 

The higher fhall runne out to fill the lower. Exit. 


The Sea fight. 

3. Ki. The fulphurous JEtna belcheth on our 
Ihips, 

Cut Cables, or the whole fleete drownes in fire. 

1. King. Holla. 

2. Khig. Of Babilon. 

I. Ki. What Hulkes ar thefe, that are on fire ? 

3. Ki. The Diuels : the fea’s on fire, the Diuel fure 
takes Tabacco. 

1. King. Wher’s Medyna t 

2. King. Ciofe vnder hatches, dares not fhew his 
head. 

3. Kmg. Damnation on fucli liuerd Generals. 
Wher's braue Recalde ? 

2. King. Who ? 

3. King. Our Admiral : 
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The Admirall of our Nauy, wife Recahk. 

0. King. Our flowte and braue Recahk keepes his 
bed. 

3. King. Ail poxes fire him out ; Pedro de Valdes 
Hailing about him 50. Canons throates, 

Stretch wide to barke is boarded, taken. 

2. King. Taken ? 

3. King. Without refinance : Pyemenieily funken, 
Oquendo burnt, Mongada drown’d or flaine. 

1. King. The fiiip of all our medicaments is loR. 
3. King. Dogges eate our medicaments, fucli are 

our woundes 

We more firall Sextons neede than Surgeons. 

2. King. What courfe is ben*? 

3. King. The beR to get the day, 

Is to hoife fayles vp, and away. 

Omn. Away, away, hoife failes vp and away. 

3. King A world of men and wealth lofl in one 
day. Exeunt. 

Florimell followed hyCaptaines^ Marriners a?id Gunners 
with Linjlockes. 

Flor. Shoot, (hoot, they anfwer; braue: more 
Linflocks : (hoot : 

This firatagem dropt downe from heauen in fire. 

O771. Board, board, hoyfe more failes vp, they fiie, 
fhoot, Shoot. Exeimt 

Titania in the Ca 7 np. 

Tita. We neuer held a royal Court till now : 
(Warriours) would it not feeme mod glorious, 

To haue Embafiadors to greete vs thus % 

Our ebaire of Rate, a drum : for fumptuous robes 
Rufiiing about vs, heads cas’d vp in globes 
Of bright refleiRing Reele : for reuellers 
(Treading foft meafures) marching foulcliers. 

TruR me, I like the martiall life life fo well. 
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I could change Courts to campes, in fieldes to dwell 
Tis a braue life : Me thiiikes it befl becomes 
A Prince to march thus, bet^veene guns and 
dnimmes. 

My fellow fouldiers I dare fweare you’le hght, 

To the lafl man, your Captaine being in fight 
YoIil To the lafl leaft mans little linger. 

They JI^Gte, A peak goes ofi. 

Fid. \\Tiat flames through all our blood your 
breath infpires. 

Tiia, For that we come not : no brefl heere wants 
fires. 

Twas kindled in their cradles, flreiigth, courage, 
zeale, 

Meete in each bofome like a three-fold fioud, 

We come with yours to venture our owne bloud. 

For you and we are fellowes ; thus appeares it. 

The fouldier keeps the crowne on, the prince weares it 
Of all men you we hold the moil mofl deere, 

But for a fouldier I had not beene heere. 

Fid. Doe not their gunnes offend you ? 

Tita. How 1 we are tried, 

Wh’ im’e borne a fouldier by the fathers fide. 

The Cannon (thunders Zan}^) play es to vs. 

Soft mufikes tunes, and more mellodious : 

And me more rarely like, becaufe all thefe. 

That now can fpeake the language of flerne 'warre, 
Could not fpeake fwords, or guns, nay fcarce could go, 
Nay were not borne, but like to new fowat graine 
Lay hid f th mold, when we went to be crown’d, 

Tho’ now th'are tall come fields, couering the 
ground. 


Flame Dealing. 

PlaL Roome, roome, newes, newes, the youngefl 

2 T 



274 Whore of Babylon, 

newes that euer was brought forth amonft men at 
Annas : a woman (fweete miflris) is brought to bed of 
a man childe it’h Camp : a boy that loolces as if 
he would droote off already : the bed they haue fwad- 
dled him in, is the peece of an old tome Ancient ; 
his blankets are two fouldiers Mandilions : his cradle 
is the hollow backe-peece of a ruflie Armour : his 
head lies in a Murren thats quilted to keepe him 
warme, the firfl thing that euer he laid hold on, was 
a truncheon, on which a Captaine leand to iooke 
vpon him, hee’ie bee a warriour I warrant. A Can of 
beere is fet to his mouth already, yet I doubt hee’ie 
prooue but a vidlualer to the Camp : A notable fat 
double-chind bulchin. 

Tyta. A child borne in our Camp ! goe giue him 
fame, 

Let him be Bcria cald, by the Campes name. 

Flai. Thats his name then : Beria ; in fleede of a 
Midwife, a Captaine lhail beare him to the Fount, and 
if there be any women to foliowe it, they dial either 
trade pikes, or fhoote in Caliuers ; who would fweate 
thus to get goffips for an other mans child? but 
fathers themfelues are guld fo fometimes, farewel mif- 
tris. Exit 


Tme, E7o?‘m€llf CaptaineSj Sotddiers, 

Tita. With rofes vs you crown e, your felfe mth 
palme. 

E/or, Had we al wound es, your words are foue- 
raigne balme. 

Tyta, Are thofe clowds fperfl that flroue to dimme 
our light ? 

E/or, And driuen into the gloomie caues of 
night. 

Gyta, Our handes be heau’d vp for it. 

Time, Theres good caufe, 

We’are bownd to doe fo by the higher lawes. 
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Thofe roaring IVhales came with deuouring wombes 
To fwaliow vp your kingdomes : fooIiOi heires : 

When halfe of them fcarce knew where it did (land, 
Vnder what Zenith^ did they Ihare your land. 

At dice they plaid for Fakries ; at each cafl 
A Knight at lead was loil : what doe you fet ? 

This Knight cries one (and names him) no, a Lord 
Or none, tis done, he throwes and fw’eepes the 
bord, 

His hatte is full of Lords vp to the brimme, 

The fea threw next at all, won all and him, 

Would you thefe Gameflers fee now ? 

Fid. See now '? where 1 
Thei’le fcarce fee vs, the lad fight cod fo deere. 

Ti. Bid you me do it, tis done, Time takes fuch 
pride, 

To waite on you, heele lackie by your fide. 

Thofe dales of their Arriuail, battaile, flight, 

And ignominious fhipwrackes (like lod Arrowes) 

Are out of reach : of them the world receaues 
But what Times booke fhewes turning back the 
leaues. 

But if youle fee this Concubine of Kinges, 

In her maiedxcke madnes with her fonnes, 

That houre is now but numbriiig out in fand, 

Thefe minutes are not yet run through Times hand. 
For you and for your Faieries fweete delight 
Time fhall doe this. 

Tyfa. Twil be a glorious fight. 

Time. Vnfeene you fhall both fee and heare thefe 
wonders. 

On the greene IMount of Triieth : let the Annie 
moue, 

And meete you in the vale of Oberon, 

Your captiues are fent thither : quicke as thought 
You fhall die hence vpon my adliue winges, 

Time at one indant fees all Courts of Kings. 

Examt. 
T 2 
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Time defcmding : Enter the Empreffe, three Kings, 
and foure Cardinals. 

Emp. Hence : fling me not : y’are Scorpions to 
my brefl, 

Difeafes to my bloud : he dies that fpeakes. 

3. King. Y'are madde. 

Ambo. Y'are madde. 

4. Card. 6 falles not heaiien 1 
Emp. Be fiient : 

Be damned for your fpeech : as y’are for Adi, 

You are all blacke and clofe confpirators 
In our difgrace. 

3. King. You lie : 

4. Card. O horrible 1 

3. King. You Raue yet know not why. 

Emp. Thou faift albs lofl. 

3. King. Drownd, burnt, fplit vpon rockes, cafl 
ouer bord, 

Throates cut by Kernes, whofe haires like elfe-lockes 
hang. 

2. King. One of thofe fhamrock-eaters at one 
breakefafl, 

Slit fourefcore wezand-pipes of ours. 

I. King. Of yours. 

Oquendo burnt, Fieme 7 iteUi Slaine, 

Pedro de Valdes tane. 

I. Caf'd. Could dwarfes beate Gyants ? 

3. King. In one day fell 500. Galleons 15. 
Drownd at the fame time ; or which was worfer 

taken, 

The fame day made 1000. prifoners. 

Yet not a cherry flone of theirs was funke. 

Not a man flaine nor tane, nor drownd. 

Emp. O damnd ! 

3. Kmg. Two with two fpit-frog Rapiers tooke a 
Galleon. 

Com. 0 pittie her. 

3.K. Let her tafle al. 
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Emp, Fall ihunder. 

And wedge me into eartli, iiifie as I am : 

So I may be but deafe, tame me into 
A fpeckled Adder : 0 you !Monntaines fall, 

And coner me, that of me, memory 
May neuer more be found. 

4. Card, O holy mother 1 

Emp. Earth, lie fucke all thy venome to my 
brefl, 

It cannot hurt me fo as doe my fonnes, 

!My difobedient, defperate, damned fonnes, 

My heauy curfe iliail llrike you. 

Com, Oh kneele downe 1 

Kneele downe and begge a pardon, leafl her curfe. — 
j. King, I thats the blocke, wee raufl kneele, or 
doe worfe. 

Com. Lift vp your facred head : your children 
come, 

Ypon their knees to take a mothers doome. 

Emp. O Syrian Panthers I you fpend breath mofl 
fweete, 

But you are fpotted oFe, from head to feete, 

This neck ile yoke, — this throate a flaires iie make, 

By which ile climbe — like flubble thou fhalt bume, 

In my hot vengeance. 

2. King. Vengeance I dehe. 

I fliall fall from thee, fmee thou makfl my brefl 
Thy fcome, true Kings fuch bafenes mil detefl. 
Eiediors will I call, and they fhail make thee, 

But feruant of mine Empire : they fhall thnifi. 

A ring into thy noilrils. 

Emp. Come let me kiffe thy cheeke: I did but 
ieil. 

Tyta, Marke : thofe that mofl adore her, mofl are 
flauM, 

She neuer does grow bafe, but when Ihees brau’d : 

3. King, You feeme flill angry. 

Emp. No, yes : leade the way, 



ayS The Whore of Babylon. 

Neuer was day to me thus Traglcall, 

Great Babylon thus lowe did neuer fall. 

Tita. Thankes Time for this ; lanch forth to 
Oberons vayle 

We are neere fliore : your hands to ftrike our faile. 

Exeiint. 
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WEST-WARD HOE 

Sc^NE London. 

A^m Primus^ Scmta Prima. 

Enter Mijiris Birdlime and Taylour, 


Stay Taylour, This is the Houfe^ 
W thee looke the gowne be not mfied : 

II J| as for the Jewels and Pretious Stones, I 
know where to finde them ready pre- 
fently. Shee that mull weare this gowne if the wil 
receiue it, is Mafler InJUnianos wife (the Italian 
Marchant) my good old Lord and Maifler, that hath 
beene a Tylter this twenty yeere, hath fent it Mum 
Taylor, you are a kinde of Bawd* Taylor, if this 
Gentlewomans Husband Ihould chaunce to bee in the 
way now, you fhall tell him that I keepe a Hot-houfe 
in Gunpow’der Aliy (neere crouched Yiytrs) and that 
I haue brought home his wiues foule Linnen, and to 
colour my knaueiy the better, I haue heere three 
or foure kindes of complexion, which I will make 
ihewe of to fell \mto her : the young Gentlewoman 
hath a good Citty wit, 1 can tell you, ffiee hath red in 
the Italian Couriy^^r, that it is a fpeciall ornament to 
gentlewomen to haue skill in painting. 

Taylmir, Is my Lord acquainted with her! 

Bird. O, L 

Taylor. Faith Miilris Birdlime I doe not com- 
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mend my Lordes choyce fo well : now me thinkes lie 
were better to fet vp a Dairy, and to keepe halfe a 
fcore of lufly wholefome honefl Coiintrey Wenches. 

Bird. Honeft Coimtrey Wenches, in what hun- 
dred fliall a man find two of that fimple vertue ] 

Tay. Or to loue fome Lady, there were equality 
and coherence. 

Bir. Taylor, you talk like an affe, I tel thee ther 
is equality inough betweene a Lady and a Citty dame, 
if their haire be but of a colour : name you any one 
thing that your cittizens wife corns Ihort of to your 
Lady. They haue as pure Linnen, as choyce paint- 
ing, loue greene Geefe in fpring, Mallard and Teale 
in the fall, and Woodcocke in winter. Your Citti- 
zens wife learnes nothing but fopperies of your Ladie, 
but your Lady or luflice-a-peace Madam, carries high 
wit from the Citty, namely, to receiue all and pay all : 
to awe their Husbands, to check their Husbands, to 
controule their husbands ; nay, they haue the tricke 
out to be fick for a new gowne, or a Carcanet, or a 
Diamond, or fo : and I wis this is better wit, then to 
leame how to weare a Scotch Farthingale : nay more. 

Enter Preniife. 

Heere comes one of the feruants : you remember 
Taylor that I am deafe : obferue that. 

Taylor. I thou art in that like one of our young 
Guiles, that will not vnderfland any wrong is done 
him, becaiife hee dares not anfwer it. 

Bird. By your leaue Balcheller ; is the gentle- 
woman your Miflris flirring % 

Brent Yes fhe is moouing. 

Bird. What fayes he ? 

Taylor. Shee is vp. 

Bird. Wlieres the Gentleman your Maifler, pray 
you? 

Per. Wher many women defire to haue their hus- 
bands, abroad. 

Bird. I am very thicke of hearing. 
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Pre?it Why abroad ? you fraell of the Bawd. 

Bird. I pray you tell her heres an olde Gent!e- 
W’oman would fpeake with her. 

Prent So. 

Tay. "Uliat, will you be deafe to the gentlew'oman 
when fbee comes to % 

Berd. O no, fhees acquainted well inough with my 
knaueiy. 

Enter the Mar chants Wife. 

She comes. 

How^ do you fweet Ladie '? 

Ma. Wife, Lady. 

Bird. By Gods me I hope to call you Lady eare 
you dye, what miflris do you fleepe well on nights. 

M. Wife. Sleepe, I as quietly as a Clyent hauing 
great bufmeffe with Lawyers. 

Bir. Come, I am come to you about the old fait : 
my good Lord and maifler hath fent you a veluet 
gowme heare : doe you like the colour I three pile, a 
pretty fantaflicail trimming, I would God you would 
fay it by my troth. I dreamt lafl night, you lookt fo 
prettily, fo fweetly, me thought fo like the wifefl Lady 
of them al, in a veluet gowme. 

M. Wife. “Whats the forepart % 

Bird. A very pretty fluffe, I knoiv not the name 
of your forepart, but tis of a haire colour. 

M. Wife. That it w^as my hard fortune, beeing fo 
well brought vp, hauing fo great a portion to my mar- 
riage, to match fo vnluckily f “Why my husband and 
his wLole credit is not worth my apparell, well, I fhall 
vndergoe a flrange report in leaning my hufband. 

Bird. Tufh, if you refpedl your credit, iieuer 
thinke of that, for beauty couets rich apparell, choyce 
dyet, excellent Ph^iicke. No German Clock nor 
Mathematical! Ingin w^hatfoeuer, requires fo much 
reparation as a womans face : and what meanes hath 
your Husband to allow fweet Bodlor Glifler-pipe, 
his pention. I haue heard that you haue tlireefcore 
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Smocks, that cod three poundes a Sniocke, will thefe 
fmockes eiier hold out with your husband ? no, your 
linnen and your apparell mufl turne oner a new ieafe 
I can tell you. 

Tay. O admirable Bawd ? 0 excellent Birdlime ? 
Bird, I haue heard he loued you before you were 
maiTyed intyrely, what of that % I haue euer found it 
mod true in myne owne experyence, that they which 
are mod violent dotards before their marryage are 
mod voluntary Cuckoldes after. Many are honed, 
either becaufe they haue not means, or becaufe they 
haue not opportunity to be difhoned, and this Italian 
your Husbands Countryman, holdes it impoilible any 
of their Ladies ihould be excellent witty, and not 
make the vttermodi vfe of their beauty, will you be a 
foole then ? 

M, Wife, Thou do’d perfwade me to 111, very well. 
Bird, You are nice and peeuifli, how long will you 
holde out thinke you, not fo long as OJicnd, 

Ejiter Iiijliniano the Marchant 

Paffion "of me, your husband Remember that I 
am deafe, and that I come to fell you complexion : 
truely Midris I will deale very reafonably with you. 
Iiiji, What are you % Say ye % 

Bird, I forfooth. 

luft. What my mod happy wife ^ 

Ma, Wife, Why your lealioiifie 1 
lufi, lealioufie : in faith I do not feare to loofe 
that I haue lod already : What are you ^ 

Bird. Pleafe your good worfhip I am a poor 
Gentlewoman, that cad away my felfe vppon an vn- 
thrifty Captaine, that Hues now in Ireland, I am 
fame to picke out a poore lining with felling com- 
plexion, to keepe the frailty (as they fay) honed. 
liifi, Whats he ? complexion to ? you are a bawd* 
Bird. I thanke your good wordiip for it. 
luji. Do not I know thefe tricks, 
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That which thou makeil a colour for thy fmiie, 

Hath beeiie tliy firfl vndoing % painting, painting. 

Bird, I liane of all forts forfooth % Heere is the 
burned powder of a Hogs law-bone, to be laide vnih 
the Oyle of white Poppy, an excellent to kill 

hlorphew, weede out Freckles, and a mofl excellent 
ground-worke for painting ; Heere is Ginhnony likewife 
burnt, and puluerized, to be mingled with the iuyce of 
Lymmons, fublimate iMercury, and two fpoonefuis of 
the flowers of Brimflone, a mofl excellent receite to 
cure the flufliing in the face. 

lujii. Doe you heare, if you haue any bufmeffe to 
difpatch with that deafe goodneffe there, pray you 
take leaue : opportunity, that which mofl of you long 
for (though you neuer bee with Child) opportunity ? He 
finde fome idle bufmeffe in the mean time, I wil, I 
%vill in truth, you fhall not neede feare me, or you may 
fpeake French, mofl of your kinds can vnderfland 
French : god buy you. 

Being certaine thou art falfe : fleepe, fleepe my braine, 
For doubt was onely that, which fed my paine. 

Bxit lull, 

Ma, Wife, You fee what a hel I Hue in, I am re* 
folu'd to leaue him. 

Bird, O the moft fortunat Gentlewoman, that will 
be fo wife, and fo, fo prouident, the Carocke fhall 
come. 

M, Wife, At what houre ? 

Bird, lufl when women & vintners are a cuniur- 
ing at midnight. O the entertainment my Lord ^vill 
make you, fweet Wines, lufly dyet, perfumed iinneii, 
foft beds, O mofl fortunat Gentlew^oman. 

B;iier lujiiniano. 

lujt, Haue you done! haue you difpatch! tis 
well, and in troth what was the motion ! 

M, Wife, Motion, what motion ! 

lufi, ^Motion, w^hy like the motion in law’s that flaies 
for a day of hearing, yours for a night of hearing. 
Come lets not haue April! in your eyes I pray you, 
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it fhewes a wanton month followes your weeping? 
Loue a woman for her teares? Let a man ioue 
Oiflers for their water, for women though they fhoulde 
weepe licour enough to feme a Dyer, or a Brewer, 
yet they may bee as flale as Wenches, that traiiaile 
euery fecond tyde betweene Graues ende, and Bil- 
iingfgate. 

Ma. Wife, This madneffe fliewes very well. 

Injl. Why looke you, I am wonderous merry, can 
any man difcerne by my face, that I am a Cuckold ? 
I haue known many fufpedled for men of this misfor- 
tune ; when they haue walkt thorow the flreetes, weare 
their hats ore their eye-browes, like pollitick pent- 
houfes, which commonly make the fliop of a Mercer, 
or a Linnen Draper, as dark as a roome in Bedlam. 
His cloak flirouding his face, as if he were a Neopo- 
litan that had loll his beard in Aprill, and if he walk 
through the flreet, or any other narrow road (as tis 
rare to meete a Cuckold) hee duckes at the pent- 
houfes, like an Antient that dares not flourifii at the 
oath taking of the Preto}\ for feare of the figne-pofls ? 
Wife, wife, do I any of thefe ? Come what newes 
from his Lordfliip ? has not his Lordfliips vertue once 
gone againfl the haire, and coueted corners. 

M. Wife, Sir, by my foule I will be plaine with 
you. 

lift. Except the forehead deere wife, except the 
forehead. 

Ma. Wife. The Gentleman you fpake of hath 
often folicited my loue, and hath receiued from me 
moll chaft denials. 

luft. I, I, prouoking refillance, tis as if you come 
to buy wares in the Citty, bid mony fort, your Mer- 
cer, or Gold-fmith fayes, truely I cannot take it, lets 
his cuflomer paffe his flail ; next, nay perhaps two, 
or three, but if he finde he is not prone to returne of 
himfelfe, he cals him backe, and backe, and takes his 
mony : fo you my deere wife, (0 thefpoliicy of women, 
and Tradfmen : theile bite at any thing.) 
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M, Wife, What would you haue me do ? all your 
plate and moil part of your Jewels are at pai^Tie, be- 
fides I heare you haue made ouer all your eflate to 
men in the Towne hear? What would you haue 
me do ? would you haue mee tume common 
finner, or fell my apparell to my wailcoat and become 
a Landrefie % 

luft. No Landreffe deere ^nfe, though your credit 
wmuld goe farre with Gentlemen for taking vp of 
Lin lien ; no Landreffe ? 

M, Wife. Come, come, I will fpeake as my mis- 
fortune prompts me, lealioiifie hath vndone many a 
Cittizen, it hath vndone you, and me. You married 
me from the feruice of an honorable Lady, and you 
knew what matches I mought haue had, what woulde 
you haue me to do 1 I w^ould I had neuer feene 
your eies, your eies. 

Iiifi. V ery good, very good. 

M. Wife. Your prodigality, your diceing, your 
riding abroad, your conforting your felfe with Noble 
men, your building a fummer houfe hath vndone vs, 
hath viidoone vs ? What would you haue me doe ? 

Iii/ii. Any thing : I haue fold my Houfe, and the 
wares int : I am going for Stoad next tide, what mil 
you do now mfe ? 

Ma, Wife, Haue you indeed ? 

Ii0. I by this light als one, I haue done as fome 
Cittizens at thirty, and moil heires at three and 
twenty, made ail away, why doe you not aske me now 
what you fhall do 1 

Ila, Wife, I haue no coimfeli in your voiage, 
neither iliall you haue any in mine. 

lu^. To his Lordihip : wil you not wife % 

Ma, Wife. Euen whether my misfortune leades 
me. 

luJlL Goe, no longer will I make my care thy 
prifon. 

M. Wife, 0 my fate \ well fir, you ihall anfwere for 
this fmne wiiich you force mee to ; fare you well, let not 
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the world condemne me, if I feeke for mine owne 
maintenance. 

Inji, So,fo. 

M, Wife, Do not fend me any letters ; do not feeke 
any reconcilement. By this light He receiue none, if 
you will fend mee my apparell fo, if not choofe, I 
hope we ihall neare meet more. Exit Ma. Wife, 

Itifii, So farewell the acquaintance of all the mad 
Deuils that haunt lealioufie, why fliould a man bee fuch 
an affe to play the antick for his wiues appetite ? Im- 
magine that I, or any other great man haue on a vel- 
uet Night-cap, and put cafe that this night-cap be to 
little for my eares or forehead, can any man tell mee 
where my Night-cap wringes me, except I be fuch an 
afle to proclaime it ? Well, I do play the foole with my 
misfortune very handfomly. I am glad that I 
am certaine of my wiues diflionefly : for a fecret 
llrumpet, is like mines prepard to mine goodly build- 
ings. Farewel my care, I haue told my wife I am 
going for Stoad : thats not my courfe, for I refolue to 
take fonie iliape vpon me, and to line difguifed heere 
in the Citty , they fay for one Cuckolde to knowe that 
his friend is in the like head-ake, and to giue him 
counfell, is as if there were two partners, the one to bee 
arrefled, the other to baile him : my ellate is made 
ouer to my friends, that doe verily beleeue, I meane 
to leaue England. Haue amongfl you Citty dames ? 
You that are indeede the fittefl, and mofl proper per- 
fons for a Comedy, nor let the world lay any imputa- 
tion vpon my difguife, for Court, Citty, and Countrey, 
are meerely as maskes one to the other, enuied of 
fome, laught at of others, and fo to my comicall bufi- 
nelTe. Exit Iuftinia?io, 

Enter Maijier Tenterhooke^ his Wife, Maifler Mono- 
poly, a Scriuener and a Cafheire, 

Ten, Moll. 

MolL What would hart 1 
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Tmter. “l^^eres my Ca/Iidre^ are the fummes right ? 
Are the bonds feald ? 

Seruani, Yea fir. 

Tmt Will you haue the bags feald ? 

Mo 7 io. O no fir, I mufl disburs inflantly : we that 
be Court}^ers haue more places to fend mony to, then 
the diuell hath to fend his fpirits : theres a great deale 
of light gold. 

Tent 0 fir, twill away in play, and you will flay 
till to morrow you lhall haue it all in new foue- 
raignes. 

Mon}\ No, in-troth tis no matter, t\\dll aw^ay in 
play, let me fee the bond % let me fee when this 
mony is to bee paid? the tenth of Augufl. The 
firil day that I mufl tender this mony, is the firfl oi 
Dog-daies. 

Scfitie, I feare twill be hot flaying for you in Lon- 
don then. 

Tilt Scriuener, take home the bond with you. 
Will you flay to dinner fir ? Haue you any Partridge 
Mod? 

MolL No in-troth hart, but an excellent pickeld 
Goofe, a new feruice : pray you flay. 

Mono, Sooth I cannot : by this light I am fo infi- 
nitly, fo vnboundably beholding to you ? 

Tent. Well Signior, lie ieaue you; My cloake 
there % 

MolL Wlien will you come home hart % 

Tmt Introth felfe I know not, a friend of yours 
and mine hath broke. 

Moll Who fir? 

Tmt Maifler lujliniam the Italian. 

Moll Broke fir. 

Tent Yea footh, I was offred forty yeflerday vpon 
the Exchange, to affure a hundred. 

Moll By my troth I am fony, 

Tent And his wife is gone to the party. 

Mol Gone to the party ? O wicked creature ? 

2 V 
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Tent. Farewell good maifler Monopoly^ I pre-thee 
vifit mee often. Exit Tenter. 

Mono. Little Moll^ fend away the fellow ? 

Moll. PhilL Phillip. 

Sernant Heere forfooth. 

Moll. Go into Bucklers-bury and fetch me two 
ounces of preferued Melotmes^ looke there be no 
Tobacco taken in the fhoppe when he weigh es it 

Ser. I forfooth. 

Mono. What doe you eate preferued Melounes for 
Moll? 

Moll. In troth for the lhaking of the hart, I haue 
heere fometime fuch a iliaking, and downwards fuch a 
kind of earth-quake (as it were.) 

Mono. Doe you heare, let your man carry home my 
mony to the ordinary, and lay it in my Chamber, but 
let him not tell my hoflfthat it is mony ; I owe him but 
forty pound, and the Rogue is hafty, he will follow me 
when he thinks I haue mony, and pry into me as 
Crowes perch vpon Carion, and when he hath found 
it out, prey vpon me as Heraldes do vpon Funerals. 

Mol. Come, come, you owe much mony in Towne : 
when you haue forfeited your bond, I fliall neare fee 
you more ? 

Mo?io. You are a Monky, He pay him for‘s day : 
He fee you to morrow to. 

3Poll. By my troth I lone you very honeflly, you 
were neuer the gentleman offred any vnciuility to me, 
which is ftrange methinks in one that comes from 
beyond Seas, would I had giuen a Thoufand pound I 
could not loue thee fo. 

Mono. Do you heare, you fhall faine fome fcuruy 
dyfeafe or other, and go to the Bath next fpring. 

Enter Misiris Monifuckle^ and Mijiris Wafer. 

He meete you there. 

Hony. By your leaue fweet miftris Tenterhooke, 
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Mol. O 5 how doll partner % 

Mono. Gentlewomen I Hayed for a moH happy 
wind, and now the breath from your fweet, fweet lips, 
fhould fet me going : good miHris Honifuckle^ good 
miflris Wafer, good miHris Tcnterhooke, I will pray for 
you, that neither riuallfhippe in loues, purenefse of 
painting, or riding out of town, not acquainting each 
other with it, be a caufe your fweet beaut}'es do fall 
out, and raile one ■vq)on another. 

Wafer. Raile fir, -we do not vfe to raile. 

3lono. Why miflris, railing is your mother tongue 
as well as lying. 

Ifony. But, do you thinke we can fall out ? 

Mom. In troth beauties (as one fpake ferioufly) 
that there was no inheritance in the amity of Princes, 
fo thinke I of Women, too often interviewes amongfl 
w^omen, as amongfl Princes, breeds enuy oft to others 
fortune, there is only in the amity of w’omen an eflate 
for will, and euery puny knowes that is no certaine in- 
heritance. 

Wafer. You are merry fir. 

Mono. So may I leaue you mofl fortunat gentle- 
w’oman. Exit. 

Moll. Loue fhoots heare. 

Waf. Tenterhooke, what Gentleman is that gon 
out, is he a man ? 

Ilony. O God and an excellent Tnimpetter, 

He came lately from the vniuerfity, and loues Citty 
dames only for their victuals, he hath an excellent 
trick 'to keepe Lobflers and Crabs fweet in fummer, 
and cals it a deuife to prolong the dayes of fhel-fifh, 
for which I do Mpedl he hath beene Clarke to fome 
Noblemans kitchen, I haue heard he neuer loues any 
Wench, tell fhee bee as flale as Frenchmen eate their 
wilde foule, I fhall anger her. 

MoL How Hale good MiHris nimble-wit 1 

Hony. Why as Hale as a Country OHes, an Exchange 
SempHer, or a Court Landreffe. 

Mol. He is your coufm, how your tongue runs f 

u 2 
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Ho7iy, Talke and make a noife, no matter to what 
purpofe, I haue learn'd that with going to puritan Lec- 
tures. I was yeflerday at a banquet, wil you dif- 
charge my ruffes of fome wafers, and how doth thy 
husband Wafer % 

Waf. Faith very well. 

Hbny, He is iufl like a Torchbearer to Maskers, he 
wears good cloathes, and is rankt in good company, 
but he doth nothing : thou art fame to take al, and 
pay all. 

Mai. The more happy fhe, would I could make 
fuch an affe of my husband to. I heare fay he breeds 
thy childe in his teeth euerie yeare. 

Waf In faith he doth. 

Many. By my troth tis pitty but the foole flioulde 
haue the other two paines incident to the head. 

Waf What are they ? 

Many. Why the head-ake and horne-ake. 

I heard fay that he would haue had thee nurfl thy 
Childe thy felfe to. 

Waf. That he would tmely. 

Many. Why theres the policy of husbands to 
keepe their Wiues in. I doe affure you if a Woman of 
any markeable face in the Worlde giue her Childe 
fucke, looke how many wrinckles be in the Nipple of 
her breafl, fo many will bee in her forheade by that 
time twelue moneth : but firra, we are come to ac- 
quaint thee with an excellent fecret : we two learne to 
write. 

Mai. To write ? 

Many. Yes beleeue it, and wee haue the finefl 
Schoole maifler, a kind of Precifion, and yet an honefl 
knaue to : by my troth if thou beefl a good wench let 
him teach thee, thou mayft fend him of any arrant, 
and trull him with any fecret ; nay, to fee how de- 
murely he will beare himfelfe before our husbands, 
and how iocond when their backes are turned. 

MoL For Gods loue let me fee him. 

Waf To morrow weele fend him to thee ; til then 



Wejl-ward Hoe. 293 

fweet Tenterhook we leaue thee, wifhing thou maifl 
haue the fortune to change thy name often. 

MoL How ? change my name 1 

Waf. I, for theeues and widdowes loue to fhift 
many names, and make fweet vfe of it to. 

MoL 0 you are a wag indeed. Good Wafer re- 
member my fchool ma&r. Farewel good Hony- 
fuckle. 

Hony, Farewel Te7iterhooke. Exeunt 

A£liis Secundus Sccena Prima, 

Enter Bo7iiface a pre7itice brtijhmg Ms Maijkrs cloake 
a7id Cappe. hnging. 

E7iter Majler Honif tickle in Ms fiightcap 
irujfmg Mfnfelfe. 

Ho 7 iy. Bo7tifacey make an ende of my cloake and 
Cap. 

Bon. I haue difpatch em Sir : both of them lye 
flat at your mercie. 

Hony, Fore-god me thinkes my ioynts are nim- 
bler euery Morning fmce I came ouer then they were 
before. In France when I rife, I was fo fliffe, and fo 
flarke, I would ha fworne my Legs had beene wodden 
pegs : a Conflabie new chofen kept not fuch a peripa- 
teticall gate : But now I'me as Lymber as an Antiant 
that has flourTflit in the raine, and as Adliue as a Nor- 
folk tumbler. 

Bo 7 i. You may fee, what change of paflure is able 
to doe. 

Hony. It makes fat Calues in Ru77iny Marfli, and 
leane knaues in Lofidon : therefore Boniface keepe 
your ground : Gods my pitty, my forehead has more 
cromples, then the back part of a counfellors gowne, 
when another rides vppon his necke at the barre : 
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Boniface take my helmet: giue your niiflris my 
night-cap. Are my Antlers fwolne fo big, that my 
biggen pinches my browes. So, requell her to make 
my head-piece a little wyder. 

Bon, How much wider fir. 

Bony, I can allow her almoU an ynch : go, tell her 
fo, very neere an inch. 

Bon, If Ihe bee a right Cittizens wife, now her 
Husband has giuen her an inch, fheele take an ell, or 
a yard at leafl. Exit, 

Eiiter Slgfiior lujliniano the Merchant^ like a wryting 
Mechanicall Pedant, 

Bony, Mailler ParentJiefis I SaEe, Salue Do^ 
mine. 

lusti, Salue tu quoq , : Iiibeo tc faiuere flummim. 

Bon, No more Plurimums if you lone me, lattin 
whole-meates are nowe minc’d, and ferude in for Eng- 
lifh Gallimafries : Let vs therefore cut out our vp- 
landilh Neates tongues, and talke like regenerate Brit- 
tains, 

luji. Your worlhip is welcome to England : I powrd 
out Orifons for your amuall. 

Bony, Thanks good mailler Parenthefis : and Que 
nouelles : what newes flutters abroad doe lack-dawes 
dung the top of Paules Steeple flill. 

lujli. The more is the pitty, if any dawes do 
come into the temple, as I feare they do. 

Bony. They fay Charmg-croffe is falne downe, 
fmce I went to Rochell : but thats no fuch wonder, 
twas old, and flood awiy (as moll part of the world 
can tel) And tho it lack vnder-propping, yet (like 
great fellowes at a wrallling) when their heeles are 
once flying vppe, no man will faue em ; downe they 
fall, and there let them lye, tho they were bigger then 
the Guard : Cliaring-croffe was olde, and old thinges 
mull fhrinke afwell as new Northern cloth. 
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lujl. Your worfhip is in the right way verily : they 
mufl fo, but a number of better things between Weft- 
minfler bridge and temple barre both of a worfhipfull, 
and honorable eredlion, are falne to decay, and haue 
fuifred putrifadlion, fince Charing fell, that were not 
of halfe fo long ftanding as the poore wry-neckt 
Monument. 

Hony, Whofe within there ? One of you call vp 
your miflris ! tell her heeres her wryting Schoolemafler. 

I had not thought mafler Fare?ithefis you had bin fuch 
an early Hirrer. 

lujii. Sir, your vulgar and fome-peny-pen-men, that 
like your London Sempflers keepe open fhop, and 
ell learning by retaile, may keepe their beds, and lie 
at their pleafure : But we that edifie in priuate, and 
trafhck by whole fale, mufl be vp with the lark, be- 
caufe like Country Atturnies, wee are to fhuffle vp 
many matters in a for-enoone. Certes maifter Honi‘ 
fuckle^ I would fmg Laus Deo^ fo I may but pleafe al 
thofe that come vnder my fingers : for it is my duty 
and fundlion, Ferdy, to be feruent in my vocation. 

Ho, Your hand : I am glad our Citty has fo good, 
fo neceffary, and fo laborious a member in it : we 
lacke painfull and expert pemmen amongft vs. Maifler 
Farenthefis you teach many of our Merchants fir, do 
you not ? 

Iiift, Both Wiues, Maides, and Daughters : and 
I thanke God, the very worfl of them lye by very 
good mens fides : I picke out a poore lining amongfl 
em : and I am thankefull for it 

Ho, Trufl me I am not forry : how long haue you 
exercizd this quality ? 

lujl. Come Michaell-tide next, this thirteene yeare. 

Ho, And how does my wife profit vnder you fir % 
hope you to do any good upon hen 

luji. Maifter Hotiifuckle I am in great hope fhee 
fhall frudlify : I will do my befl for my part : I can 
do no more then another man can. 
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Hony. Pray fir, ply her, for flie is capable of any 
thing. 

lufl. So far as my poore tallent can flretch, It 
fhall not be hidden from her. 

Hofiy. Does Ihe hold her pen well yet ? 

lujlu She leanes fomewhat too hard vppon her 
pen yet fir, but pradlife and animaduerfion will breake 
her from that 

Hony. Then flie grubs her pen. 

lusii. Its but my paines to mend the neb agen. 

Hony. And where abouts is Ihee now maifler 
Parenthefis 1 Shee was talking of you this morning, 
and commending you in her bed, and told me fhe 
was pall her letters. 

lujl. Truely fir fhe tooke her letters very fuddenly : 
and is now in her Minoms. 

Hofiy. I would flie were in her Crotchets too 
maifler Parenthefis : ha-ha, I muH talke merily fir. 

Sir fo long as your mirth bee voyde of all 
Squirrility, tis not vnfit for your calling : I trufl ere 
few dales bee at an end to haue her fal to her ioyning : 
for fhe has her letters ad vngiiem : her A. her great 
B. and her great C. very right D. and E. dilicate : hir 
double F. of a good length, but that it ftraddels a 
little to wyde : at the G. very cunning. 

Hony. Her H. is full like mine : a goodly big H. 

luJlL But her double LL. is wei ; her 0. of a 
reafonable Size : at her p. and q. neither Marchantes 
Daughter, Aldermans Wife, young countrey Gentle- 
woman, nor Courtiers Millris, can match her. 

Hony. And how her v. 

lujii. You fir. She fetches vp you bell of al ; her 
fmgle you fhe can fafhion two or three waies : but her 
double you, is as I would with it 

Ho. And faith who takes it faller ; my wife, or 
miflris Tenterhook 2 

Inji. Oh 1 Your wife, by ods : fheele take more in 
one hower, then I can fallen either vpon millris Ten^ 
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ierhooke^ or miflris Wafer ^ or MiHris Flapdragon (the 
Brewers wife) in three. 

Enter ludyth^ Honyfuckle his wife. 

Hony. Do not thy cheekes burne fweete chuckaby, 
for wee are talking of thee. 

hid. No goodneffe I warrant : you haue few Citti- 
zens fpeake well of their wiues behind their backs : 
but to their faces theile cog worfe and be more fup- 
pliant, then Clyents that fue in forma paper ; how does 
my mafler % troth I am a very trewant : haue you your 
Rider about you maifler? for look you, I go cleane 
awry. 

luJlL A fmall fault : moll of my fchollers do fo : 
looke you fir, do not you thinke your wife will mend : 
marke her dalhes, & her llrokes, and her breakings, 
and her bendings % 

Hony. She knowes what I haue promifl her if fhee 
doe mende : nay by my fay lude^ this is well, if you 
would not flie out thus, but keepe your line. 

lud. I dial in time when my hand is in : haue you 
a new pen for mee Maider, for by my truly, my old 
one is dark naught, and wii cad no inck : whether are 
you going lamb % 

Hony. To the Cudome-houfe : to the Change, to 
my Ware-houfe, to diuers places. 

lud. Good Cole tarry not pad eleuen, for you tume 
my domak then from my dinner. 

Hony, I wil make more had home, then a Sti- 
pendary Swizzer does after hees paid, fare you well 
Maider Farenthefis. 

lud. I am fo troubled with the rheume too : 
Moufe whats good fort I 

Hony. How often haue I tolde you, you mud get 
a patch. I mud hence. Exit. 

lud. I thinke when all's done, I mud follow his 
counfell, and take a patch, I haue had one long ere 
this, but for diffiguring my face : yet I had noted that 
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a maflicke patch vpon fome womens Temples, hath 
bin the very rheiiwme of beauty. 

luft. Is he departed % Is old NcBor marcht into 
Troy ? 

lud. Yes you mad Greeke : the Gentlemans gone. 
lufi. Why then clap vp coppy-bookes : downe with 
pens, hang vp inckhornes, and now my fweete Hcmi- 
fuckle, fee what golden-winged Bee from Hybla, flies 
humming, with Crura thy^no plena^ which he wil empty 
in the Hiue of your bofome. 
lud. From whom. 

Iiift, kt the skirte of that fheete in blacke worke 
is wrought hys name, breake not vp the wildfoule, till 
anon, and then feed vpon him in priuate : theres other 
irons i’th fire : more fackes are comming to the Mill. 
0 you fweet temptations of the fonnes of Adam, 1 
commende you, extol you, magnifie you : Were I a 
Poet by Eijbocrene I Iweare, (which was a certaine 
Well where all the Mufes watred) and by Fernajjus 
eke I fweare, I would rime you to death with praifes, 
for that you can bee content to lye with olde men all 
night for their mony, and walk to your gardens with 
yong men i’th day time for your pleafure : Oh you 
delicat damnations : you do but as I wud do : were I 
the proprefl, fweetefl, plumped, Cherry-cheekt, Corrall- 
lipt woman in a kingdome, I would not daunce after 
one mans pipe. 
lud. And why ? 

lujl, Efpecially after an old mans. 
lud. And why, pray 1 
lujl, Efpecially after an old Citlizens. 
lud. Still, and why. 

Itijl, Marry becaufe the Suburbes, and thofe with- 
out the bars, haue more priuiledge then they within 
the freedome : w^hat need one woman doate vpon 
one Man % Or one man be mad like Orlando for one 
woman. 

lud. Troth tis true, confidering how much flefh is 
in euery Shambles. 
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lujl. Why fhould I long to eate of Bakers bread 
onely, when theres fo much Sifting, and bolting, and 
grynding in eueiy corner of the Citty; men and 
women are borne, and come running into the world 
fafler then Coaches doe into Cheap-fide vppon Synioji 
and ludes day : and are eaten vp by Death fafler, then 
Mutton and porridge in a terme time. Who would 
pin their hearts to any Sleeue : this world is like a 
Mynt, we are no fooner call into the fire, taken out 
agen, hamerd, llampt, and made Currant, but pre- 
fently we are changde : the new Mony (like a new 
Drab) is catcht at by Dutch, Spanilh, Welch, French, 
Scotch, and Englifli : but the old crackt King Harry 
groates are fhoueld vp, feele bruzing, and battring, 
clipping, and melting, they fmoake fort. 

Ind. The worlds an Arrant naughty-pack I fee, 
and is a very fcuruy world, 

Itiji. Scuruy? woife then the confcience of a 
Broome-man, that carryes out new ware, and brings 
home old fhoes : a naughty-packe ? Why theres no 
Minute, no thought of time paffes, but fome villany or 
other is a brewing : why, euen now, now, at holding 
vp of this finger, and before the turning downe of this, 
fome are murdring, fome lying with their maides, fome 
picking of pockets, fome cutting purfes, fome cheating, 
fome weying out bribes. In this Citty fome wiues are 
cuckolding fome Husbands. In yonder Village fome 
farmers are now-now grynding the law-bones of the 
poore : therefore fweete Scholler, fugred Millris Honi- 
Juckle^ take Summer before you, and lay hold of it ? 
why, euen now mull you and I hatch an egge of 
iniquity. 

lud. Troth maifler I thinke thou wilt proue a very 
knaue. 

luft. Its the fault of many that fight vnder this 
band. 

lud, I fhall loue a Puritans face the worfe whilefl 
I line for that Coppy of thy countenance. 
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Lift, We are all wethercocks, and muH follow the 
winde of the prefen t: from the byas. 
lud. Change a bowle then. 
lull. I will fo ; and now for a good cad : theres 
the Knight, fir Gojlin Glo-worme. 
lud. Hees a Knight made out of waxe. 
hiji. He tooke vp Silkes vppon his bond I confefie : 
nay more, hees a knight in print : but let his knight- 
hood be of what damp it will, from him come I, to 
intreate you, and Midris Wafer, and midris Tenter- 
hook, being both my fchollers, and your honed pew 
fellowes, to meet him this afternoon at the Rhenefli- 
wine-houfe ith Stillyard. Captaine Whirlefoole will be 
there, young Lyfijlock the Alder-mans Son and Heire, 
there too, will you deale forth, & tad of a Dutch Bun, 
and a Keg of Sturgeon. 
lud. What excufe Ihall I coyne now ? 

Tull. Few excufes ; You mud to the pawne to buy 
Lawne : to Saint Martins for Lace j to the Garden : 
to the Glaffe-houfe j to your Goffips : to the Powders ; 
elfe take out an old ruffe, and go to your Sempders : 
excufes? Why, they are more ripe then medlers at 
Chridmas. 

hid. He come. The hower. 
lufi. Two : the way-through Paules : euery wench 
take a piller, there clap on your Maskes : your men 
will bee behind you, and before your prayers be halfe 
don, be before you, & man you out at feuerall doores. 
Youle be there ? 

lud. If I breath. Mxif, 

Juft. Farewell So : now I mud goe fet the tother 
Wenches the felfe fame Coppy. A rare Scholemaider, 
for all kind of handes, I. Oh : Wliat drange curfes 
are powred downe with one bleffmg ? Do all tread 
on the heele ? Haue all the art to hood-winke wife 
men thus ? And (like thofe builders of Babels Tower) 
to fpeake vnknowne tongues. Of all (faue by their 
husbands) vnderdood : 
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Well, if (as luy bout the Elme does twine) 

All wiues lone clipping, theres no fault in mine. 

But if the world lay fpeechies, euen the dead 
Would rife, and thus cry out from yawning graues, 
Women make men, or Fooles, or Beafls, or Slaues. 

Exit 

Scmna 2 . Enter Earle a7id Mijiris Birdlhne. 

Earle. Her anfwer! talke in mufick: Wil fhe 
come 1 

Bird. Oh my fides ake in my loines, in my bones 1 
I ha more need of a polfet of facke, and lie in my bed 
and fweate, than to talke in mufick : no honefl woman 
would run hurrying vp & down thus and vndoe her 
felfe for a man of honour, without reafon ? I am fo 
lame, euery foot that I fet to the ground went to my 
hart I thoght I had bin at Mum-chance my bones 
ratled fo with iaunting 1 had it not bin for a friend in 
a comer. Takes Aqua-vitce. 

I had kickt vp my heeles. 

Earl Minifler comfort to me, Wil fhe come. 

Bird. All the Caflles of comfort that I can put 
you into is this, that the iealous wittal her husband, 
came (like a mad Oxe) beiowing in whilfl I was then 
Oh I ha iofl my fweet breth with trotting. 

Earl Death to my hart? her husband? What 
faith he ? 

Bird. The freeze-Ierkin Rafcal out with his purfe, 
and card me plaine Bawd to my face. 

Earl. Afflidlion to me, then thou fpak’fl not 
to her? 

Bird. I fpake to her, as Clients do to Lawiers 
without money (to no purpofe) but He fpeak with 
him, and hamper him to, if euer he fall into my 
clutches : He make the yellow-hammer her husband 
knowe, (for all hees an Italian) that theres a difference 
betweene a cogging Baud and an honefl motherly 
gentlewoman. Now, what cold whetflones ly oner 
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your ilomacher? wil you haue fome of Aqua 1 
Why my Lord. 

EarL Thou hall kild me with thy words, 

Bird, I fee bafhful louers, and young bullockes 
are knockt down at a blow : Come, come, drinke this 
draught of Cynamon water, and plucke vp your fpirits : 
vp with em, vp with em. Do you hear, the whiting 
mop has nibled. 

Earl Hal 

Bird, Oh I I thought I Ihould fetch you : you can 
Ha at that : He make you Hem anon. As I’me a 
finner I think youl find the fweeted, fweetefl bed- 
fellow of hen Oh ! flie lookes fo fugredly, fo fmi- 
pringly, fo gingerly, fo amaroufly, fo amiably. Such 
a redde lippe, fuch a White forehead e, fuch a blacke 
eie, fuch a full cheeke, and fuch a goodly little nofe, 
nowe fliees in that French gowne, Scotch fals, Scotch 
bum, and Italian head-tire you fent her, and is fuch 
an intycing fliee- witch, carrying the charmes of your 
Jewels about her. Oh 1 

Earl Did fhe recieue them ? fpeake : Hcres is 
golden keyes 

TVnlock thy lips. Did fhe vouchfafe to take them 

Bird, Did fhe vouchfafe to take them, thers a 
queflion : you fhall find fhe did vouchfafe : The troath 
is my Lord, I gotte her to my houfe, there flie put off 
her own cloths my Lord and put on yours my Lord, 
prodded her a Coach, Searcht the middle He in 
Pawles, and with three Elizabeth twelue-pences preft 
three knaues my L. hirde three Liueries in Long-lane, 
to man her : for al which fo God mend me, Fine to 
paie this night before Sun-fet. 

Earl This fhowre fhall fil them al : 

Raine in their laps, what golden drops thou wilt. 

Bird, Alas my Lord, I do but receiue it with one 
hand, to pay it away with another, I’me but your 
Baily. 

Earl Where is Ihe % 

Bird, In the greene veluet Chamber ; the poorc 
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fmneful creature pants like a pigeon vnder the hands 
of a Hawke, therefore vfe her like a woman my Lord : 
vfe her honeftly my Lorde, for alasfhees but a Nouice, 
and a verie greene thinge. 

Ea 7 'L Farewell : He in vnto her. 

Bh'd, Fie vpont, that were not for your honor : 
you know gentlewomen vfe to come to Lords cham- 
bers, and not Lordes to the Gentlewomens : Ide not 
haue her thinke you are fuch a Rank-ryder : walke 
you heere : He becken, you fhal fee ile fetch her with 
a wet finger ? 

EarL Do fo. 

Bird, Hyfl? why fweet heart, miflris 
why prettie foule tread foftlie, and come into this 
roome: here be rufhes, you neede not feare the 
creaking of your corke fhooes. 

Enter Mijlris lujliniano. 

So, wel faide, theres his honour. I haue bufines 
my Lord, very now the marks are fet vp. He get me 
1 2. fcore off, and giue Ayme. % Exit 

Eai'L Yare welcome ; Sweet /are welcome. 
Bleffe my hand 

With the foft touch of yours : Can you be Cruell 
To one fo Proflrate to you ? Euen my Hart, 

My Happines, and State lie at your feet : 

My Hopes me flattered that the field was woon, 

That you had yeiided, (tho you Conquer me) 

And tha^all Marble fcales that bard your eies 
From throwing light on mine, were quite tane off. 

By the Cunning Womans hand, that Workes for me, 
Why therefore do you wound me now with ffownes ? 
Why do you flie me ? Do not exercife 
The Art of woman on me % I’me already 
Your Captiue : Sweet ! Are thefe you hate, or feares. 

Miji, lujl, I wonder lufl can hang at fuch white 
haires. 

EarL You giue ray lone ill names, It is not lufl : 
Lawlefle defires wel tempred may feem luft 
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A thoufand mornings with the early Sunne, 

Mine eies haue from your windowes watcht to fleale 
Brightnes from thofe. As oft vpon the dales 
That Confecrated to deuotion are, 

Within the Holy Temple haue I flood difguifd. 
Waiting your prefence : and when your hands went 
Vp towards heauen to draw fome bleffmg down, 

Mine (as if all my Nerues by yours did moue,) 

Beg’d in dum Signes fome pitty for my Loue, 

And thus being feafted onely with your fight, 

I went more pleafed then fickmen with frefli health, 
Rich men with Honour, Beggers do with wealth. 

Miji. lujl. Part now fo pleaf d, for now you more 
Inioy me. 

Earl. 0 you do wifh me Phificke to dellroy me. 
Miji. Itijl. I haue already leapt beyond the bounds 
Of modelly, In piecing out my wings 
With borrowed feathers ; but you fent a Sorceres 
So perfedl in her trade, that did fo liuely 
Breath forth your paffionate Accents, and could 
drawe 

A Loner languifhing fo piercingly, 

That her charmes wrought vppon me, and in pitty 
Of your fick hart which flie did Counterfet, 

(Oh ihees a fubtle Beldam 1) See I cloth'd 
My limbes (thus Player-like in Rich Attyres, 

Not fitting mine eilate, and am come forth, 

But why I know not 1 
Earl. Will you Loue me ? 

Mijii. luft. Yes, 

If you can cleare me of a debt thats due 
But to one Man, He pay my hart to thee. 

Earl. Whofe that % 

My Husband. 

Earl. Vmh. 

MiJl. luji. The fums fo great 
I know a kingdome cannot anfwer it, 

And therefore I befeech you good my Lord, 

To take this gilding oiF, which ^is your owne, 

And henceforth ceafe to throw out golden hookes 
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To choake mine honor : tlio my husbands poore, 

He rather beg for him, then be your Whore. 

Earl, Gainfl beauty you plot treafon, if you 
fuifer tears to do violence to fo feire a Cheeke. That 
face was nere made to looke pale with want Dwell 
heere and be the Soueraigne of my fortunes. Thus 
lhall you goe attir’d. 

Mijl, luji. Till lull be tir’d. I mull take leaue 
my Lord. 

Earl Sweet Creature flay, 

My Gofers fhall be yours, my Seruants yours. 

My felfe will be your feruant, and I fweare 
By that which I houlde deare in you, your beauty 
(And which He not prophane) you lhall liue heere 
As free from bafe wrong, as you are from blackenelTe, 
So you will deigne, but let mee inioy your fight, 
Anfwere mee will you. 

Miji. Juft, I will thinke vpont 
Earl, V nleffe you lhall perceiue, that al my thoughts, 
And al my adlions bee to you deuoted, 

And that I very iullly eame your loue, 

Let me not tad it 

MiJl, luH, I wil thinke vpon it 
Earl, But when you find my merits of full weight, 
wil you accept their worth. 

Mijl, luH, He thinke vpont 
Ide fpeake with the old woman. 

Earl. She lhall come, 

loyes that are borne vnlookt for, are borne dumb. 

Exit 

MiH, luJl, Pouerty, thou bane of Challity, 

Poifon of beauty, Broker of Mayden-heades, 

I fee when Force, nor Wit can fcale the hold, 

Wealth muH. Sheele nere be won, that defies golde. 
But hues there fuch a creature : Oh tis rare. 

Enter Birdlime. 

To finde a woman chaft, thats poore and faire. 

Bird, Now lamb 1 has not his Honor dealt like an 
honell Nobleman with you. I can tel you, you lhal 
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not find him a Templer, nor one of thefe cogging 
Cattern pear-coloured-beards, that by their good wils 
■would haue no pretty woman fcape them, 

Mijiris luji. Thou art a very bawd : thou art a 
Diuel 

Call in a reuerend fhape ; thou fiale damnation ! 

Why hafl thou me intifl from mine owne Paradice, 

To Ileale fruit in a barren wildernes. 

Bird. Bawde and diuel, and fiale damnation ! 
Wil womens tongues (like Bakers legs) neuer go 
flraight. 

MiJlris lujl. Had thy Cirman Magick me trans- 
ford 

Into that fenfuall fhape for which thou Coniurfl, 

And that I were turn’d common Venturer, 

I could not loue this old man. 

Bird. This old man, vmh : this old man ? doe his 
hoarye haires llicke in your flomacke ? yet methinkes 
his fiber haires fiioulde mooue you, they may feme to 
make you Bodkins : Does his age grieue you ? foole ? 
Is not old wine wholefommefl, olde Pippines footh- 
fommefi, old wood burne brightefl, old Linnen wafh 
whitefi, old fouldiors Sweet-hart are furefl, and olde 
Louers are foundefl. I ha tried both. 

Mijiris luji. So wil not I. 

Bird, Youd haue fome yong perfumed beardles 
Gallants board you, that fpits al his braines out ats 
tongues end, wud you not ? 

Mijiris luji. No, none at al, not anie. 

Bird. None at al ? what doe you make there then ^ 
why are you a burden to the worlds confcience, and 
an eie-fore to wel giuen men, I dare pawne my gowne 
and all the beddes in my houfe, and al the gettings in 
Michaelmas terme next to a Tauerne token, that thou 
flialt neuer be an innocent 
Mijiris luJi, Who are fo ? 

Bird. Fools % why then you are fo precize : your 
husbands down the wind, and wil you like a hagiers 
Arrow, be down the weathen Strike whilft the iron is 
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hot. A woman when there be rofes in her cheekes, 
Cherries on her lippes, Ciuet in her breath, luory in 
her teeth, Lyllyes in her hand, and Lickorifh in her 
heart, why fhees like a play. If new very good com- 
pany, very good company, but if Hale, like old leronimo : 
goe by, go by. Therefore as I faid before, Hrike. Be- 
sides : you muH thinke that the commodity of beauty was 
not made to lye dead vpon any young womans hands : if 
your husband haue giuen vp his Cloake, let another take 
meafure of you in his lerkin : for as the Cobler, in the 
night time walks with his Lanthorne, the Merchant, and 
the Lawyer with his Link, and the. Courtier with his 
Torch : So euery lip has his Lettice to himfelfe : the 
Lob has his Laffe, the Collier his Dowdy, the 
Weilerne-man his Pug, the Seruing-man his Punke, 
the Undent his Nun in white Fryers, the Puritan his 
Siller, and the Lord his Lady : which worlhipfull 
vocation may fall vppon you, if youle but Hrike 
whileH the Iron is hot. 

Miji. hiji. Witch ; thus I breake thy Spels : Were 
I kept braue, 

On a Kings coll, I am but a Kings flaue. Exit 

Bird. I fee, that as Frenchmen loue to be bold, 
Flemings to be drunke, Welchmen to be cald Brit- 
tons^ and Irilhmen to be CoHermongers, fo, Cocknyes, 
(efpecially Shee-Cocknies) loue not Aqua-vite when 
tis good for them. 


Enter Monopoly. 

Mo. Saw you my vncle ? 

Bird. I faw him euen now going the way of all 
flelh (thats to fay) towardes the Kitchin : heeres a 
letter to your worlhip from the party. 

Mom. What party 1 

Bird. The Tenterhook your wanton. 

Mono. From her ? Fewh 1 pray thee flretch me no 
more vppon your Tenterhook : pox on her ? Are there 
no Pottecaries ith Town to fend her Phifick-bils to, 

X t 
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but me : Shees not troubled with tlie greene fickneffe 
Hill, Is He % 

Bird, The yellow laundis, as the Dodlor tels me : 
troth Ihees as good a peat : fhe is falne away fo, that 
Hees nothing but bare skin and bone : for the Turtle 
fo mournes for you. 

Mono, In blacke % 

Bird, In black? you Hall find both black and 
blew if you look vnder her eyes. 

Mo, Well : fing ouer her ditty when Fme in tune. 

Bird, Nay, but will you fend her a Box of Mii/iri- 
datum and Dragon water, I meane fome reiloratiue 
words. Good MaiHer Monopoly^ you know how wel- 
come yare to the Citty, and will you mailer Mono- 
poly^ keepe out of the Citty; I know you cannot, 
would you faw how the poore gentlewoman lies. 

Mo, Why how lies He ? 

Bird, Troth as the way lies ouer GadsBill, very 
dangerous : you would pitty a womans cafe if you faw 
her : write to her fome treatife of pacification. 

Mon, He write to her to morrow. 

Bird, To morrow: Heele not fleepe then but 
tumble, and if He might haue it to night, it would 
better pleafe her. 

Mo, Perhaps He doot to night, farewell. 

Bi, If you doot to night, it would better pleafe her 
then to morrow. 

Mo. Gods fo, doll heare, I’me to fup this night at 
the Lyon in Shoredich with certen gallants : canH 
thou not draw forth fome dilicate face, that I ha not 
feene, and bring it thither, wut thou ? 

Bird. All the painters in London Hal not fit for 
colour as I can; but we Hall haue fome Iwaggering ? 

Mo, All as ciuill (by this light) as Lawyers. 

Bird. But I tell you, Hees not fo common as 
Lawyers, that I meane to betray to your Table : for as 
I'me a Sinner, Hees a Knights Cozen ; a YorkHire 
gentlwoman, and only fpeakes a little broad, but of 
very good carriage. 
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Mofio, Nay thats no matter, we can fpeake as 
broad as Ibe but wut bring her % 

Bird. You flial call her Cozen, do you fee : two 
men lhall waite vpon her, and He come in by chance : 
but fliall not the party bee there % 

Mono. Which party ? 

Bird. The writer of that fimple hand. 

Mon. Not for as many Angels as there be letters 
in her Paper : Speake not of mee to her, nor our 
meeting if you loue mee : wut cornel 

Bird. Mum, He come. 

Mono. Farewell. 

Bird. Good Maifter Monopoly, I hope to fee you 
one day a man of great credite. 

Mo. If I be, He build Chimnies with Tobacco but 
He fmoake fome : and be fure Bird. He flicke wooll 
vpon thy back. 

Bird. Thankes fir, I know you wil, for all the 
kinred of the Monopolies are held to be great Fleecers. 

Exeunt. 

Enter fir Gozlin : Lynstocke^ Whirlepoole^ and the three 

Ciitizens wines masM^ ludyth, Mahell^ and Clare. 

Goz. So draw thofe Curtaines, and lets fee the 
pidlures vnder em. 

Lyn. Welcome to the Stilliard faire Ladies. 

All 3. Thankes good maifler Lynjloeke. 

Whirl Hans : fome wine Ham. 

Enter Hans with doth and Buns. 

Mans. Yaw, yaw, you fall hebben it mefler ; 

Old vine, or new vine % 

Goz. Speake women. 

lud. New wine good fir Gozlin : wine in the mufl, 
good Dutchman, for mufl is bell for vs women. 

Hans. New vine ? veil : two pots of new vine. 

Exit Hans. 

lud. An honefl Butterbox : for if it be old, theres 
none of it corns into my belly. 
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Mob. Why Tenterhooke pray thee lets dance friskin, 
& be mery. 

Lin. Thou art fo troubled with Monopolies, they 
fo hang at thy heart ftringes. 

Cla. Pox a my hart then. 

Enter Mans with Wine. 

lud. I and mine too, if any Courtier of them all 
fet vp his gallowes there : wench vfe him as thou doH 
thy pantables, fcorne to let him kiffe thy heele, for he 
feedes thee with nothing but Court holy bread, good 
words, and cares not for thee : fir Gozlm, will you 
tall a Dutch whatch you callum. 

Mak Heere mailler Lyfiftocke, halfe mine is yours. 
Bun^ Bim, Bun, Bun. 

Enter Farenthefis. 

Par. Which roome % where are they ? wo ho, ho, 
ho, fo, ho, boies. 

Goz. Sfoot whofe that ? lock our roome. 

Far. Not till I am in : and then lock out the 
diuell tho he come in the Hiape of a puritan. 

All 3 . Scholemailler, welcome ? welcome in troth 1 

Far. Who would not bee fcratcht with the bryers 
and brambles to haue fuch burs flicking on his 
breeches : Saue you gentlemen : 0 noble Knight 

Goz. More wine Ma7is. 

Far. Am not I (gentlemen) a Ferret of the right 
haire, that can make three Conies bolt at a clap into 
your purfenets 1 ha 1 little do their 3 . husbands dreame 
what coppies I am fetting their wiues now ? wert not 
a rare left if they Ihould come fneaking vppon vs like 
a horrible noife of Fidlers. 

lud. Troth Ide not care : let em come : Ide tell 
em, weede ha none of their dull Muficke. 

Mob. Heere miftris Tenterhooke. 

Clar, Thanks good miftris Wafer. 
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Par. Whofe there 'I Peepers : Intelligencers : Euef- 
droppers. 

Omni. Yds foot, throw a pot ats head % 

Par. O Lord % O Gentlemen, Knight, Ladies, that 
may bee, Cittizens wiues that are, Ihift for your felues, 
a paire of your husbands heads are knocking together 
with Ha7is his, and inquiring for you. 

077mL Keepe the doore lockt. 

lud. Oh I, do, do : and let fir Gozlin (becaufe he 
has bin in the low Countries) fwear gotz Sacrament, 
and driue e'm away with broken Dutch. 

Pa. Heres a wench has fimple Sparkes in her : 
fhees my pupile Gallants : Good-god 1 I fee a man is 
not fure that his wife is in the Chamber, tho his owne 
fingers hang on the Padlocke: Trap-doores, falfe 
Drabs, and Spring-lockes, may cozen a Couy of Con- 
flables. How the filly Husbands might heere ha 
beene guld with Flemifh mony : Come : drinke vp 
Rhene^ Thames and Mceander dry, Theres Nobody. 

lud. Ah thou vngodlymaifler. 

Par. I did but make a falfe fire, to try your vallor, 
becaufe you cryed let em come. By this glaffe of 
womans wine, I would not ha feene their Spirits 
walke heere, to bee dubd deputy of a| Ward, I, 
they would ha Chronicled me for a Foxe in a Lambes 
skin : But come : Is this merry Midfomer night agreed 
vpon % when Ihal it be ? where fhall it be % 

Lynji. Why faith to morrow at night. 

While. Weele take a Coach and ride to Ham, 
or fo. 

Tent. 0 fie vpont : a Coach ? I cannot abide to 
be iolted. 

Mab. Yet moil of your Cittizens wiues loue 
iolting % 

Goz. What fay you to Black-wall, or Lime-houfe ? 

Tud. Euery roome there fmels to much of Tar. 

Lynjt. Lets to mine hoil Dogholts at Brainford 
then, there you are out of eyes, out of eares, priuate 
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roomes, fweet Lyiinen, winking attendance, and what 
cheere you will ? 

OnifiL Content, to Brainford\ 

Mah I, I, lets go by water, for fir Gozlin I haue 
heard you fay you loue to go by water. 

lud But wenches, with what pullies fliall wee Hide 
with fome clenly excufe, out of our husbandes fufpi- 
tion, being gone Weftward for fmelts all night 

Par. Thats the blocke now we all ftumble at : 
Winde vp that firing well, and all the conforts in 
tune. 

lud. Why then goodman fcraper tis wound vp, I 
haue it. Sirra Wafer, thy childes at nurfe, if you that 
are the men could prouide fome wife afle that could 
keepe his countenance. 

Par. Nay if he be an Alfe he will keepe his coun- 
tenance. 

lud, I, but I meane, one that could fet out his tale 
with audacity, and fay that the child were fick, and 
neare flagger at it : That lafL fliould feme all our 
feete. 

Whir. But where will that wife Affe be found 
now % 

Par. I fee I‘me borne flill to draw Dun out ath 
mire for you : that wife beafl will I be. He bee that 
Affe that fhall grone vnder the burden of that abhomi- 
nable lye. Heauen pardon me, and pray God the infant 
be not punifht fort. Let me fee : He breake out in fome 
filthy fhape like a Thraflier, or a Thatcher, or a Sow- 
gelder, or fomething; and fpeak dreamingly, and 
fwear how the child pukes, and eates nothing (as per- 
haps it does not) and lies at the mercy of God, (as all 
children and old folkes doe) and then fcholler Wafer, 
play you your part. 

Mob. Feare not me, for a veny or two ? 

Par. Where will you meet ith morning ? 

Goz. At fome Tauerne neare the water-fide, thats 
priuate. 
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Par. The Grey-hound, the Greyhound in Black- 

fryers, an exceilent Randeuoiis, 

Lin. Content the Greyhound by eight ? 

Pan And then you may whip forth two firfl, and 
two next, on a fudden, and take Boate at Bridewell 
Dock moil priuately. 

Omni. Beet fo : a good place % 

Pan He go make ready my rufticall properties : let 
me fee fcholler hie you home, for your child fliall bee 
ficke within this halfe howre. Exit 

Enter Birdlime. 

lud. Tis the vprightell dealing man % Gods my 
pi tty, whofe yonder 1 

Bird. I^me bold to prefse my felfe vnder the Cul- 
lers of your company, hearing that Gentlewoman was 
in the roome : A word miflris? 

Clar. How now, what faies he ? 

Goz. Zounds what fiie? a Bawd, bith Lord Ifl 
not 1 

Mah. No indeed, fir Goziin fhees a very honeft 
woman, and a Mid-wife. 

Clar. At the Lyon in Shoredich? And would 
he not read it? nor write to me? He poyfon his 
Supper ? 

Bird. But no words that I bewrayd him. 

Clan Gentlemen I muft be gone. I cannot flay 
in faith : pardon me : He meete to morrow ; come 
Nurfe, cannot tarry by this element 

Goz. Mother, you : Grannam drinke ere you goe. 

Bird. I am going to a womans labour, indeede fir, 
cannot flay. Exeunt 

Amb. I hold my life the blacke-beard her husband 
whiffels for her. 

lud. A reckoning : Breake one, breake all. 

Goz. Here Hans, draw not, He draw for all as 
Ime true knight 
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lud. Let him among/l women this does iland for 
law, 

the worthiefl man (tho he be foole) mud draw. 

Exetmt. 


A dins Tertius Sccena Prima. 

Enier maifler Tejiterhooke and Ms wife. 

Tent What booke is that fweet hart ? 

Miji, Tent Why the booke of bonds that are due 
to you. 

Tent Come, what doe you with it ? Why do you 
trouble your felfe to take care about my bufmeffe ? 

Mift. Tent Why fir, doth not that which concerns 
you, concerne me. You told me Monopoly had dif- 
charged his bond, I finde by the booke of accounts 
heere, that it is not canceld. Eare I would fuffer fuch 
a cheating companion to laugh at me, He fee him 
hanged I, Good fweete hart as euer you loued me, as 
euer my bedde was pleafmg to you, arrefl the knaue, 
we were neuer beholding to him for a pin, but for eat- 
ing vp our vidluais. Good Moufe enter an adlion 
againd him. 

^ Tent In troth loue I may do the gentleman much 
difcredit, and befides it may be other adlions may fall 
very heauy vpon him. 

MiJl, Tent Hang him, to fee the didionedy of the 
knaue. 

Tent 0 wife, good woods : A Courtier, A gentle- 
man. 

Mift, Tent Why may not a Gentleman be a knaue, 
that were drange infaith : but as I was a faying, to fee 
the difhonedy of him, that wmuld neuer come fince he 
recemed the mony to vifit vs you know. Maifer 
lenterhook he hath hung long vpon you. Maifler Ten- 
terhooke as I am vertuous you fhall arred him. 

Tent Why, I know not when he will come to 
iowne. 
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Mijl, Te, Hees in town : this night he fups at the 
Lyon in Shoaredicli, good husband enter your adlion, 
and make hall to the Lyon prefently, theres an honefl 
fellow (Sergeant Ambufh) will doe it in a trice, he neuer 
falutes a man in Curtefie, but he catches him as if he 
would arrefl him. Good hart let Seriant Ambufh ly 
in waite for him. 

Tent Well at thy entreaty I will doe it. Giue me 
my Cloake there, buy a linck and meet me at the 
Counter in Woodflreete ; bulie me Moll. 

Miji. Tent Why now you loue me. He goe to bed 
fvveet hart. 

Tent Do not fleep till I come Moll, Exit Tent 

Mift, Tent No lamb, baa fheep, if a woman will 
be free in this intricate laborinth of a husband, let her 
marry a man of a melancholy complexion, fhe fhal 
not be much troubled with him. By my footh my 
Husband hath a hand as dry as his braines, and a 
breath as flronge as fix common gardens. Wei my hus- 
band is gon to arrefl Monopoly. I haue dealt with a 
Sargeant priuatly, to intreate him, pretending that he 
is my Aunts Son, by this meanes fhal I fee my young 
gallant that in this has plaid his part. When they owe 
mony in the Citty once, they deale with their Lawyers 
by atturny, follow the Court though the Court do them 
not the grace to allow them their dyet. O the wit of 
a woman when fhe is put to the pinch. 

Exit Mijiris Tenterhook* 

Enter maijter Tenterhooke, Sergeant AnibuJIi^ and 
yeoman Clutch, 

Ten, Come Sergeant Ambufh, come yeoman 
Clutch, yons the Tauerne, the Gentleman will come 
out prefently : thou art refolute. 

Amb, Who I, I carry fire & fword that fight for 
me, hear, and heare. I know moft of the knaues 
about London, ^and moll of the Theeues to, I thanke 
God, and good intelligence. 
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TmL I wonder thou dofl not turne Broker then. 

Pew ; I haue bin a Broker already ; for I 
was firfl a Puritan, then a Banquerout, then a Broker, 
then a Fencer, and then Sergeant, were not thefe 
Trades woulde make a man honefl ? peace the doore 
opes, wheele about yeoman Clutch. 

Ejiter Whirlepoole^ Linjlocke^ and Monopoly vnbrqft. 

Mono. And eare I come to fup in this Tauerne 
againe, Theres no more attendance then in a laile, 
and there had bin a Punk or two in the company then 
we fhould not have bin rid of the drawers : now were 
I in an excellent humor to go to a valting houfe, I 
wold break downe all their Glaff-windowes, hew in 
peaces all their ioyne ilooles, tear filke petticotes, 
ruffle their Periwigges, and fpoyle their Painting, O 
the Gods what I could do: I could vndergo fif- 
teene bawds by this darknes, or if I could meete one 
of thefe Varlets that were Pannier-ally on their baks 
(Sergeants) I would make them feud fo fafl from me, 
that they Ihould think it a fhorter way betweene this 
and Ludgate, then a condemned Cutpurfe thinkes it 
between Newgate and Tyburn e. 

Lynji. You are for no adlion to night 

Whirl No He to bed. 

Mofio. Am not I drunke now : Impkntur vekris 
Itacchi^ pmguifq. Tobacco. 

Whirle. Faith we are all healed. 

Mono. Captain Whirlepoole when wilt come to 
Court and dine with me 1 

Whirl One of thefe daies Franke, but He get 
mee two Gaunlets for feare I lofe my fingers in the 
dilhes, their bee excellent ihauers I heare in the moH 
of your vnder offices ? I protefl I haue often come 
thether, fat downe, drawne my knife, and eare I could 
fay grace all the meate hath bin gone. I haue rifen, 
and departed thence Jas hungry, as euer came Coun- 
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trey Atturny from WeHminfler? Good night honeil 
Franke, doe not fwagger with the watch Franke. 

Exeunt 

Tenter. So now they are gone you may take him. 

A mb. Sir I arrefl you ? 

Mono. ArreH me, at whofe fuite you varlets ? 

Clotich. At maifler Tenterhookes. 

Mono. Why you varlets dare you arrefl one of the 
Court. 

A77ib. Come will you be quiet fir % 

Mo. Pray thee good yeoman call the gentlemen 
backe againe. Theres a Gentleman hath carried a 
hundred pound of mine home with him to his lodg- 
ing, becaus I dare not carry it ouer the fields, He 
discharge it prefently. 

Amb. Thats a trick fir, you would procure a 
reskue. 

Mono. Catchpole do you fee, I will haue the haire 
of your head and beard fiiiaued off for this, and eare 
I catch you at Grayes Line by this light law. 

A mb. Come will you march. 

Mono. Are you Sergeants Chriflians? Sirra thou 
lookeft like a good pittyfull rafcall, and thou art a tall 
man to it feemes, thou haft backt many a man in thy 
time 1 warrant. 

Amb. I haue had many a man by the backe fir. 

Mono. Wei faide in-troth, I loue your quality, las 
tis needfull eueiy man fiiould come by his own : but 
as God mend me gentlemen I haue not one crofse 
about me, onely you two. Might not you let a Gen- 
tlemen pafse out of your handes, and fay you faw him 
not % Is there not fuch a kinde of merqr in you now 
and then my Maifters, as I Hue, if you come to my 
lodging to morrowe morning, He giue you fiue brace 
of Angelles? good yeoman perfwade your graduat 
heere : I know fome of you to be honeft faithfull 
Drunkards, refpedl a poore Gentleman in my cafe. 

Tent Come, it wil not ferae your turne, Officers 
looke to him, vpon your perril. 
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Mono, Do you heare fir, you fee I am in the hands 
of a couple of Rauens here, as you are a Gentleman 
lend me forty fhillings, let me not line if I do not pay 
you the forfeiture of the whole bond, and neuer plead 
Confcience. 

TenL Not a penny, not a penny : God night fir. 

Exit Teiiter, 

Mono, Well, a man ought not to fwear by anie 
thing in the hands of Sergeants but by filuer, and be- 
caufe my pocket is no lawful luflice to Miniller any 
fuch oath vnto me, I will patiently incounter the Coun- 
ter. Which is the dearell warde in Prifon Sergeant 1 
the knights ward ? 

Amh. No fir, the Maiflers fide. 

Mono, Well the knight is aboue the mailler though 
his Table be worfe furniflit : He go thether. 

Amb. Come fir, I mull vfe you kindly the Gentle- 
mans Wife that hath arrefled you. 

Mono, I what of her. 

Amb, She faies you are her Antes fonne. 

Mono, I, am? 

Amb, She takes on fo pittifully for your Arrefling, 
twas much againfl herwil (good Gentlewoman) that this 
afflidlion lighted vpon you. 

Mom, She hath reafon, if Ihe refpedl her poore 
kindred. 

Amb, You lhall not go to prifon. 

Mono, Honell Sergeant, Confcionable Officer, did 
I forget my felf euen now, a vice that ftickes to me 
alwaies when I am drunke to abufe my bell friends : 
where didll buy this buffe? Let me not line but He 
giue thee a good fuite of durance. Wilt thou take my 
bond Sergeant? Wheres a Scriuener, a Scriuener 
good Yeoman ? you lhal haue my fword and hangers to 
paie him. 

Amb, Not fo Sir : but you fhall be prifoner in my 
houfe : I do not thinke but that your Cofm will vifit 
you there f th morning, and take order for you. 

Mono, Well faid ; wall not a moll treacherous part 
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to arreft a man in the nighty and when he is almofl 
drunk, when he hath not his wits about him to re- 
member which of his friends is in the Subfedy : Come 
did I abufe you, I recant, you are as necehary in a 
city as Tumblers in Norfolke, Sumners in Lancafhire, 
or Rake-hels in an Armie. Exeunt 

Enter Parenthefis like a CoUiar^ and a Boy. 

lujl. Buy any fmall Coale, buy any fmal Coale. 

Boy. Collier, Collier % 

lujt What faift boy. 

Boy. W^are the Pillory. 

Itiji. 0 boy the pillory allures many a man that 
he is no cukold, for how impoffible weare it a man 
diould thruil his head through fo fmall a Loope-hole if 
his foreheade were brauncht boy ? 

Boy. Collier : how came the goofe to be put vpon 
you, hal 

lud. He tell thee, the Tearme lying at Winchef- 
ter in Henry the Thirds dales, and many French 
Women comming out of the Me of Wight thither 
(as it hath alwaies beene feene) though the Me of 
Wight could not of long time neither in dure Foxes 
nor Lawyers, yet it could brook the more dreadful 
Cockatrice, there were many Punkes in the Towne 
(as you know our Tearme is their Tearme) your 
Farmers that would fpend but three pence on his 
ordinarie, woulde lauifh haHe a Crowne on his Leach- 
ery : and many men (Calues as they were) would 
ride in a Farmers foule bootes before breakefail, the 
commonil fmner had more fluttering about her, then 
a frefh punke hath when ihe comes to a Towne of 
Garrifon, or to a vniuerfity. Captains, Schollers, Ser- 
uxngman, lurors, Clarks, Townefmen, and the Blacke- 
guarde vfed all to one Ordinarye, and moil of them 
were caid to a pittifull reckoning, for before two 
returnes of Michaelmas, Surgeons were full of bufl- 
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nes, the care of moil fecrefie grew as common as 
Lice in Ireland, or as fcabbes in France. One of my 
Tribe a Collier carried in his Cart 40. maim'd foul- 
diors to Salshury^ looking as pittifully as Dutchmen 
firjd made drunke, then carried to bee-heading. 
Euery one that mette him cried, ware the Goofe 
Collier, and from that day to this, thers a record to be 
feene at Croiden, howe that pittifuli waftage which 
in deede was vertue in the Collier, that all that time 
would carry no Coales, laid this Imputation on all the 
pofterity. 

Boy. You are ful of tricks Colliar. 
h^. Boy where dwels mailler Wafer ? 

Bov. Why heare 1 what wouldfl t I am one of his 
luvinals ? 

lufl. Hath he not a child at nurffe at More- 
clacked 

Boy. Yes, doll thou dwel there ? 
luji. That I do, the Child is wonderous ficke : I 
was wild to acquaint thy mailler and Millris with it 
Boy. He vp and tel them prefently. 
luB. So, if al Ihould faile, I could turne Coilier. 
O the viilany of this age, how full of fecrefie and 
filence (contrary to the opinion of the world) haue I 
euer found moll women. I haue fat a whole after- 
noone many times by my wife, and lookt vpon her 
eies, and felt if her pulfe haue beat, when I haue 
nam’d a fufpedled loue, yet all this while haue not 
drawne from her the leall fcruple of confelTion. I 
haue laine awake a thoufand nights, thinking Hie wold 
haoe reuealed fomewhat in her dreames, and when 
Ihe has begunne to fpeake any thing in her fleepe, I 
haue iog’d her, and cried I fweete heart. But when 
wil your loue come, or what did hee fay to thee over 
ouer the Hall % Or what did he do to thee in the 
Garden-chamber ? Or when wil he fend to thee any 
letters, or when wilt thou fend to him any mony, what 
an idle coxcombe iealoufie wil make a man. 
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Enter Wafer and his wife. 

Well, this is my comfort that heere comes a crea- 
ture of the fame head-peece. 

Mifi. Waf 0 my fweet Child, wheres the Collier? 

Here forfooth. 

3fzyi, Waf Run into Bucklers burry for two 
ounces of Draggon water, fome Sperma csety and 
Treakle. What is it ficke of Coliar ? a burning Feauer ? 

lufi. Faith millris I do not know the infirmity of 
of it : wil you buy any final Coale, fay you ? 

Waf. Prethee go in and empty them, come be not 
fo impatient. 

Mifi. Waf I, I, I, if you had groand fort as I 
haue done you wold haue bin more natural. Take 
my riding hat, and my kirtle there; He away pre- 
fently ? 

Waf You wil not go to night, I am fure. 

Waf As I Hue but I wil. 

Waf Faith fweet hart I haue great bufines to 
night, flay til to morrow and He goe with you. 

Mift. Waf No fir I wil not hinder your bufines. 
I fee how little you refpe<5l the fruits of your owne 
bodie. I dial find fome bodye to beare me company. 

Waf Wei, I wil deferre my bufines for once, and 
go with thee. 

Mif. Waf By this light but you fiial not, you fhal 
not hit me i’th teeth that I was your hindrance, wil 
you to Bucklers burry fir ? 

Waf Come you are a foole leaue your weeping. 

Exit Waf 

Mift. Waf You fiial not go with me as I Hue. 

Itifi. Puple. 

Mijl. Waf Excellent maifler. 

lufi. Admirable Mifiris, howe happie be our Eng- 
lifhwomen that are not troubled with Jealous husbands \ 
why your Italians in general are fo Sun-burnt with 
thefe Dog-daies, that your great Lady there thinkes 
her husband loues her not if hee bee not lealious : 

Y 


2 
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what confimies the liberty of our women more in 
England, then the Italian Prouerbe, which faies if 
there were a bridge oner the narrow Seas, all the 
women in Italy would fliew their husbands a Million 
of light paire ofheeles, and flie ouer into England. 
Miji, Waf, The time of our meeting ? Come ? 
lujl, Seauen. 

Mijl, Waf, The place. 

luji. In Blacke Friers, there take Water, keepe 
a loofe from the Ihore, on with your Masks, vp with 
your fails, and Wejl-ward Hoc, 

M 2 JI, Waf, So. Exit Mijiris Wafer, 

lufl, 0 the quick apprehenfion of women, the’ile 
groape out a mans meaning prefently, wel, it refls 
now that I difcouer my felfe in my true ihape to thefe 
Gentlewomens husbands : for though I haue plaid the 
foole a little to beguile the memory of mine owne mif- 
fortune, I woulde not play the knaue, though I be 
taken for a Banquerout, but indeed as in other things, 
fo in that, the worlde is much deceiued in me, for I 
haue yet three thoufand pounds in the hands of a 
fufficient friend, and all my debts difchargcd. I haue 
receiued here a letter from my wife, direded to S/ode, 
wherein fhee moll repentantlyintreateth my return, mth 
protellation to gyue me affured tryall of her honefly. 

I cannot tell what to thinke of it, but I will put it to 
the tefr, there is a great flrife betweene beautie, & 
Chaflity, and that which pieafeth many is neuer free 
from temtation : as for lealoufie, it makes many 
Cuckoldes, many fooles, and many banquerouts : It 
may haue abufed me and not my wifes honefly : lie 
tiy it : but firfl to my lecure and doting Companion. 

Exit, 


Enter Monopoly and Mijiris Tenter Jiooke, 

Mono. I befeech you Miflris Tenicf'kooke^ 

Before God He be ficke if you will not be merry. 

Mid. Tent. You are a fweet Beagle. 

Mom, Come, becaufe I kept from Towne a little, 
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let mec not line if I did not heare the ficknes was in 
Towne very hot : In troth thy hair is of an excellent 
colour fincc I faw it O thofe bright treffes like to 
threds of gold. 

Mi/L Tent Lye, and adies, fuffer much in the city 
for that comparifon. 

Mono. Hercs an honefl Gentleman wil be here by 
& by, was borne at Foolham ; his name is Gofling 
GloO'Worme. 

Mijt Tent I know him, what is he ? 

Mo7io. He is a Knight : what aild your husband 
to be fo hafty to arrefl me. 

MiJt Tent Shal I fpeak truly ? dial I Ipeak not 
like a woman. 

Mo7io. Why not like a woman. 

Mijl. Tent. Becaufe womens tongues are like to 
clacks, if they go too fail they neuer goe true, tSvas 
I that got my husband to arrefl thee, I haue. 

Mono. I am beholding to you. 

Mijt. Tent For footh I coulde not come to the 
fpeech of you I thinke you may be fpoken with all 
now. 

Mono. I thanke you, I hope youl baile me Cofin ? 

Mijl. Tent. And yet why fhould I fpeak with you, 
I protefl I loue my husband. 

Mono. Tufli let not any young woman loue a man 
in yeares to well. 

Mift. Tent Why % 

Mono. Becaufe hcele dye before he can require it 

Mo7io. I haUe acquainted Wafer and MonyfucMe 
with it, and they allow my wit for't extreamly. 

Enter Amhujh. 

O honefl Sergeant. 

Welcome good miflris Tefiterlwoke. 

Mijt. Tent Sergeant I mufl needs haue my Cofm 
go a little Way out of Town with me, and to fecure 
thee, hei'e are two Diamonds, they are worth two 
hundred pound, keepe them til I returne him. 

Y 2 
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Amlh Well tis good fecuritie. 

Tent Do not come in my liusbandes fight in 
the meane time. 

Enter WMrk, Glo-worme^ Godhig^ Linjtocke, Mljiris 
Monfiyfuckle, arid Mijlris Wafer. 

A mb. Welcom Gallants. 

Whirl. How now Monofoly Arrefled ? 

Mojio, 0 my little HonyfucMe art come to vifit a 
Prifoner % 

Mijl. Hofiy. Yes faith as Gentlemen vifit Mar- 
chants, to fare wel, or as Poets young quaint Revel- 
lers, to laugh at them. Sirrha if I were fome foolifh 
luflice, if I woulde not beg thy wit neuer truil me. 

MiJl. Tent. Why I pray you ? 

Mift. Hony. Becaufe it hath bin conceald al this 
while, but come flial we to boat, wc are furniflit for 
attendants as Ladies are, We have our fooles, and our 
Vfliers. 

Sir Goz. I thanke you Madame, I fliall mecte 
your wit in the clofe one day. 

Mift. Waf. Sirra, thou knowefl my husband keeps 
a Kennell of hounds ? 

Mift. Hony. Yes. 

Whirl. Doth thy husband loue venery ? 

Mift. Waf. Venery I 

Whirl. I, hunting, and venery are words of one 
fignification. 

Mift. Waf. Your two husband, and hee haue 
made a match to go find a Hare about Bufly Caufy. 

Mift. Tent Theile keepe an excellent houfe till we 
come home againe. 

Mift Ho. O excellent, a Spanifii dinner, a Pilcher, 
and a Dutch fupper, butter and Onions, 

Lynft. 0 thou art a mad wench. 

Mift. Te9it Sergeant carry this ell of Cambrick to 
miflris Bird, tel her but that it is a rough tide, and 
that the feares the water, the fhould haue gone with vs 

Sir Goz. 0 thou haft an excellent wit. 
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Whirl To Boat liay ? 

Mijl, Hony, Sir GozHu 1 I doe take it your legs are 
married. 

Sir Goz, Why miftris % 

Miji, Honi. They looke fo thin vpon it. 

Sir Goz, Euer fince I meafurd with your hus- 
band, I haue flirunk in the calfe. 

Miji, Hory, And yet you haue a fweet tooth in 
in your head. 

Sir Goz, O well dealt for the Calues head, you 
may talke what you will of legs, and rifing in the fmall, 
and fwelling beneath the garter. But tis certain 
when lank thighes brought long llockings out of 
fafhion, the Courtiers Legge, and his flender tilting 
flaffe grew both of a bigneffe. Come for Brainford. 

Exeunt 


A Hus Quariiis Scmna Prinia, 

Enter Mijlris Birdlime arid Luce, 

Bird, Good morrow miflris Luce: how did you 
take your red to night ? how doth your good worfhip 
like your lodging ? what will you haue to breakfafl ? 

Luce. A poxe of the Knight that was here lafl 
night, he promifl to haue fent me fome wilde foule : 
hee was drunk He be flewed elfe. 

Bird, Why do not you think he will fend them ? 

Luce. Hang them : tis no more in fadiion for them 
to keepe their promifes, then tis for men to pay their 
debtes. He will lie fader then a Dog trots : what 
a filthy knocking was at doore lad night : fome puny 
Inn-a-court-men, He hold my contribution. 

Bird, Yes in troth were they, ciuill gentlemen 
without beards, but to fay the truth, I did take excep- 
tions at their knocking : took them a fide & faid to 
them : Gentlemen this is not well, that you fhould 
come in this habit, Cloakes and Rapiers, Boots and 
Spurs, I proted to you, thofe that be your Ancientes 
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in the houfe would haue come to my houfe in their 
Caps and Gownes, ciuilly, and modellly, I promife 
you they might haue bin taken for Cittizens, but lha 
they talke more liker fooies. Who knocks there 1 vp 
into your Chamber. Enter majler MonffucJde. 

Who are you, fome man of credit % that you come in 
mufled thus. 

Honi Whofe aboue ? 

Bird. Let me fee your face firfl. O maifler Honi- 
fuckle^ why the old party : the old party. 

Honi. Pew I will not go vp to her : no body elfe % 

Eiiter Chrtjlmi. 

Bird. As I Hue will you giiie me fome Sacke 1 
wheres Opportunity. 

Honi. What dofl call her ? 

Bird. Her name is Chrijlian^ but miflris Luce 
cannot abide that name, and fo Ihe cals her Oppcr- 
tunity. 

Honi. Very good, good. 

Bird., Ill a {lulling, bring the rcfl in Aqua vite. 
Come Ihals go to Noddy. 

Honu I and thou wilt for halfe an hower. 

Bird. Heere are the Cardes % deale, God lend 
mee Duces and Aces with a Court Card, and I iliall 
get by it, 

Honi. That can make thee nothing. 

Bird. Yes if I haue a coate Card turne vp. 

Honi. I Ihew foure games ? 

Bird. By my troth I mufl lliew ail and little 
enough to, fixe games : play your fingle game, I fliall 
double with you anone. 

Pray you lend me fome filuer to count my games ? 
How now is it good Sack ? 

Enter Chrijtian. 

^ Chri. Theres a gentleman at doore would fpeakc 
with you. 



IV eji-ward Hoe. 327 

Ho, Gods iO; I will not be feene by any means. 

Mjiter Tenterhook, 

Bird, Into that clofet then? What another 
mufier ? 

Te7i, How doll thou miflris Birdlmie f 

Bird, Mailer TenterJiooke the party is aboue in the 
dining Chamber. 

Tent Aboue. 

Bwd,, All alone ? 

Honi, Is he gone vp ? who wail I pray thee ? 

Bird, By this facke I will not tel you 1 fay that 
you were a contry Gentleman, or a Cittizen that hath 
a young wife, or an Inne of Chauncery Man, fhould I 
tell youl Pardon me; this Sac e tailes of Horfe 
flefli, I warrant you the leg of a dead horfe hangs in 
the But of Sacke to keepe it quicke ? 

Hony, I befeech thee good Miilris Birdlime tel 
me who it w^as. 

Bird, O God fir we are fwome to fecrecy as wel 
as Surgeons. 

Come drinke to me, and lets to our game. 

TenterJiooke and Luce ahoue. 

Tent Who am I ? 

Luce, You, pray you vnblind me, Captaine Whirl- 
poolc^ no Lynijlock : pray vnblind me you are not 

fir Gozling Glo-wonne^ for he weares no Ringes of his 
fingers ! Maifler Freeze-leather,, O you are George the 
drawer at the Miter, pray you vnblinde mee, Captaine 
PucJefoiJl^ Maifher Coimterpaine^ the Lawier, what the 
diuel meane you, beilirew your heart you haue a very 
dry hand, are you not mine hoft Dog-bolt of Brain- 
ford, Miflris Birdlyme, maifler Honyfuckle^ Maifler 
Wafer. 

Tent What the lafl of al your Clients. 

Luce. O how doil thou good Cofm. 
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Tent I you haiie many Cofins. 

Luce, Faith I can name many that I do not know, 
and fuppofe I did know them what then ? I will fuffer 
one to keepe me in diet, another in apparrel ; another 
in Phifick ; another to pay my houfe rent. I am iuil 
of the Nature of Akimiy ; I wil fuffer euery plodding 
foole to fpend monie vpon me, marrie none but fome 
worthie friend to inioy my more retir’d and vfe-full 
faithfulnes. 

Tent Your ioue, your lone. 

Luce. O I, tis the curfe that is laid vppon our 
quallitie, what wee gleane from others we lauifli vpon 
fome trothleffe welfac’d younger Brother, that Loues 
vs onely for maintainance. 

Tent Haft a good tearme Luce 1 

Luce. A pox on the Tearme, and now I thinke 
ont, faies a gentleman lafl night let the pox be in the 
Towne feauen yeare, Weflminfler neuer breeds Cob- 
webs, & yet tis as catching as the plagu, though not 
al fo general, there be a thoufand bragging lackes in 
London, that wil protefl they can wrefl comfort from 
me when (I fweare) not one of them know wheather 
mypalnie bemoifle or not : In troth I loue thee : You 
promifl me feuen Elies of Cambrick. Wafer knocks 
and enters. Whofe that knocks ? 

Ho7it What, more Sacks to the Myl, He to my old 
retirement. 

Bird. How doth your good worfhip. Pafsion of 
my hart, what fhift fhall I make. How hath your 
good won done, a long time ? 

Waf Very well God amercy. 

Bird. Your good worfh. I thinke be riding out of 
towne. 

Waf Yes beleeue me, I loue to be once a weeke 
a horfebacke, for methinks nothing fets a man out, 
better than a Horfe. 

Bird. Tis certen, nothing fets a woman out better 
than a man. 

Waf. What, is mill. Luce aboue 1 
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Bird. Yes truely, 

Waf. Not any company with her. 

Bird. Company % Shall I fay to your good wor- 
fhip and not lie, fhe hath had no company (let me fee 
how long it was fmce your Wor. was heare) you went 
to a Butchers feafl at Cuckolds-hauen the next day 
after Saint Lukes day. Not this fortnight, in good 
truth. 

Waf. Alaffe, good foule. 

Bird, And why was it ] Go to, go to, I thinke 
you know better than I. The wench asketh euery 
day, when will M. wafer be heere ; And if Knightes 
aske for her, fliee cries out at flayre-hed. As you lone 
my life let em not come vp, He do my felfe vyolence 
if they enter : Haue not you promill hir fomwhat ? 

Waf Faith, I thinke Ihe loues me. 

Bird. Loues : Wcl, wild you knew what I know, 
then you wud fay fomwhat. In good faith fliees very 
poore, all her gowns are at pawne : flie owes me hue 
pound for herdyet, befides 40. £h. I lent her to redeem 
two halfe filke Kirtles from the Brokers, And do you 
thinke flie needed be in debt thus, if lliee thought not 
of Some-body. 

Waf. Good honeft Wench. 

Bird. Nay in troth, lliees now entring into bond 
for 5. poundes more, the Scriuener is but new gon vp 
to take her bond. 

Wafer. Come, let her not enter into bond, He 
lend her 5. pound, ile pay the rell of her debts, Call 
downe the Scriuener 1 

Bird. I pray you when he comes downe, fland 
mufied, and lie tell him you are her brother. 

Waf If a man haue a good honefl wench, that 
lines wholy to his vfe, let him not fee hir want. 

Exit Bird, and e 7 iter dboue. 

Bird. O mifl. Luce, mill. Luce, you are the mofl 
vnfortunate gentlewoman that euer breathde : your 
young wild brother came newly out of the Countrey, 
he callcs me Bawd, fweares I keepe a Bawdy houfe, 
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faies his filler is turned whore, and that he wil kill, 
& flay any man that he finds in her company. 

Tefit What conuayance wil you make with me 
miflris Birdlime. 

Luce- 0 God let him not come vp, tis the 
fwaggringfl wild-oats. 

Bird. I haue pacified him fomwhat, for I told 
him, that you were a Scriuener come to take a band 
of her, now as you go foorth fay flie might haue had 
fo much mony if the had pleafed, and fay, flie is an 
honefl Gentlewoman and al wil be wel. 

Tent. Inough, farewel good Luce. 

Bird. Come change your voice, and muffle you. 

Luce. What trick fhould this be, I haue neuer a 
brother, He hold my life fome franker cufloiner is 
come, that fliee Aides him off fo fmoothly. 

Enter Tetiierhooke and Birdlime. 

Tent The Gentlewoman is an honefl Gentlewoman 
as any is in London, and fliould haue had thrice as 
much money vpon her Angle bond for the good report 
I heare of her. 

Waf^ No fir hir friends can furnifli her with 
mony. 

Tetit By this light I fliould know that voice, 
Wafer j od’ffoote are you the Gentlewomans Brother I 

Wdf. Aiq you turnd a Scriuener Tenter hooke f 

Bird. I am fpoiid. 

Wqf. Tricks of miflris Birdlyme by this light. 

E?iter HonyfucJde. 

Bony. Hoick Couert, hoick coiiert, why Gentle- 
men, is this your hunting ? 

Tent. A Confort, what make you here Hmiv- 
fuckM ^ 

Bony. Nay what make you two heare, 0 ex- 
cellent miflris Bird, thou hall more trickes in thee 
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then a Punke hath Vnckles, cofms, Brothers, Sons or 

Fathers : an inhnit Company. 

If I did it not to make your good worfliips 
merry, neiier beleeue me, I wil drinke to your worfliip 
a glaffe of Sack. 

lu/linmio, 

Iiijl, God fane you. 

Hony Waf. Maifter lufliniano welcome from 
Stoad. 

Ind. Why Gentlemen I neuer came there. 

Tent Neuer there I where haue you bin then ? 

lufl. Mary your daily gueil I thanke you. 

Omn, Ours. 

luji, I yours. 

I was the pedant that learnt your wiues to write, I was 
the Colliax that brought you newes your childe was 
ficke, but the truth is, for ought I knowe, the Child 
is in health, and your wines are gone to make merry 
at Brainford. 

Waf. By my trotli good wenches, they little dreame 
where we arc now. 

InjL You little dreame what gallants are with 
them. 

Tent Gallants with them ! Ide laugh at that. 

luJl. Fourc Gallants by this light, Mai, Mo^iopoly 
is one of them. 

Tent. Monopoly 1 Tde laugh at that in faith. 

luJI. Would you laugh at that 1 why do ye laugh 
at it then, they arc ther by this time, I cannot flay to 
giue you more particular intelligence : I haue receiued 
a letter from my wife heare, if you will cal me at Putney^ 
He benre you company. 

Tent. Od’s foot what a Rogue is Sergeant Amhulh^ 
He yndo him by this light 

luJl. I met Sergeant Amhtjh^ and wild him come 
to this houfe to you prefently, fo Gentlemen I leaue 
you ! Bawd I haue nothing to fay to you now ; do not 
thinke to much in fo dangerous a matter for in womens 
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matters tis more dangerous to fland long deliberating, 
then before a battaile. Exit lujiz, 

Waf, This fellowes pouerty hath made him an 
arrant knaiie. 

Bird. Will your worfliip drinke any Aquavitm 1 

Tent A pox on your Aquavitce. Monopoly, that 
my wife vrged me to arrefl gon to Brainford, Enter 
Aznhujh. Heres comes the varlet. 

Aznh, I am come fir to know your pleafure. 

Ten. What hath Moiiopoly paid the mony yet % 

Aznh, No fir, but he fent for mony. 

Tent. You haue not caried him to the counter, he 
is at your houfe flil. 

Amh. O Lord I fir as raelancholike, &c. 

Tezit You lie like an arrant varlet, by this candle 
I laugh at the iefl. 

Bird. And yet hees ready to cry. 

Tent Hees gone with my wife to Brainford, and 
there bee any Law in England lie tickle yc for this. 

Ajnh. Do your worfl, for I haue good fecurity & I 
care not, befides it was his cofin your wiucs pleafure 
that he fhould goe along with her. 

Tent Hoy day, her cofm, wel fir, your fecurity. 

Amh, Wliy fir two Diamonds here. 

Tent 0 my hart : my wiues two Diamonds, 

Wel, youle go along and iuflifie this, 

Enter Luce, 

Amh. That I wil fir. 

Luce. Who am I ? 

Tent Wliat the Murrion care I who you are, hold 
off your Fingers, or He cut them with this Diamond. 

Luce, He fee em ifaith, 

So, He keepe thefe Diamonds tell I haue my filke 
gowne, and fix els of Cambricke. 

Tent By this light you fhal not. 

Luce, No, what do you think you haue Fops in 
hand, fue me for them. 
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Waf. and As you refpedl your credit lets go. 

Te?it Good Luce as you loue me let me liaue 
them, it {lands vpon my Credit, thou {halt haue any 
thing, take my purffe. 

Luce. I will not be crofl in my humour fir. 

Tent. You are a darn’d filthy punke, what an 
vnfortunate Rogue was I, that euer I came into this 
houfe. 

Bird. Do not fpurne any body in my houfe you 
were befl. 

Te7it. Well, well. 

Bird. Excellent Luce, the getting of thefe two 
Diamondes male chaunce to fane the Gentlewomens 
credit \ thou hearclfl all. 

Luce. O I, and by my troath pittye them, what a 
filthy Knaiie was that betraied them. 

Bird. One that put me into pittifull feare, m after 
lujliniano here hath laied lurking like a fheep-biter, 
and in my knowledge hath drawne thefe gentlewomen 
to this misfortune : but He downe to Queene-hiue, 
and the Watermen which were wont to carrie you to 
Lambeth MarJIi^ fliall cany mee thither : It may bee 
I may come before them ; I thinke I flial pray more, 
what for feare of the water, and for my good fucceffe 
then I did this tweliiemonth. 

Sc(B 7 ia 2 Belter the Bark and three Seruingmen. 

Bari Haue you perfum’d this Chamber % 

Omn. Yes my Lord. 

Bar. The banquet 1 

O^mi. It {lands ready. 

Bar. Go, let muficke 

Charme with her excellent voice an awfull fcilence 
Through al this building, that her fphsery foule 
May (on the wings of Ayre) in thoufand formes 
Inuifibly fiie, yet be inioy’d. Away. 

I Ser. Does my Lorde meane to Coniure that hee 
drawes this flrange Charadlers, 
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2 Ser, He does : but we dial fee neither the Spirit 
that rifes, nor the Circle it rifes in. 

3 Se}\ Tvvouid make our haire fland vp an end if 

wee fhoulde, come fooles come, meddle not with his 
matters, Lords may do any thing. Exeunt 

Ear. This night dial my defires be amply Crownd, 
And al thofe powers, that tad of man in vs, 

Shall now afpire that point of happines, 

Beyond which, fenfual eies neiier looke, (fweet 
pleafure 1) 

Delicious pleafure ? Earths Supreamefl good, 

The fpring of blood, tho it dry vp our blood. 

Rob me of that, (tho to be drunke with pleafure. 

As ranke exceffe euen in bed things is bad ; 

Turnes man into a bead) yet that being gone, 

A horfe and this (the goodlied fliapc) al one. 

We feed : weare rich attires : and driue to clcauc 
The dars with Marble Towers, fight baitailos : Spend 
Our blood to buy vs names : and in Iron hold 
Will we eate roots, to imprifon fugitiue gold : 

But to do thus, what Spell can vs excite, 

This the drong Magick of our appetite : 

To fead which richly, life it felfe vndoes, 

Whoo^d not die thus ? to fee, and then to choofc 
Why euen thofe that darue in Voluntary wants, 

And to aduance the mind, keepe the dedi poore, 

The world Inio)dng them, they not the world, 

Wud they do this, but that they are proud to fucke 
A fweetnes from fuch fowrenes : let em fo, 

Tile torrent of my appetite diall flow 

With happier dreame. A woman ! Oh, the Spirit 

And extradl of Creation I This, this night, 

The Sun dial enuy. What cold checks our blood ? 

Her bodie is the Chariot of my foule, 

Her eies my bodies light, which if I want, 

Life wants, or if pofTefie, I vndo her ; 

Tume her into a diuel, whom I adore, 

By fcorching her with the hot deeme of lud, 

Tis but a minutes pleafure : and the fmne 
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Scarce a6led is repented. Shun it than : 

0 he that can Abftaine, is more than man 1 
Tulli. Refolu’fl thou to do ill : be not precize 

Who writes of Ve^^tue befl, are flaues to vize, Mnfick 
The muficke founds allarum to my blood, 

Whats bad I follow, yet I fee whats good. 

Whiljl the fo7ig is heard. The Earle drawee a Curten, 
a?id fefs forth a Banqtiet : he then Exit^ and E?iters 
prefe fitly with Parenthefis attird like his wife 
maskt : leads him to the table^ places him in a 
chaire.^ and in dnmbe fgnes, Courts him., til the 
fong be done. 

Ear, Fayre ! be not doubly maskt : with that and 
night, 

Beautie (like gold) being vf d becomes more bright 
Far. Wil it pleafe your Lordfliip to fit, I Ihal 
receiue fmal pleafure if I fee your Lordfhip Hand. 

Ear. Witch, hag, what art thou proud damnation ? 
Par. A Marchants wife. 

Ear. Fury who raizd thee vp^ what com’tl thou 
for? 

Par. For a banquet. 

Ear. I am abufd, deluded : Speake what art 
thou ? 

Vds death fpeake, or ile kil thee : in that habit 

1 lookt to find an Angel, but thy face, 

Shewes thwart a Diuel. 

Par. My face is as God made it my Lord : I am 
no diuel vnleffe women be diuels, but men find em 
not fo, for they daily hunte for them. 

Ear. What art thou that doll cozen me thus ? 

Par. A Marchants wife I fay : lujlinianos wife. She, 
whome that long burding piece of yours, I meane that 
Wicked mother Birdlyme caught for your honor. Why 
my Lord, has your Lordfiiippe forgot how ye courted 
me laid morning. 

Ear. The diuel I did. 



33 ^ Weji-ward Hoc. 

Par, Kifl me lafl morning. 

Ear, Sucmbus, not thee. 

Par. Gaue me this lewel lafl morning. 

Ear, Not to thee Harpy, 

Par, To me vpon mine honeflie, fwore you would 
build me a lodging by the Thames fide with a water- 
gate to it : or els take mee a lodging in Cole-harbor. 

Ear, I fwore fo. 

Par, Or keep me in a Laborinth as Harry kept 
E-ofamond wher the Minotaure my husband fiiouid 
I ot enter. 

Ear, I fware fo, but Gipfie not to thee ? 

Par. To me vppon my honour, hard was the fiege, 
which you laid to the Chriflal wals of my chaflity, 
but I held out you know : but bccaiife I cannot bee 
too llony harted, I yeelded my Lord, by this token my 
Lord (which token lies at my heart like lead) but 
by this token my Lord, that this night you fliould 
commit that finne which we al know with me. 

Ear, Thee % 

Par, Do I looke vgly, that you put thee vppon 
me : did I giue you my hand to home my head, thats 
to fay my husband, and is it com to thcc : is my face 
a filthy er face, now it is yours, then when it was his : 
or haue^ I two faces vnder one hoode. I confeffe I 
haue laid mine eyes in brine, and that may chaunge 
the coppy. But my Lord I know what I am. 

Ear , A Sorcereffe, thou flialt witch mine eares no 
more. 

If thou canll pray, doot quickly for thou diefl. 

Par, I can praie but 1 will not die, thou Heft : 

My Lord there drops your Ladie ; And now know, 
Thou vnfeafonable Lecher, I am her husband 
Whom thou wouldH make whore, read : flie fpeakes 
there thus, 

Tnleffe I came to her, her hand fhould free 
Her Chailitie from blemilh, proud I was 
Of her braue mind, I came, and feeing what llauerie 
Pouertie, and the frailtie of her Sex 
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Had, and was like to make her Subiedt to, 

I begd that the would die, my fuite was granted, 

I poifon’d her, thy lull there flrikes her dead, 

Hornes feard, plague worfe, than fticking on the 
head. 

Ear, Oh God thou hafl vndone thy felfe and me, 
None Hue to match this peece, thou art to bloudie, 
Yet for her fake, whom lie embalme with teaires, 

This A6l with her I bury, and to quit 
Thy Ioffe of fuch a lewel, thou fhalt lhare 
My lining with me, Come imbrace. 

Par, My Lord. 

Earl Viliaine, dambd mercileffe flaue. He torture 
thee 

To euery ynch of Hefli : what ho : helpe whofe 
' there? 


Enter Servlngmcn, 

Come hither : heres a murderer, bind him. How now, 
What noife is this. 

Enter the i. Serubigmen, 

1 Ser. My Lord there are three Cittizens face mee 
downe, that heres one maifler Parenihefis a fchoole- 
maiHer with your Lordfliip and defire he may be 
forthcomming to em. 

Par, That borrowed name is mine. Shift for your 
fellies : 

Away, fliift for your felues ; fly, I am taken. 

Ear, Why fliould they flye thou Skreech-owle. 
Par, I wii tel thee, 

Thofe three are partners with me in the murder, 

We four commixt the poifon, ihift for your felues. 

Bar, Stops mouth, and drag him backe : intreat em 
enter. 


Enter the three Cittizens, 
O what a conflidl feele I in my blond, 


z 
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I would I were leffe great to be more good : 

Y’are welcome, wherefore came you 1 guard the 
dores : 

When I behold that obiecft, al my fences 
Reuolt from reafon, he that offers llight, 

Drops downe a Coarfe, 

^ 7 / 3 . A Coarfe? 

I. Sir. I a coarfe, do you fcornto be worms meat 
more tlien flie ? 

Par. See Gentlemen, the Italian that does fcorne, 
Beneath the Moone, no bafeiies like the home, 

Has powr’d through all the veines of yon chad 
bofome, 

Strong poifon to preferue it from that plague. 

This fleflily Lord : he doted on my wife, 

He would hauc wTought on her and plaid on me. 

But to pare off thefe brims, I cut off her, 

And giild him with this lie, that you had liands 
Dipt in her blood with mine, but this 1 did, 

That his flaind age and name might not be hid. 

My A<fl (tho vild) the world fliall crowne as iiifl, 

I fliall dye cleere, when he hues foyld with lull : 

But come : rife Moll. Aivake fwcete Moll, th’afl 
played 

The woman rarely, counterfeited well. 

I. Ser. Sure lli‘as nine lines. 

Par. See, Liic7'cce is not flaine, 

Her eyes which lull cald Suns, haue their firfl 
beames, 

And all thefe frightments are but idle dreames : 

Yet (afore lone) flie had her knife prepare! 

To let his bloud forth ere it fliould run blacke ? 

Do not thefe open cuts now, coole your back ? 
Methinks they fhould: when Vice fees with broad 
eyes 

Her vgly forme, fhe does hirfelfe defpife. 

Ear. Mirror of dames, I lookevpoii thee now, 

As men long blind, (hauing recouered fight) 

Amazd: fcarce able are to endure the light : 
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Mine owne fhame llrikes me dumb : henceforth the 
booke 

lie read fliall be thy mind, and not thy looke. 

Bony. 1 would either wee were at Braineford to 
fee our wiues, or our wiues heere to fee this Pageant. 

Ten. So would I, I fland vpon thornes. 

Ear. The iewels which I gaue you : weare : your 
fortunes, 

He raife on golden Pillars : fare you well, 

Lull in old age like burnt flraw, does euen choake 
The kindlers, and confumes, in flincking Smoake. 

Exit. 

Far. You may follow your Lord by the fmoake, 
Badgers. 

I. Ser. If fortune had fauord him, wee might haue 
followed you by the homes. 

Far. Fortune fauors fooles, your Lords a wfe 
Lord : So : how now 'I ha ? This is that makes me 
fat now, id not Rats-bane to you Gentlemen, as pap 
was to JSfi^Ior, but I know the inuifible fms of your 
wiues hang at your eyedides, and that makes you fo 
heauy headed. 

Tent. If I do take em napping I know what 
He do. 

TIoni. He nap fome of them. 

Tent. That villaine MonoJ^oly, and that fir Gozlin 
treads em all 

Wafer. Wud I might come to that treading. 

Far. Ha ha, fownd I : come Moll : the booke of 
the ficdge of Ojknd, writ by one that dropt in the ac- 
tion, will neiier fell fo well, as a report of the hedge 
between this Grme, this wicked elder and thy felfe, 
an iraprelBon of you two, wold away in a May-morn- 
ing : was it euer heard that fuch tyrings, were brought 
away from a Lord by any wench but thee Moll, with- 
out paying, vnleffe tlie wench connycatcht him 1 go 
thy waies : if all the great Turks Concubins were 
but like thee, the ten-penny-infidell fhould neuer neede 

z 2 
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keep fo many geldings to ney oner em : come flial this 
Weflerne voyage hold my harts ? 

All 3. Yes, yes. 

Far. Yes, yes : Sfoot you fpeake as if you had no 
harts, & look as if you were going weftward indeede : 
to fee how plaine dealing women can pull downe men : 
Moll youle helpe vs to catch Smelts too ? 

Miji. Itift- If you be pleafd. 

Far. Neuer better fin ce I wore a Smock. 

Horn. I fear our oares haue giuen vs the bag. 
Wafer. Good, Ide laugh at that. 

Fa7\ If they haue, would wheres might giue, 4 ieni 
the Bottle : come march whilfl the women ^uble 
their files: Married men fee, theres comfort"; the 
Moones vp : fore Don Fhcebiis^ I doubt we fiiall haue 
a Frofl this night, her homes are fo fliarp : doe you 
not feele it bite. 

Ttnt I do, Ime fure. 

Far. But weele fit vppon one anothers skirts ith 
Boate, and lye clofe in draw, like the hoary Courtier. 
Set on to Brainford now : where if you mcete fraile 
wiues, 

Nere fweare gainfl homes, in vainc dame Nature 
ftriiies. Exeunt, 


ASitis Qidnhis Semna Prima. 

Enter Monopoly^ Whirlepoolc^ Lynjiock, and their 
miues^ ludyth, Mabell, aiid Ciaf% their Eats of. 

Mono. Why Chamberlin? will not thefe Fidlers 
be drawn forth % are they not in tune yet ? Or are the 
Rogues a fraid ath Statute, and dare not trauell fo far 
without a paffe-port ? 

Whir. What Chamberlin ? 

Lyfijl, Wheres mine hofl ? ^hat Chamberlin. 

Enter Chamberlin. 

Cham. Anon fir, heere fir, at hand fir. 
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Mono, Wheres this noife ? what a lowfie Townes 
this ? Has Brainford no mufick int. 

Cham, They are but rozining fir, and theile fcrape 
themfelues into your company prefently. 

Mo7io, Plague a their Cats guts and their fcrap- 
ing : dofl not fee women here, and can we thinkfl 
thou be without a noife then ? 

Cha, The troth is fir, one of the poore inflruments 
caught a fore mifchance laft night: his moft bafe 
bridge fell downe, and belike they are making a 
gathering for the reparations of that 

Whir When they come, lets haue em with apox. 

Cham, Well fir, you fliall fir. 

Mo, Stay Chamberlin : wheres our knight fir Goz- 
lin % wheres fir Gozlm, 

Cham, Troth fir, my mafler, and fir Gozlin are 
guzling : they are dabling together fathom deepe : the 
Knight hath drunke fo much Helth to the Gentleman 
yonder, on his knees, that hee has almofl loft the vfe 
of his legs. 

Jud. 0 for loue, let none of em enter our roome, 
fie. 

Mab, I wild not haue em caft vp their accounts 
here, for more then they meane to be drunke this 
tweluemonth. 

Cla, Good Chamberlin keepe them and their 
Plelthes out of our company. 

Cham, I warrant you, their Helthes ftiali not hurt 
you. • Exit, 

Mo, I, well faid : they^re none of our giuing : let 
em keep their owne quarter ; Nay I told you the man 
would foake him if hee were ten Knights : if he were 
a Knight of Gold theyd fetch him ouer. 

Cla, Out vpon him % 

Whirl Theres a Liefetennant and a Captaine 
amongft em too. 

Mo, Nay, then iooke to haue fome body lie on the 
earth fort ; Its ordinary for your Liefetennant to be 
drunke with your Captaine, and your Capten to caft 
with your Knight. 
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Cla. Bid you neuer hear how fir Fabian Scarcrow 
(euen fuch another) tooke me vp one night before my 
husband being in wine. 

Mab. No indeedc, how was it ? 

Cla. Bat I thinke I tooke him downe with a wit- 
neffe. 

hid. Howl Good Tenter hooke. 

Cla. Nay He haue all your eares take part of it. 

Omni. Come, on then. 

Cla. He vfd to freequent me and my Husband ■ 
diuerfe times ; And at laft comes he out one mornihg 
to my husband, and fayes, maifler Tenter hooke faies 
he, I mufl trouble you to lend mee 200. pound about 
a commodity which I am to deale in, and what was 
that commodity but his knighthood. 

Onin. So. 

Cla. Why you fliall Mailler Scarcrow kiies my good 
man : So within a little while after, Mai Her Fabian 
w^as created Knight. 

Mono. Created a Knight ! thats no good heraldry : 
you mufl fay dubd. 

Cla. And why not Created pray. 

Omn. I wel done, put him downe ats owne 
weapon. 

Cla. Not Created, why al things ’lauc their being 
by creation. 

Lynfl. Yes by my faith ill. 

Cla. But to returne to my tale. 

WhirL I mary ; marke now. 

Cla. When he had climb’d vp this coflly ladder of 
preferment, he disburfes the mony backe agen very 
honorably: comes home, and was by my husbande 
invited to fupper : There fupt with vs befides, another 
Gentleman incident to the Court, one that hadde be- 
ipoke me of my husband to help me into the ban- 
queting houfe and fee the reuelling : a young Gentle- 
man, and that wagge (our fchoolemaifter) maifler Pa- 
rentliefis, for I remember he faid grace, methinks I fee 
him yet, how he turn’d vp the white a’th eie, when he 
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came to the laft Gafpe, and that he was almofl pafl 
Grace. 

Mah. Nay he can doot. 

Cla, All fupper time, my New-minted knight, 
made Wine the waggon to his meat, for it ran downe 
his throat fo fad, that before my Chamber-maid 
had taken halfe vp, he was not fcarce able to fland. 

Mono, A generall fault at Cittizens tables. 

Cla. And I thinking to play vpon him, askt him, 
Sir Fahian Scarcrow quoth I, what pretty Gentle- 
woman wil you raife vp now to ftal her your Lady ? 
but he like a foul-mouthd man, fwore zounds He dal 
neuer a puncke in England. A Lady, theres two 
many already : O fie Sir Fabian (quoth I) will you cal 
her that fiiall bee your wife fuch an odious name 1 and 
then he fets out a throat & fwore agen (like a dink- 
ing breathd knight as he was) that women were like 
liorfes. 

hid. and Mab. 0 filthy knaue. 

Cla. Theycle break ouer any hedge to change 
their padure, tho it were worfe : Fie man fie, (fates 
the Gentlewoman.) 

Mono. Veiy good. 

Cla. And he bridling vp his beard to raile at her 
too, I cut hym ouer the thumbs thus : why fir Fabian 
Smrcrom did I incenfe my husband to lend you fo 
much mony vpon your bare worde, and doe you back- 
bite’my friends, and me to our faces 1 I thought you had 
more perfeuerance ; if you bore a Knightly and a de- 
generoiis mind you would fcorne it : you had wont to 
be more deformable amongd women : Fie, that 3 mule 
be fo humorfonie : here was Nobodie fo egregious 
towardes you fir Fabian ! and thus in good fadnes, I 
gaue him the bed wordes I coulde picke out to make 
him adiamd of his doings- 

WhirL And how tooke he this Corredlion. 

Cla. Verie heauily : for he flept prefen tlie vpont : 
& in the morning was the forried Knight, and I 
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warrant is fo to this daie, that Hues by bread in 
England. 

Mom. To fee what wine and women can do, the 
one makes a man not to haue a word to throw at a 
Dogge, the other makes -a man to eat his owne words, 
tho they were neuer fo filthy. 

Whirl. I fee thefe Fiddlers cannot build vp their 
bridge, that feme Muficke may come ouer vs. 

Lynst No faith they are drunke too, what dials do 
therefore. 

Mono. Sit vp at Cards al night ? 

Mab. Thats Seruingmans fafliion. 

Whirl. Drinke burnt wine and Egs then % 

hid. Thats an exercife for your fub-burbe wenches. 

Cla. No no, lets fet vpon our poffet and fo march 
to bed, for I begin to wax light with bailing my 
Natural deep puld out a mine cies. 

Omn. Agreed : beet fo, the facke poffet and to 
bed. 

Mono. What Chamberlain % I mud take a pipe of 
Tobacco. 

3 . Womm. Not here, not here, not here. 

Mab. He rather loue a man that takes a purfe, 
then him that takes Tobacco. 

Cla. By my little finger He break e al your pipes, 
and bume the Cafe, and the box too, and you drawe 
out your dinking fmoake afore me. 

Mono. Prethee good midris Tcnier/iooke, He ha 
done in a trice. 

Mab. Do you long to haue me fwoune ? 

Mono. He vfe but halfe a pipe introth. 

Cla. Do you long to fee me He at your feet ! 

Mono. Smell toot : tis perfumed. 

Cla. Oh God 1 Oh God ? you anger me : you dir 
my blond : you moue me ; you make mefpoile a good 
face with frowning at you : this was euer your fadiion, 
fo to fmoake my Husband when you come home, that 
I could not abide him in mine eye : hee was a moate 
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in it me thought a month after : pray fpawle in another 
roome : fie, fie, fie. 

Mo, Well, well, come, wecle for once feed hir 
humor. 

Jud. Get two roomes off at lead if you loue vs. 

Mah, Three, three, maifter Ly7iJlocke three. 

Lin. Sfoote weele dance to Norwich, and take it 
there, if yoiile flay till we return e agen % Heeres a 
flir, youle ill abide a fiery face, that cannot endure a 
fmoaky nofe. 

Mo, Come lets fatisfie our appetite. 

Whi, And that wil be hard for vs, but weele do 
our beft. Exeimt. 

Chi. So ; are they departed ? What firing may 
wee three thinke that thefe three gallants harp vppon, 
by luinging vs to this finfull towne of Brainford 1 ha 

Jud. I know what firing they would harpe vppon, 
if they could put vs into tlie right tune. 

Mab. I know what one of em buz^d in mine eare, 
till like a Theefe in a Candle, he made mine eares 
burne, but I fwore to fay nothing. 

Cia. 1 know as verily they hope, and brag one to 
another, that this night theile row weflward in our 
husbands whirries, as wee hope to bee rowd to 
London to morrowe morning in a paire of cares. 
But wenches lets bee wife, and make Rookes of 
them that I warrant are now letting purfenets to cony- 
catch vs. 

Both. Content, 

Cla. They lliall know that Cittizens wines haue 
wit enough to out drip twenty fuch guls ; tho we are 
merry, lets not be mad ; be as wanton as new married 
wiucs, as fanladicke and light headed to the eye, as 
fether-makers, but as pure about the heart, as if we 
dwelt amongd era in Black Fryers. 

Ifab, Weele cate and drinke with em. 

Ciar, Oh yes : eate with era as hungerly as foul- 
diers : drinke as if we were Froes : talke as freely as 
ledors, but doe as little as mifers. Who (like dry 
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Nurfes) haue great breafles but giue no milke. It 
were better we Ibould laugh at their popin-laycs, then 
liue in feaie of their prating tongues : tho we lye all 
night out of the Citty, they fliall nut find country 
wenches of vs : but fince we haue brought em thus 
far into a fooles Paradice, leaue em int : the left dial 
be a dock to maintain vs and our pewfellowes in 
laughing at chridnings, cryings out, and vp fittings this 
12. month : how fay you wenches, haue I fet the Sadie 
on the right horfe. 

BoatJi. O tmll be excellent. 

MaA But how fhall we fliift em off 1 

C/a. Not as ill debtors do their Creditors (with 
good wordes) but as I^awyers do their Clyents when 
their ouerthrown, by fome new knauidi tricke : and 
thus it diall bee : one of vs mud diffcmble to be fud- 
denly very Tick. 

He be die. 

C/ar. Nay, tho we can all diffcmble well, yet Tie be 
the : for men are fo iealous, or rather enuious of one 
anotliers happineffe (Efpecialiy in this out of towne 
gofdpings) that he who dial! mifse his hen, if hce be 
a right Cocke indeede, will watch the other from 
treading. 

J/aA Thats certaine, T know that by my felfe. 

C/a. And like Dog, vnlefse himfelfe might 
eate hay, wil lie m the manger and darue : but heele 
hinder the horfe from eating any : befides it will be as 
good as a Welch hooke for you to keepe out the other 
at ^ the Staues end : for you may boldly dand vppon 
this point, that vnleffe euery mans heeles may bee tript 
vp, you fcorne to play at football 

fud Thats certaine : peace I heare them fpitting 
after their Tobacco. 

C/a. A chaire, a chaire, one of you keepe as great 
a coyle and calling, and as if you ran for a midwife ; 
tho’ther holde my head : whyld I cut my lace. 

MaA Padion of me? maider Mompo/v, maider 
Linjlockt and you be men, help to daw miltris Tenter- 
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hooke : 0 quickly, quickly, Ihees ficke and taken with 
an Agony. 

Enter as Jlie ayes Monopolies Whirlepooks and 
Lynjlocke, 

Oniftd Sick ? How 1 how now ? whats the matter f 

Monop. Sweet Clare call vp thy fpirits. 

Clare. 0 maiHer Monopofys my fpirits whll.not come 
at my calling, 1 am terrible and 111 : Sure, fure, I’me 
llruck with fome wicked planet, for it hit my very 
hart : Oh I feele my felfe worfe and worfe. 

Mono, Some burnt Sack for her good wenches : 
or poflit drink, poxe a this Rogue Chamberlin, one 
of you call him ; how her pulfes beate : a draught 
of Cynamon water now for her, were better than two 
Tankerdes out of the 'Fhames : how now? Ha. 

Cla. Ill, ill, ill, ill, ill 

Mono. Tme accurft to f[)cnd mony in this Towne 
of inicjuity : Ihcres no good thing euer comes out of 
it : and it flands vppon fudi mufly ground, by reafon 
of the Riucr, that I cannot fee how a tender woman 
can do well int Sfoot ? Sick now ? call down now 
tis come to the pufli. 

Cia. My mind mifgiues me that als not found at 
London. 

IFliirle, Poxe on em that be not founde, what need 
that touch you ? 

Cla, I feare youle neuer carry me thither. 

Omni Pub, puh, fay not fo. 

Cla. Pray let my cloathes be vtterly vndone, and 
then lay mce in my bed. 

Lynjl Walke vp and downe a little. ^ 

CM O maifler LynJIock, tis no walking will feme 
my turne : haue me to bed good fweete Miftris 
fuckks I doubt that olde Hag Gillian oi Braineford 
has bewitcht me. 

Mono, Looke to her good wenches. 

Mak I fo we will, and to you too : this was exceh 
lent. Exeunt 
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Whirle, This is flrange. 

Lyyijl. Yillanous fpiteful luck : no matter, tb, other 
two hold byas. 

Whirle, Peace, marke how bees nipt : nothing 
greeues mee fo much as that poore Pyramus here 
mufl haue a wall this night betweene him and his 
Thishe. 

Mono, No remedy trully Troy his : and it greeues 
mee as much, that yoiile want your falfe Creffuia to 
night, for heeres no fir Fandarus to vflier you into 
your Chamber. 

Lynji. He fomon a parlee to one of the Wenches, 
and fee how all goes. 

Mono. No whifpring with the common cnimy by 
this Iron : he fees the Diuell that fees how all goes 
amongft the women to night : Nay Sfoot '1 If 1 Hand 
piping till you dance, damne me. 

Ly7i, Why youle let me call to em but at the key- 
hole. 

Mom, Puh, good maifler Lynjlocke, He not (land 
by whilll you giue Fire at your Key-holes ? He hold 
no Trencher till another feedes : no flirru]) till 
another gets vp : be no doore-keeper. 1 ha not beenc 
fo often at Court, but I know what the back-lide of 
the Hangings are made of. He truil none vnder a 
peece of Tapiflry, viz. a Couerlet. 

Whirl. What will you fay if the Wenches do this 
to gull us ? 

Mono, No matter, He not be doubly guld, by them 
and by you : goe, will you take the leafe of the next 
chamber and doe as I do. 

Both, And whats that ^ 

Mono. Any vilianie in your company, but nothing 
out onk will you fit vp, or lie by’te. 

Whirl. Nay lie fure, for lying is mofl in fafiiion. 

Mono, Troth then ; He haue you before mee. 

Both. It lhall be youres. 

Mono. Yours ifaith : He play laftus with two faces 
& looke a fquinte both wayes for one night 
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Lyn, Well Sir, you lliall be our dore-keeper. 

Mono. Since we muft fwim, lets leape into one 
flood, 

Weele either be all naught, or els all good. Exeimt 


Efiier a noyfe of Fldkrs, following the Ckamberlyn. 

Cham. Come, come, come, follow mee, follow 
mee. I warrant you ha loft more by not falling into 
a found lafl night, than euer you got at one lob fince 
it pleaf d to make you a noife : I can tell you, gold is 
no money with ’hem ; follow me and fum as you goe ; 
you fiiall put fomething into their eares, whiifl I pro- 
uide to put fomething into their bellies. Folio we ciofe 
and fum Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Gozlin a?id Bird-lime puld alojig by him. 

Goz, What kin art thou to Long-Meg of Wefl- 
minfler ? th’art like her. 

Bird. Some-what a like Sir at a blufh, nothing a 
kin Sir, fauing in height of rninde, and that fhe was a 
‘ goodly Woman, 

Goz. Mary Anbree, do not you know me? had 
not I a fight of this fweete Phifnomy at Renifh-wine 
houfe 1 ha laft day ith Stilliard ha 1 whither art bound 
Galley-foifl ? whether art bound ? whence corn’ll thou 
female yeoman-a the gard ? 

Bird. From London Sir. 

Goz. Doll come to keepe the dore Afcapart 

Bird. My reparations hether is to fpeake with the 
Gentlewoman here that dnmke with your worfhippe at 
the Dutch-houfe of meeting. 

Goz. Drunke with mee, you lie, not drunke with 
me : but ’faith what wou’dfl with the Women ? they 
are a bed : art not a mid-wife ? one of hem told mee 
thou wert a night woman. 
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Mufick within : the Fidhrs. 

Bird. I ha brought fome women a bed, in my 
time Sir. 

Gos. I and fome yong-men too, ha’fl not Pandora f 
howe now ! where’s this noyfe. 

Bird, lie commit your worfliip. 

Goz. To the Stockes? art a Iiiflice'? flialt not 
commit mee : dance firfl ’faith, why ferapers, appeare 
vnder the wenches Comicall window, byth’ Lord 1 
Vds Daggers ? cannot fmne be fet a fliore once in a 
raigne vpon your Country quarters, but it muL haue 
fidling 1 what fet of Villaines are you, you perpetuali 
Ragamuffins 1 

Fid. The Towne Confort Sir. 

Goz. Confort with a pox ? cannot the Oiaking of 
the flieets be danc’d without your Town piping 1 nay 
then let al hel rore. 

Fid. I bcfeech you Sir, put vp yours, and wce’lc 
put vp ours. 

Goz. Play you louzie Hungarians : fee, looke the 
Mai-pole is fet vp, weele dance about it : keepe this 
circle Maqmrelle. 

Bird. I am no Mackrell, and ile keepe no Circles, 

Goz. Play, life of Pharao play, the Bawde fliall 
teach mee a Scotch ligge. 

Bird. Bawd 1 I defie thee and thy ligges what- 
foeuer thou art : were I in place where, Ide make thee 
proue thy wordes. 

Goz. I wud proue ’hem Mother beft be trufl : why 
doe not I know you Granam ? and that Siiger-loafe ? 
ha 1 doe I not Magmra. 

Bird. I am none of your Megges, do not nick- 
name me fo : I will not be nickt 

Goz. You will not : you will not : how many of 
my name (of the Glowormes) haue paid for your furr’d 
Gownes, thou Womans broker. 

Bird. No Sir, I fcome to bee beholding to any 
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(.Uo-wornie that lines vppon Earth for my furre : I can 
kcc]”)c my felfe warme without Glowormes. 

Goz, Cauil fing Woochpeckcr % come fmg and 
wake hi cm. 

Bird, Wild 3^ou lliould well know it, I am no 
fmging Woman. 

Goz, ITowlc then! sfoote fmg, or liowle, or lie 
break your Ellrich Egdiell there. 

Bird, My Egge hurts not you, what doe you 
mcanc to florith fo, 

Goz, Sing l\Iac]ge, Madge, fmg Owlet. 

Bird, How can I fmg with fiich a fowre face — I 
am haunted with a caugh and cannot fmg. 

Goz, One of your Inflruments Mowntibankes, 
come, here clutch : dutch. 

Bird, Alas, Sir, Tme an olde woman, and knowe 
not how to clutch an inRrument. 

Goz, l.ooke marke too and fro as I rub it : make 
a noyfe: its no matter: any hunts vp, to waken 
vice. 

Bird, I fliall ncuer rub it in tune. 

Goz, Will you ferape ? 

Bird, So you will let me go into the parties, I will 
fawe, & make a noyfe. 

Goz, Doe then : fhatt into the parties, and part 
'hem : fliat my leane Lmiia, ^ 

Bird, If I mud needes play the Foole in my olde 
dayes, let mee hane the biggefl inftrument, becaufe I 
can hold tliat befl : I fhall cough like a broken 
winded horfe, if I gape once to fmg once. 

Goz, No matter cough out thy Lungs. 

Bird, No Sir, tho Ime olde, and worme-eaten Ime 
not fo rotten — • Cougkes, 

A SONG, 

Will your worfliip be ridde of me now. 

Goz, Faine, as rich-mens heyres would bee ot 
their gowtye dads : thats the hot-houfe, where your 
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pdl'rties are fweating : amble : goe, tell the Hee parties 
I liaue fent ’hem a Mafic to their fliippc. 

Bmi. Yes forfooth He do your errand. Exit 

Goz. Half mufly flill by thundring loue\ with 
what wedge of villanie might I cleauc out an howre 
or two ? Fidlers, come : flrike vp. march before mee, 
the Chamberlaine fliall put a Crowne for you into his 
bill of Items : you lhall fing bawdie fongs vnder euery 
window ith Towne : vp will the Clown cs flart, downe 
come the Wenches, wee’le fet the Men a fighting the 
Women a fcolding, the Dogs a barking, you fliall go 
on fidling, and I follow dancing Lantrera : curry your 
inflruments : play and away. Exit 

Efiicr Tenter-hooke, Hony-fucklc, Wafer, Parenthefis, 
and his wife with Ambiilh and Chambeiiayn. 

Eimy. Serieant AmbnJIt as th’art an honeil fellow, 
fcowle in fome backe roome, till the watch-word be 
giuen for tallying forth. 

AmlK Duns the Moiife. Exit. 

Tent — A little low-woman faiil thou, — in a Veluet- 
cappe-and one of ’him in a Beauer 1 brother Ilonny- 
fiickk^ and brother Wafer^ hearke — they arc they, 

Waf But art fure the}^ husbands are a bed with 
’hem ? 

Cha. ^ I thinke fo Sir, I know not, I left ’hem to- 
gether in one roome : and what diiiifion fell amongR 
’hem, the fates can defcouer not I. 

Tent. Leaue vs good Chamberlaine, wee are fome 
of their friends : leaue vs good Chamberlaine : be 
merry a little : leaue vs honed Chamberlaine— 

Wee are abuzd, wee are bought and fold in Brainford 
Market ; neuer did the fickneffe of one belyed nurfe- 
child, flicke fo cold to the heartes of three Fathers : 
never were three innocent Cittizens fo horribly, fo 
abhominably wrung vnder the withers. 

Both, What fhail wee do ? how fhall wc helpe our 
felues ? 
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Bony. How fhall wc pull this thome out off our 
foote before it rancle % 

Tent Yes, yes, yes, well enough ; one of vs flay 
here to watch ; doe you fee : to watch : haue an eye, 
haue an eare. I and my brother Wafer., and Maifl. 
T/JImiano, will fet the towne in an infurredlion, bring 
hither the Conffable, and his Billmen, breake open 
vpon liem, take ’hem in their wickedneffe, and put 
’hem to their pm*gation. 

Bo^/l Agreed. 

Far. Ha, ha, purgation, 

Tent"^ Wee’le haue ’hem before fome Countrey 
luflice of Coram (for we fcorne to be bound to the 
Peace) and this luflice fhall draw his Sword in our 
defence, if we finde ’hem to be Malefadlors wee’le 
tide ’hem. 

IIo?iy. Agreed : doe not fay, but doo’t come. 

Far. Are you mad ? do you know what you doe ? 
whether will you runne ? 

Ail 3. To fet the Towne an an vprore. 

Far. An vprore ! will you make the Townef-men 
think, that Londoners neuer come hither but vpon 
Saint Ihomqfes niaht ? Say you fhould rattle vp the 
ConEable : thrafh ail the Countrey together, hedge in 
the houfe with Flayles, Pike-ftaues, and Pilch-forkes, 
take your wiues napping, thefe Weflerne Smelts 
nibling, and that like fo many Vulcans^ euery Smith 
fliould difcouer his Venus dancing with Lfars^ in a 
net ? wud this plafler cure the head-ake. 

Tent I, it wood. 

All 3. Nay it fliud. 

Far. Nego JSfego, no no, it ihall bee prou’d vnto 
you, your heads would ake worfe : when women are 
proclaymed to bee light, they flriue to be more light, 
for who dare difproue a Proclamation. 

Tent I but when light Wiues make heauy huf- 
bands, let thefe husbands play mad Hamlet ; and crie 
reuenge, come, and week do fo. 
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Mijl. luji. Pray flay, be not fo heady at my 
intreaty. 

Par. My wife inti'cats you, and I iiitreat you to 
liaue mercy on your felues, though you haue none 
oner the women. He tell you a tale : this laR Chrifl- 
mas a Cittizen and his wife (as it might be one of 
you) were inuited to the Reuelis one night at one of 
the Innes a Court: the husband (hailing buiineffe) 
trulls his wife thither to take vp a roome for him be- 
fore : Ihee did fo : but before ihee went ; doubts a 
rifing, what blockes her husband would Rumble at, to 
hinder his entrance. It was confulted vpon, by what 
token, by what trick, by what banner, or brooch he 
Riould bee knowne to bee hee when hee wrapt at the 
Gate: 

J// S- Very good. 

Par. The croud he was told would be greater, 
their clamors greater, and able to droiinc tlie tliroats 
of a Ihoule of fifliwiucs : he himfclfe tliereforo dcuifes 
an excellent watch-word, and the fignc at which he 
would hang out himfclfe, fhould be a home : he would 
wind his home, and that Riould giue ’hem warning 
that he was come. 

J//. 3. So. 

Par, The torchmen and whifflers had an /fem to 
receaiue him : he comes, ringes out his home with an 
aliarum, enters with a fiiowle, all the houfe rifes 
(thinking fome fowgelder preR in) his wife bluRit, the 
company leRed, the fimple man like a begger going 
to the Rocks laught, as not being fencibie of his own 
difgrace & hereupon the punyes fet downe this decre 
that no man Riall hereafter come to laugh at their 
reuelis (if his wife be entred berore him) vnles he cary 
his home about him. 

Wqf. He not trouble them. 

Par. So if you trompet a broad and preach at the 
market croffe, you wiues Riame, tis your owne Riame. 

A& What lhall we doe then 1 
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For. Take my councell, lie aske no fee fort : bar 
out boll : banifli mine holies, beate away the Cham- 
berlin, let the ofllers walke, enter you the chambers 
peaceably, locke the dores gingerly, looke vpon 
your wiues wofully, but vpon the euili-doers, moil 
wickedly. 

Tent. What iliall wee reap by this. 

Par. An excellent harueil, this, you fhall heare 
the poore moufe-trapt-guilty-gentlemen call for mercy ; 
your wiues you fhall fee kneeling at your feet, and 
weeping, and wringing, and blufliing, and curfmg 
Brainford and ciymgpardofta moy^ par dona moy^ par- 
dona moy, whilfl you haue the choife to lland either as 
fudges to condemne 'hem, beadles to torment 'hem, or 
confeffors to abfolue 'hem. And what a glory will it 
be for you 3 . to kiffc your wiues like forgetfull hus- 
bands, to exhort and forgiue the young men like pitti- 
fuil fathers ; then to call for oares, then to cry hay for 
London, then to make a Supper, then to drowne all 
in Sacke and Suger, then to goe to bed, and then to 
rife and open fliop, where you may afke any man what 
he lacks with your cap off, and none fhall perceiue 
whether the brims wring you. 

Tent Weele raife no townes. 

Jdbny. No, no, lets knock iirfl. 

Wa. I thats beft lie fomon a parle. — knocks. 

Cla. Whofe there? haue you flock-fifh in hand 
that you beat fo hard : who are you % 

Tent Thats my wife ; let lujimiana fpeak for al 
they know our Tongues. 

Cla, What a murren aile thefe colts, to keepe fuch 
a kicking ? Monopoly. 

Par. Yes. 

Cla. Is M. Lynjiock vp too, and the Captaine. 

Par. Both are in the field : will you open your 
dore ? 

Cla. 0 you are proper Gamflers to bring falfe 
dice with you from London to cheat your felues. Ill 
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poffible that 3 fhaliowe women fhould gul 3, fuch 
Gallants. 

Tent What meanes this. 

Cla. Haue we defied you vpon the wals all night 
to open our gates to you ith morning. Our honefl^ 
husbands they (filly men) lie praying in their beds now/ 
that the waters vnder vs may not be rough, the tilt that 
couers vs may not be rent, & the llrawe about our feete 
may keepe our prittylegs warme. I warrant they walk 
vpon Queen-hiue (as Lcander did for Hm^o) to watch 
for our landing, and fhould we wi’ong fuch kind 
hearts ? wud we might euer be trobled with the tooth- 
ach then. 

Tent This thing that makes fooles of vs thus, is 
wife. Knockes. 

Mah. I, I knock your bellies full, we hugg one 
another a bed and lie laughing till we tickle againe to 
remember how wee fent you a BatTowling. 

Waf. An Almond Farrat : that's my Mfahs voice, I 
know by the found. 

Par. Sfoote you ha fpoild halfc already, & youle 
fpoile al, if you dam not vp your mouths villanie ! 
nothing but villany, Ime afraid they hauc fmelt your 
breaths at the key hole, & now they fet you to catch 
Flounders, whilfi in the meane time, the conciipifcen- 
tious Malefadors make ’em ready & take London 
napping. 

Al 3. He not be guld fo. 

Ten. Shew your felues to be men, and breake open 
dores. 

Par. Breake open dores, and fiiew your felues to 
be beafts : if you break open dores, your wiues may lay 
flat burglary to your charge. 

IIo 7 iy. Lay a pudding j burglarie. 

Par. Will you then turne Coridons bccaufe you 
are among clowns ? fhal it be faid you haue no braines 
being in Bramford. 

M. Parenthefis we will enter and fet vpon ’em. 
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Par. Well do fo ; but enter not fo that all the 
countrey may crie fhame of your doings : knocke 
^hem downe, burfl open Erebus^ and bring an old houfe 
ouer your heads if you do. 

Waf, No matter, weele beare it of with head & 
ihoulders. kn. 

Mab. You cannot enter indeed la, gods my pitti- 
Idn our 3 huf bands fomon a parlee ; let that long old 
woman cither creepe vnder the bed or elfe ftand vp- 
right behind the painted cloth. Exit 

Waf. Doe you heare : you Mabel : 

Mab. Lets neuer hide our heads now, for we are 
defcouered. 

Hony. But all this while, my HonyfucMe appeares 
not 

Far. Why then two of them haue pitcht their 
tents there & yours lies in Ambufeado with your enemy 
there. 

Hony. Stand vpon your gard there, whilfl I bat- 
ter here. Jmock. 

Mom. Who's there ? 

Far. Hold, He fpeake in a fmall voice like one of 
the women • here's a friend ; are you vp ? rize, rize ; 
flir, flirre. 

Mono. Vds foote, what Weafell are you ? are you 
going to catch Quailes, that you bring your pipes with 
you. He fee what troubled Ghoft it is that cannot 
fleepe. Lookes out 

Tent O Main. Monopoly God faue you. 

Mono. Amen, for the laft time I fawe you, the Diuell 
was at mine elbow in Buffe, what 1 3 mery men, & 3. 
mery men, & 3. merry men be we too. 

Hon. How do's my wife M. Monop. 

Mom. Who % my ouerthwart neighbour : paffing 
well ; this is kindly don : Sir Gozlin is not far from 
you : wee’le ioyne our Armies prefently, here be rare 
fields to walke in-Captaine rize, Captain Lynjlock 
beflir your flumps, for the Phikjiim are vpon vs. 

Exit. 
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Tent, This Monopoly is an arrant knauc, a cogging 
knaue, for all liees a Courtier, if Monopoly bee fufferd 
to ride vp and downe with other mens wines, hce’ie 
vn-do both Citty and Countrcy. 

Enter the three wines. 

Par. Mol^ maske thy felfe, they fliall not know 
thee. 

All How now fweet hearts, what make you 
here. 

Waf. Not that which you make here. 

Tent. Mary you make Bulls of your husbands. 

Cla. Buzzards do we not % out you yellow infirmi- 
ties: do ai flowers fliew in your eyes like Colum- 
bines. 

Waf. Wife what faies the Collier ? is not thy Soule 
blacker then his coaies I how docs the child ? howe 
does my flefli and bloud wife ? 

Mak Your flcfli and bloud is very well rccoucrcd 
now moufe. 

Waf I know tis : the Collier has a fack-full of 
newes to empty. 

Te?it Clare Where be your two ringes with Dia- 
monds ? 

Clare. At hand fir, here with a wet finger. 

Tent, I dreamt you had lofl hem-— what a pro- 
phane varlet is this flioulder clapper, to lye thus vpon 
my wife & her ringes. 

Enter Monopoly, Whyrlpoole a?id Lynflock. 

All 3. Saue you gentlemen ; 

Tait. Bony. Waf, And you and our wiues from 
you. 

Mhia, Your wiues haue faucle themfeliies for one. 

Tmt Main. Mojiapoly, iho I meet you in hie Ger- 
many^ I hope you can vnderflaiid broken Englifli, 
haue you difehargd your debt 
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Mono, yes Sir : with a dubie charge, your Harpy 
that fct his ten commandements vpon my backe had 
2. Dyamondes to faue him harmles. 

Tent of you Sir. 

Mofio. Me Sir, do you think there be no dyamond 
courtiers. 


Enter Ambufh. 

Te7it. Sargent AmhuJIi iffue forth, Mojiopoly He cut 
off your conuoy niaifl, Sargant Amhujh^ I charge you 
as you hope to receaue comfort from the fmell of 
Macc fpeake not like a Sargent, but deale honeflly, of 
whome had you the dyamondes. 

A mb. Of your wife Sir if Ime an honefl man. 

Cla. Of me you peuter-buttoned rafcall. 

Mono. Sirra you that Hue by noticing but the canon 
of poultry. 

Cia. Schoole Maifler harke heither. 

Mo 7 io. Where are my lems and pretious flones that 
wore my bale. 

An:b. Forth comming Sir tho your mony is not, 
your creditor has hem. 

Par. Excellent ; peace, why M. Tentcrhooke, if the 
dyamondes be of the reported value, He pale your 
moiiy receaue ’em, keepe ’hem till Maifl. Mofiopoly be 
falter ith purfe : for Maifl. Monopoly I know you wil 
not be long empty Mafl. Monopoly. 

Cia. Let him haue ’hem good Tenterhooke, where 

are they. 

Te7ii. At home, I lockt ’hem vp. 

Enter Birdlime. 

Bird. No indeed for-footh, I lockt ’hem vp, & 

thos are they your wife has, and thofe are they your 
husband (like a bad liuer as he is) would haue giuen 
to a neice of mine, (that lies in my houfe to take phi- 
fick) to haue committed fielhly treafon with her. 
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Tent. I at your hoiifc — you old — 

Bird. You perdy, and that lioiicll batc'ldlcr^ neiier 
call me old for the matter, 

Ind. Motheily woman hccs my lnis])aml and no 
Jjatchclers buttons arc at his doiiblctt. 

Bird, laSj I f])cake Innocently and that Icanc gen- 
tleman fet in his flaffo there: Ilut as ime a finncr. 
both I and the yong woman had an eye to the inayiie 
chance, & tho they brought tuore a bout liciii than 
capten CandiJIds voiage came to, they dioiikl not, nor 
could not (viiles I had bin a naughty woman) haue 
entred the ftraytes. 

All 3. Hauc we fmelt you out foxes. 

Cla, Doe you come after vs with hue and cry when 
you are the theeues your Scliics. 

hid. Murder I fee cannot be hid, but if this old 
Sybill of yours fpeake oracles, for my pari, He be 
like an Almanacke that threatens nothing ])iit foule 
wether. 

TmL That bawd has bin danibd. 500 times, and 
is her word to be taken. 

Bar. To be dambd once is enough, for any one of 
her coate. 

Bird. Why Sir, what is my coat that you fitt thus 
vpon my Scirts. 

Par. Thy Coat is an ancient Coat, one of the 
feauen deadly fmnes, put thy coat full to making ; 
but do you heare, you mother of lni([uily, you that 
can loofe and find your eares when you lift go, faile 
with the reft of your baudie-traffikers to the place of 
fixe-penny Sinfulneffe the fubvrbes. 

Bird. I fcornc the Sinfulneffe of any fubvrbes in 
Chriflendom tis wcl knowne I haue vp-rizers, and 
downe-lyers within the Citty, night by night, like a 
prophane fellow as thou art 

Par. Right, I know thou hafl, 11 c tell you Gentle- 
folkes, theres more refort to this Fortune-teller, then 
of forlorne wines married to old. husbands, and of 
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Grecnc-fickncffe Wenches that can get no husbands 
to the hoiife of a wife Woman. Shee has tricks to 
kec]>e a vaiiiting houfe vndcr the Lawes nofe. 

Bird. II10U clofl the Lawes nofe wrong to bely 
nice fo. 

Par. For cither a cunning woman has a Chamber 
in }ier houfe or a Pliifition, or a pklure maker, or an 
Attorney, becaufc all thefc are good Clokes for the 
rainc. And then if the female party that’s cliented 
aboue-Staircs, be yong, Shees a Squires daughter of 
lowe degree, that lies there for phificke, or comes vp 
to be placed with a Counteffe : if of middle age, 
fhees a Widow, and has futes at the terme or fo. 

Iiul O fie vpon her, burne the witch out of our 
company. 

Cla. Lets hem her out off Brainford, if fliee get 
not the fafler to London. 

Mab. O no, for Gods fake, rather hem her out off 
London and let her kcepe in Brainford flill. 

Bird. No you cannot hem me out of London ; had 
I known this your rings fliould ha bin poxt er-I wud ha 
toucht ’hem : I will take a paire of Oares, and ieaue 
you. Exit 

Far. Let that mine of intemperance bee rakt vp in 
duft and allies, and now tell me, if you had rayfed the 
Towne, had not the tiles tumbled vpon your heads : 
for you fee your Wiues are cliafl, thefe Gentlemen 
ciuill, all is but a merriment, all but a May-game ; fhe 
has her Diamonds, you fliall liaue your money, the 
child is recouered, the falfe Collier difeouered, they 
came to Brainford to be merry, you were caught in 
Bird-lime ; and therefore fet the Hares-head againfl 
the Goofe-giblets, put all inflruments in tune, and 
euery husband play muficke vpon the lips of Ms Wife 
whilll I begin firfl. 

Omni. Come wenches bee’t fo. 

Cla. Mift. lujlinimio ifl you were afham’d all this 
while of Hiewiiig your face, is fhe your wife Schoole- 
maifler. 
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Par. Looke you, your Schoolc-niaifler lias bin in 
France^ and lofl his hayre, no more Pam/fZ/efis now, 
but IiiJimianOj I will now play the Merchant with you. 
Looke not flrange at her, nor at nice, the flory of vs 
both, fliall bee as good, as an olde wiucs talc, to cut 
off our way to London. 

Enter Chamberlain. 


How now •? 

Cham. Alas Sir, the Knight yonder Sir GozUn has 
almoft his throat cut by Powlterers and TowneL 
men and rafcalls, & all the Noife that went with him 
poore fellowes haue their Fidlc-cafes piild ouer their 
eares. 

Onm. Is Sir Gozlm hurt ? 

Cham. Not much hurt Sir, but he blccdes like a 
Pig, for his crownc^s crackt 

Ltd. Then has he beene twife cut ith head fincc we 
landed, once with a Pottle-pot and now with old 
iron. 

Par. Gentlemen haflen to his refeue fome, whilft 
others call for Oares. 

Omni. Away then to London. 

Par. Farewell Brainford. 

Gold that buyes health, can neucr be ill fpent, 

Nor howres laid out in hamieleflc merynicnt. 

Exemit, 

Finis Adi. Qumt. 


SONG. 


O Ares, Oares, Oares, Oares : 

To London hay, to Londoti hay : 
Hoiji vp fayles and lets away, 
for the fafejibay 
For vs to land is London (hores. 
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Oares, Oares, Oares^ Oares : 
Quickly JJiall wee get to Land, 
If you, if you, if you, 

Lend vs but halfe a hand. 

0 lend vs halfe a ha7id. 
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Exeunt. 


FINIS. 




NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Page 5. 

Ik joyne 

Mv force to yoim^ to flop this violent torrent : 

The old editions read ‘‘ torment but fee the enfuing fpeech 
of the. Duhe for a jiiftificalion of the very obvious corredion 
made, which has the high authority of Mr. Dyce. 

Page 6. 

yoilk bleed three pottles of Aligant, 

Le., a red wine of AUcant, in the province of Valencia. Our 
caiiy writers commonly fpelt the word thus. 

Page 10, 

I ha read Albert ns Jlfog^ms and Aridotlis Emblemes. 

Tn Dodfley’s Old Plays, and in Mr. Dyce’s Edition of Mid- 
dleton, the word « Emblemes ” is altered to Protkvu. An ab- 
fnrdbook called The Problems of Ari^ile, mth other PMofo- 
pliers and Phyfdions, was pixblilhed in 1595. 

Page ii. 

Coz thafs the gulling word betweene the CUiizens wines and their 

^adcaps^ thod man km to th£ garden, 

All the editions, except that of 1605, read old dames m- 
llead of madcaps. 

Page 12. 

if / fret not his guts, beg me for afoole, 

« Bv the old common law there is a writ de idiota in^irmdo, 
to inquire whether a man be an idiot or not ; which miA be 
tLd by a jury of twelve men, and if they find him pirus tdwta, 
die profits of his lands, and the cuftody of his perfon, may be 
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gi-anted by the fovereign to fome fubjecSl who has, intercR cnougli 
to obtain them. This power, though of late veiy rarely excited, 
is Rill alluded to in common fpcech by that ufuai cxpreffion of 
begging a man for a’fool.”— Blackstone’s Commentaries, vol. 

P- 303- 

Page 12. 

Ah, 'tis neerc /pent. 

All the old editions read ** meere.” The corredion was made 
by Mr. Dyce. 

Page 12, 

Softly, fee Dodor : what a coldljh hcate 
Spreads over all her body. 

This reading is peculiar to the edition of 1603. The firil 
edition and all the later editions have, ** Softly fweet 
Dodor.” 

Page 12. 

threao an icie rujl 
On her exterior parts, 

Mr. Dyce suggeils ** cruft,” inftcad of rail, as probably the 
true reading 5 but he has not ventured to introduce this emenda- 
tion into the text 

Page 13. 
fuknes pale hand 

Laid hold on thee even m the midft of feafimg, 

Ajid when a mp crowned with thy lovers health 
Bad touchd thy lips, a fericibU cold dew 
Stood on thy cheelies, as if that death had wept 
To fee fitch heaiiiie alter. 

So the excellent edition of 1605. The other editions inftead 
of ** midft read deadd, a corruption perpetuated in Dodlley’s 
Old Plays. The word, fays Nares in his Gloffary, ‘‘ is but awk- 
wardly applied to the height or meridian of fcafting, which fuiely 
has nothing dead in it.” Perhaps the mifprint arofe from the 
compofitor’s eye having caught the word death in the next line but 
two. 

In the laft line of the above paflage alfo, all the editions ex- 
cept that of 1605 read, “ dtered” inftead of alter. 
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Page 14. 

La you now, 'tis well good, knaues. 

So the edition of 1605. All the other editions, “’tis well God 

knowes !” 

Page 14. 

Dodior this place where Jhe fo oft hath fcene 
His lively prefenccy hurts her does it not ? 

Ed. 1605, ** hurts.” Other editions, “haunts.’* 

Page 16. 

A Jpleene not fo big as a taver?ze token. 

‘‘ During the reign of Queen Elizabeth very little brafs or copper 
money was coined by authority. F or the convenience of trade, vic- 
tuallers and other tradefinen were therefore permitted without any 
reflri< 5 lion, to coin fmall money or tokens^ as they were called, 
which were ufed for change. Thefe tokens were very fmall 
pieces, and probably at firft coined chiefly by tavern-keepers ; 
from whence the exprcffion a tavern- fokeji might have been origi- 
nally derived.” — Reed. *'That mofl: of them would travel to 
the tavern, may be cafily fuppofed, and hence, perhaps, the 
name. Their iifual value feems to have been a faithing.” GIF- 
FORD, note on lien Jonfon’s Works, I, 30. 

Page 22. 

Blurt 07 Z your fentenccs. 

An exclamation of contempt, equal to — a fig for. 

Page 22. 

/ha doneyozz rghi on my tJmmh 7 iaile. 

In NaflTs Pierce Pennilcjfe, 1595, a marginal note explains the 
words ‘^drinke fuper nagulunt ” to be “a deuife of drinking new 
come out of Fraunce, which is, after a man hath tumd vp the 
bottome of the cup, to drop it on his naile and make a pearle 
with that is left, which if it fired and he cannot make fland on, 
by reafon there’s too much, he mull drinke againe for his pen- 
ance.” 

Page 23. 

a womants well holft up with fuch a meacocke ; I had rather 
have a husband that would fwaddle me thrice a day. 

Meacock is a timorous, daftardly creature. Swaddle is to ftrap, 
to beat foundly. 



,;(»S 

A fort of cnut term: Urlbtu'Ut apjilus if to Rn ! it 
page 26. 

Pao.k 25* 

fr^vvV wr r.ufKui;:J ptsla'i, 

TliR inrtrninont, of whioh nu'ufum u foNjOiofh in ’ 'o r‘ fho 
Elizabethan vvntci;», is futnetimes e.illi* I ,i /<■/,;• /U'l at s > ' 
Hick. It was nh'ii to ailjnll tlir j'hu. ut raft , h \\> fc 
then |t;cnerany w'orn by the hulie-, S(i»uo lav » t!s;t fbt 1 '*•• v* 
///rX’j were inatlc of wood or lu^ae niitti atsai? 1571, v. len tS.i y 
began to be made tleel, thu they tnijfht be ui^d’e't. 1’fr' 
^'chafing-dilb,” mentioned in the le\t, wis f-a tlsf i-iryote tf 
heating them, 

r\(,t ,uk 

Marry inutVe ..*r. lea rea -'a /.vA, ,.'i. 

An cxprelfum ot eontejnpt \i.!tnh tietpieinl^ meni .nnnn < aUy 
writers, It is use<l a|tam at paye {,* m 1 tin * plav 

i’AUi: 2b, 

AV/r; u\tfK\ 

The word ‘'Sinjf’ is pr«d)ably a tiageMiurfboUi iiteiimg lo 
the ballad Bellafrout comnnaiee.s^ 

bAib>. 27. 

AVf' I'/e, I . 

A corruption of be./’.v mv /k(\\ ;in expo In. *u i.f u hn h Ih R.i • 
front atterwmd.s mains nli; in this feene (I'.'pe .up, SH 4,, 
fpearc puts intt> the mi»nlh of Imne, ru (rvjnlubu, , 

a<5Hv, fc. 2.) 

bAOK 27. 

//(mb' tuwffh^ //ph' .//e, A: 

Kogei alludes to the eandK* wsih uluih la* ha Pujk' 4, i pu, 
l)are l)ekker*s ,Satiro“inalli\ (v<»l. R p. jpj), <* | R 

Camik {w/d'/i k none 0 / <fW\s ' 

bAUK 

//i/e, /‘<>u 

A beverage enmpur, d p;eiu:mlly ..t u *! wm , I tu u«e», , ,a 

™te» with tpices ami iugat,<«<iianH,,| tfio.mdt i 
bag. 
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Page 28. 

danced the Canaries. 

A quick and lively dance, frequently mentioned by our early 
writers. By the example in the opera Dioclefia 7 t, fet to mufic by 
Purcell, the air appears to have been a very fprightly movement 
of two reprifes or ftrains, with eight bars in each. (See Haw- 
kins’s Hijlory of MnfCy iv. 391). 


Page 29. 

ihs fweet Oliuer will eate Mntto7t till he be ready to burjl. 

“ This epithet,” remarks Gifford, ‘‘ almofl always accompanies 
the mention of this gentle rival of the mad Orlando in fame.” 

Ih. 

fet him beneath the fait. 

This refers to the manner in which our anceftors were feated 
at their meals. The tables being long, the fait- cellar-— of a very 
large fize — was commonly placed about the middle, and ferved 
as a kind of a boundaiy to the different quality of the guefls in- 
vited. Thofe of diflindlion were ranked above ; the fpace below 
was affigned to the dependants or inferior relations of the mailer 
of the houfe. 


Ib. 

Roger comes m fadly hehindc them, with a pottle pot, and Jlands 
aloofe off. 

“ This expreffion,” fays Mr. Dyce, “ is twice ufed by Middle- 
ton in Michaehnas Term, and its repetition here is a flight confir- 
mation, if any were needed, of the correclnefs of Henflowe’s 
ftatement” {L e., that Middleton wrote part of the prefent play). 
But fee Dekker’s Whore of Babylon [fupra p. 211) for a fimilar 
llage-dire( 5 lion ; ‘‘Titania and her maids Jlanding alofeB See 
alfo The Roaring Girle [Vol. III., p. 208], a play certainly 
written by Deldcer and Middleton in conjunction: ^‘Laxton 
muffled a loofe offl^ It was probably nothing more than a 
common phrafe of the time. 


B B 
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Page 29. 

A Porter ratine a litle at me. 

Spell in the firft two editions ‘‘litle which Mr. Dyce fug- 
gells is probably a niifprint for tilt, though he has not ventured 
to make the emendation in the text. 

Page 32. 

y'are heft come like a madwoman, without a band, in your wall- 
coat. 

i, e., as Nares explains in his Gloffaiy, in that alone, without 
a gown or upper drefs. The lower women of PcUafroiills clafs 
were generally fo attired, and were hence called waifteoateers. 

Page 33. 

Ballard wine. 

Henderfon, in his Hiflory of Wines, oblervcs ; “ 'riiat this was 
a fweetilh wine, there can be no doubt ; and that it came from 
fome of the countries which border the Mediterranean, appears 
equally certain.” He fuppofes it ajqn-oached to the mufcadel 
wine in flavour, and was made from a bajlard fpecics of mufea- 
dine grape. 

3 . 

Ro. Be hue hut otte, therms otic alreadie here* 

He means Hippolito : woodcock was a cant term for a foolidi 
fellow. 


Page 39. 

Fudigo enters, walking by. 

It mufl be remembered that the fltops in London (and of Lon- 
don only our author thought) were formerly “open,’’ and refem- 
blcd booths or flails at a fair. 

Page 40, 

And how, how ift thou fquall? 

“This word,” fays Mr. Dyce, “which feems to be etjui valent 
to wench, is by no means common ; Middleton ufes it fevtiral 
times ; and its occurrence here is another proof that he was con- 
cerned in the compofition of the prefent drama.” 



Page 42. 

t/ie pojls of his gate are a painting too, 
i. e.f he mil fooii be Iheriff. At the door of that officer large 
polls, on which it was cuftomary to flick proclamations, were 
ahv'ays fet up. 

3 . 

you Flat-cap, where be tJiefc whites ? 

The citizens of London, both mailers and joume3nnen, con- 
tinued to weare flat round caps long after they had ceafed to be 
falliionable, and were hence in derifion termed flat-caps. 

Page 46. 
the Fine impos'd 

For an un-^owned Senator^ is about 

Forty Cmzadoes. 

A cruzado is a Portuguefe coin, ftmck under Alphonfus V. 
about 1457, at the time when Pope Calixtus fent thither a bull 
for a cmfade againft the infidels. It had its name from a crofs 
which it bears on one fide, the arms of Portugal being on the 
other. It varied in value at different times. 

Page 47. 

I am with child to vex him, 

i, 6'., I long greatly : compare Dekker’s Shomaka's Holiday. 

Page 51, 

You^ goody PunckCy fubaudi Cockatrice. 

In Middleton’s Family of Love^ Mr. Dyce has pointed out, 
occui'S the expreffion — “Love, fubaudi Ixdhf — “ another paral- 
lellifm which Ihews the hand of Middleton in the prefent play.” 

Page 55. 

Indeed thats hai^der to come by then ever was Ollend. 

The fiege of this place is frequently alluded to in our old 
writers. It was taken by the Marquis of Spinola on the 8th 
September, 1604, after it had held out three years and ten weeks. 
Vide infra Wejhmrd Hoe (p. 284): “ how long will you holde 
out thinke you, not fo long as 0 fiend'' 


B B 2 
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Page 57. 

mary'bones mid Potato pies kcepc me for ?}iedihi^ 7 tnth hr. 
Potatoes were formerly eftccmcci a flron" provocative : fee the 
long d>xidimjinidivc note of Collins {i. e.j Steevens) appended to 
Iroihis and Crcjjlda : — Maloneys Shakefpeare (by Bofwell), viii, 
450. 

Ib. 

Fata fi Uceat mihi^ 

From Seneca, — CEdipus, 882. 

Page 62. 

Twcrc a good Comedy of Errors that faith 
An allufion probably to Shakefpeare*s play of that name. 

Page 63. 

JVay let me atone to play my ^nahrs prize, 

A quibble. In the art of fencing there were three (h'tp-ecs ■— 
a Matter* a ProvoUbs, and a Scholar’s, for each of whic'lu; prize 
was played publicly. 

Page 64. 

this chaint and welted Ginmie, 

Barret, in his Alveark, explains the word gard as fyno- 
nymous with or welt A welled gaum isHicrcfore one 
ornamented with purfles or fringe. They are often mentioned in 
our old writers. 

Page 72. 

what fates the painted cloth ? 

Cloth or canvafs painted in oil with a variety of devices, and 
verfes inlerfperfed : fee Note on Dekker’s Magnificent Enter- 
tainment (fupra^ Vol. I, p. 337). 

Page 76. 

heiooke h-ead and fall by this light, that he would neuer oien 
Ms lips. 

Bread and fait, according to ancient ciiftom, were eaten by 
thofe who took oaths. 
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Page 78. 

Enter Towne like a fweeper, 

Towne was the name of the ador who played this part : there 
were two performers fo called, — John and Thomas Towne : fee 
Collier’s Hiftory of Englifh Dram. Poet. I, 318, 351. 

Page 83. 

height come aloft I acke. 

The exclamation of a mafter to an ape that had been taught to 
tumble and play tricks. 

Ib. 

This was her fchoole^mailiert and taught her to play vpon the 
VirginalSt and Jiill his facks leapt vp, np. 

The virginals was an inflmment of the fpinnet kind : for a 
correct: defcription of it fee Nares’ Gloffary. In a note on the 
Second Part of this drama Steevens cites from Lord Bacon : “ In 
a virginal as foon as ever the jack falleth and toucheth the firing, 
the found ceafeth.” 

Ib. 

Herds an almond for Parr at, 

A proverbial expreffion by no means uncommon. It occurs in 
Skelton, and is the title of a pamphlet by Nalh. See alfo Dek- 
ker’s Old Eortu^uiius (Vol, I, p. 89), and the note thereupon 
p. 328. 

Ib, 

a rope for Parrat, 

Another proverbial expreffion. Taylor, the water poet, has an 
epigram beginning — 

“ Why doth the Parrat cry a Rope, a Rope ? 

Becaufe bee’s cagkl in prifon out of hope.” 

Page 85. 

Wedll run at barley-hrcake fird, and you fhall be in hell. 

Barley-break, or the lafl couple in hell, was a game played by 
fix people, three of each fex, who were coupled by lot. 

See Gifford’s Maffmger I, 104 (ed. 1813). 



Pa(jk 87. 

0 h‘avi' Auhur of Bradley. 

An allufioii to the old ballad of that name, wlucli is piiuted in 
* An xVnlidole agalnfl Melancholy, made up in pills,' 1661. 

Page 97. 

S. PatriclvC you kmmt Irc/rcs Piiri^atory. 

Saint Palrick’s Pin*gatory was a cavern in the foiithcm pait of 
the county of Donegall, much frerpieulcd by pilgrims. 


Ib. 

Footmen to Noblemen ond others. 

When this play was written many bhiglini “noblemen and 
others ” had Irifli running footmen in their fei vice. So in CnpiPs 
Whirliy^ig (i6t6), Come thou hafl fueh a running wil, 'I is like 
an VrJ/h foote boyP In Biath wait’s St>appado for the Pine! I 

(1615),' 

For fee thofe thin breech /nth loehies runne,” 
and in DekkeiV FnN'iJ/i' VUtantes fix f vend itnns pied to death 
(1632), “The Deiiils foote -man wa.s very nimble of bis hecles, 
for no wUd IrlJ/iman could outrun ne him P 

Ik 

fight more defperate/y then fxteenc Dnnkerhes. 
privateers of Dunkirk. So Shirley, — “was ta’en at fea by 
Dunkirks.” Works II, 42S. 


Ik 

our Country Bona Robaes, 

Sec Note in Chapman's Dramatic Works, Vol I, p. 341.. 
Page 99. 

Wkatfockin^s hone you put on this morning, iMadam / if they 
be not yellmo, change them, 

Lodovico means, it Is time for jam to ho jonlous : “ Sinco Citi- 
zens wiucs fitted their husl)autls with ro/Zoro is not within 
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the memory of man.*' Dekker’s Owles Almanache^ i6i8. The 
word ‘‘ yellows ” was frequently ufed for jealoufy. 

Page 103. 

I eate Snakes, 7 ny Lord, I eate Snakes, 

A fuppofed receipt for reftoring youth. 

Ib. 

He that makes gold his wife, hut not his whore, &:c. 

“The turn of this,” fays Charles Lamb, “is the fame with 
lago’s definition of a deferving woman ; ^ She that was ever fair 
and never proud,* &c. The matter is fuperior.” 

Page 109. 

Ifs rather a long pike faff againfi fo many bucklers without 
pikes. 

The ancient bucklers had a prominent fpike, and fometimes a 
pidol in the centre of them. 

Ib, 

The Souldier has his Murren, 

i.e., mimnon or morion, a head-piece or cap of fleel. Ten* 
nyfon ufes the word 

“fiione 

Their morions, walh'd with morning, as they came.** 

Page no. 

How would this long Gowne with this fteeple JIurw'l 
Of fuch hats Stubbes fpeaks in the Anato 77 iie of Abtdfes, 1585. 
* Sometimes they ufe them fharp on the croune, pearking up like 
the fpere or flaaft of a fteeple, ftanding a quarter of ayarde above 
the crowne of their heads, fome more, fome lefs, as pleafe the 
phantafies of their unconflant mindes.* 

Page 112. 

the difeafe calPd the Mother, 
i.e., hjrfterical pafiion. 

Page 113. 

I Jlmdd ha made a wry mouth at the world like a Playfe. 

The wry mouth of the plaice was a favourite allufion with our old 
writers : fee, for exampk, Nafli’s Leftten Stuff (1599} : “ None, 



won the day in tliis but the hcrrii\i^, whom all tlunr clamorous 
fulTrages fainted with Vive Ic Roy, God lave the King, — favc 
only the and the butt, that mtif/c wry mouths at him^ and 

for their mocking have 7c>rjf mouths ever fince.” 

rAGK H3, 

Ok^uhen Mzic? 

Or, as it is fometimes fpelt, hezzte. lie means to fay, When 
tliall I have an opportunity to drink to excels ? 

Page 127. 

Jlie praks you to rhig him hy this toheu^ a?id fo you Jkall bo /are 
his nofc 7oiU uot be rooting other mens pajliircs. 

To prevent fwinc fiom doing mifehief, it is ufual to put lings 
through their noftrily. 

Page 128. 

That Tnjh Shackatory beats'^ the bujh for him. 

i.e., hound. So in The Wamtcriji'^ -^for ’'rime, though 
he be an old man, is an excellent foolmnn : \\n Jhat katory comes 
neerehim, if hec once get the flail, hoe’s gone, and you gone 
tood 

Page 131. 
a Jhay-haired Cur ? 

Shakcfpearc lieflows the fame epithet on a kern of Ireland in 
the Second Part of King neniy VI., ai^l iii., fc. i. 

IIk 

fo fhall not thy dif grace. 

Old edition “ fliall thy difgrace f but fee Infelice’s repetition 
of the paffage in the next page. 

3 , 

As for your Iri/h Lubrican. 

Compare Drayton's Nimphidia : 

Cy the Mandrake’s dreadfull groaues, 

By the Lubrican’s fad moaiies.” 

IIk 

didd thou bake Hookes. 

Old ed. ‘^Hlawkcs.” The cmenvlation was made by Mr. 
Dycc. 



Page 131. 

Two wooes m that Shreech-owtes language f 
A play on the word which expreffes the note of the owl, as in 
Tennylbn : — 

Not a whit of thy tn-whoo, 

Thee to woo to thy tu-whit” 

Xb. 

then the wild Iriflt Dart was throwfu. 

An allufion to the darts carried by the Irifh running footmen. 

Ib, 

but at length thus was charnCd. 

Old ed. ^Hhis.” The correction is made on the authority of 
Mr. Dyce. 

Pafe 132. 

a CounUy where no venom profpers* 

Saint Patiick, according to the legend, having purged Ireland 
from all venomous creatures. 

Page 134. 

Jhall I walke in a Plimouth Cloake. 

“That is,” fays Ray in his Proverbs (1742, p. 238), z,cane 
or Jlaff ; whereof this is the occafion. Many a man of good ex- 
traction, coming home from far voyages, may chance to land 
here, and, being out of folds, is unable for the prefent time and 
place to recruit himfelf with clothes. Here (if not friendly pro- 
vided) they make the next wood their draper’s fhop, where a ftaff 
cut out ferves them for a covering. For we ufe when we walk in 
cucjpo to carry a ftaff in our hands, but none when in a 
cloak.” 

Page 143. 

Pe make a wild Cataine of fo^'tyfuck. 

i.e., forty fuch fliallow knights, &:c., would go to tlie compofi- 
tion of a dexterous thief See the Merry Wives of Windfor, ad 
ii., fc. I. “I will not believe fuch a Cataian.” A Cataian came 
to fignify a fliai'per, becaufe the people of Cataia (Chma) were 
famous for their thieving. 
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Page 145. 

I ha fiijfrcd your like a bard Cater tra, to mnne all 

this while 

Properly, barred^ &c., a fort of falfe dice frequently mentioned 
by our early writers. Sec note in Chapman’s Dramatic Works 
(Vol I, p. 342). The following paffage fiom The xirt of Jug- 
glingy or LegerdemainCy by S. R. (4to, 1612), will fufficiently ex- 
plain the terms iifed in the text : ‘Firft you miifl know a langrct, 
which is a die that fimple men have felclom heard of, but often 
feene to their coll ; and this is a well-favoured die^ and feemetli 
good and fquare, yet it is forged longer upon the cater and trea 
than any other way : and therefore it is called a langrct. Such 
be alfo call’d bard cater treasy becaufe commonly the longer end 
will of his owne fway drawe downewaids, and turnc vp to the eie 
fice fincke deuce or ace. The principal ufe of them is at Novum, 
for fo longe a paire of hard cater treas be walking on the bourd, 
fo long can ye not caft five nor nine, unles it be by great chance, 
that the roughnes of the table, or fome other floppc, foi ce them 
to flay, and nin againft their kinde : for without cater or trea 
ye Imow that five or nine can never come.” 

Page 15 i. 

Harlotta 7 oas a Dame of fo diuhie 

Ajid rauifhing touch, that Jhe was Camcuhinc 

To an Englijh King: 

Arlotta (from whence the word harlot \% thus fancifully derived) 
was not the concubine of an Englifli monarch, but miflrefs to 
Robert Duke of Normandy, the father of William the Con- 
queror. 

Page 154. 
when in the fired 

A faireyong inodefl Damfell did I meete, &c, 

“Thisfimplepi< 5 lureof Plonour and Shame,” hxys Charles Lamb, 
“ contrafted without violence, and expreffed without immodcfly, 
is worth all the Jirong lines againll the Harlot’s profcffion, with 
which both paits of this play are ofFenfively crowded.” 

Page 160. 

two di/hes <f Jim\l prunes^ 

A difh very common in brothels. 
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Page i6o. 

Ilere^s Ordnance able to facke a Cilty. 

So Falftaff, on a fimilar occafion, in the Firft Part of Henry 
IV., fays, “ There’s that will fack a cityJ'* 

Ih, 

a pottle oj Greeke wine^ a pottle of Peter fa meene, a pottle of 
Chaniico, and a pottle of Leattica, 

“ Peter fa meene ” is one of the feveral difguifes under which the 
wmrd Pedro-Ximenes is found in onr early writers. (See inter alia 
Heywood’s Fair Maid of the Weft, Part I.) The Pedro-Ximenes 
receives its name from a grape which is faid to have been imported 
from the banks of the Rhine by an individual called Pedro Simon 
(corrupted to Ximen, or Ximenes), and is one of the richeft and 
moft delicate of the Malaga wines, refembling very much the 
Malmfey of Poxarate. A wine called Char^iico^ or Charneco^ is 
mentioned by Shakefpeare. According to Steevens, the appel- 
lation is deiived fiom a village near Lisbon. There are, in fadt, 
two villages in that neighbourhood which bear the name of Char- 
neca ; the one fituated about a league and a half above the town 
of Lifbon, the other near the coaft, between Collares and Car- 
cavellos. We fliall, therefore, probably not err much, if we refer 
the wine in quellion to the lall>named territory. 

Leatica (in the old edition mifprinted “ Ziattica”) is a not un- 
common form (fee PkilocotJwniJla, 1635, p. 48) of the word 
Aleatico, or red mufeadine. which is .produced in the higheft 
perfedlion at Montepulciano, between Siena and the Roman Rate ; 
at Monte Catini, &c., and of which the name (it is obvioufly de- 
rived from yXia^co) in fome meafure expreffes the rich quality. 
It has a brilliant purple colour, and a lufeious aromatic flavour. 

Page 163. 

Pnter Conjiable and Bilmen, 

i.e,, watchmen, who carried Mils (a fort of pikes with hooked 
points), which were anciently the weapons of the Engiifh foot- 
foldiers. 


3 , 

J/H ShronedUifday that thefe Ghojh walke. 

On Shiove Tuefday it appears that an official fearch was 
made by the peace-officeis for brothel-keepers and women of ill- 



fame, wlio were ciilicr forthwith carted, or confined during the 
feafon of Lent. Demolifliing houfcs of bad fame was alfo one 
of the amiifemeiits of the appionlices on Shrove Tuerday. Sen- 
suality fays, in MicrocofmicSy But now welcome a cart, or a 
Shrove Tuef day's tragedy.” 

Page 165. 

Your Furitanicall Honcfl Whore fits in a blue gowne. 

A blue gown was the habit in which a flrumpet did penance. 
See Richard Brome’s Northern Lafifc^ 1633 (Wui’hs, vol. iii). 
“All the good you intended me was a lockram coif, a blue 
gowUf a wheel,” &c. The 7 vheelf as well as the blue 
are mentioned in subfequent feenes of this comedy. 

Page 166. 

there Jlie hcafes chalke, or grindes in the Milt. 

To beat chalk, grind in mills, raife fand and gravel, and make 
lime, were among the employments affigned for vagrants who 
were committed to Bridewell. Sec Orders apfinnted to be exe- 
cuted in the Cittie ofi London, fi(>r fietiingt roges and idle fi'rfions to 
works, and for releefic of the foorc. Printed by Hugh Singleton. 

Ih. 

Yonr Bridewell ? that the name ‘i 
We have here a ciuious fpecimeu of the licence which our 
early writers ufed to allow themfelves of introducing fadls and 
circumftances peculiar to one country into another. Everything 
here faid of Bridewell is applicable to the I loufe of Corredlion 
which goes by that name in London. Changing the names of 
tlie dulce and his fon to thofe of Henry VI II. and Edward VL, 
all the events meiitioned will be found to have happened in the 
Engiitli Bridewell. The htuation of the place is alfo the fame. 
In the time of Henry VIII, princes were lodgetl there ; part of 
it having been built in the year 1522, for the reception of Charles 
V., wliofc nobles rcfided in it. In 1528 Cardinal Campeius had 
his firil audience there; and after Henry’s death, Edward VI., 
in the feventh year of his reign (1552), gave to the citizens of 
London this his palace for the purpofes above mentioned. To 
complete the parallel, it was endowed with land, late belonging 
to the Savoy, to the amount of 700 marks a-ycar, with all the 
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bedding and furniture of that hofpital. There is alfo the like 
anaclironifm in the Firll Part of this play, concerning Bethlem 
Hofpital. 

Page 177. 

zs my yzidge, fzr. 

Probably “God is my Judge,” a blank being left in the old 
copy to avoid prophanatiomm nominis Dei, as Ballard terms 
it in his Epigrams, 

Page 191. 

Prologue. 

The charmes of filence through this Square be ihrowne, 

That an vn^v/de attentmz {like a Jewell) 

May hang at euery eare. 

The Fortune theatre in Golden or Golding Lane, in the parilh 
of St. Giles, Cripplegate, where this play was performed, was a 
fquare building, botli in its external frame, and alfo in the 
infide. 

Page 216. 

Dodior Parry, 

See Fronde’s Plillory of England, vol. xii. pp. 63—68. 

Page 217. 

Ed, Campion, 

See Fronde’s Hiftory of England. 

Page 245. 

Shee takes downs the flagge, belike their play is done. 

The external furniture of a playhoufe in Lekker’s time con- 
fifted merely of the fign, which was expofed on fome obvious 
part of the building, and the flag which was hoilled at the top of 
it to give diftant notice of the performances. When the per- 
formance was concluded, the flag was removed. 

Page 254. 

her magnificent^ incomparable, and invincible Armada. 

The Invincible Armada— the famous Spanilh Armament, so 
called— confllled of 130 Ihips of war, befides tranfports, Sic., 
2650 great guns, 20,000 foldiers, n,ooo failors, and 2,000 volun- 
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teei’iS, under the Duke of Medina Sidonia, and iSo priests and 
monks. It arrived in the Channel July 19, 15S8, and was de- 
feated the next day by Drake and ITowaid. dVn fire-fliips hav- 
ing been fent into the enemy’s Heet, lliey cut (lu'ii cal)les, ]nit to 
fea, and endeavoured to return to their ren<le/vous lictween 
Calais and Giavelines. The Kiiglitli fell upon them, took ninny 
lliips, and Admiral Howard maintained a lunning light fiom the 
2ill July to the 281I1, obliging the fliatlered fleet to bear away for 
Scotland and Ireland, wheic a flonn dirperfed them, and the le- 
mainder of the armament icturned by the North vSea to Spain. 
The Spaniards lofl lifteen capital fliips in the engagement, and 
5,000 men ; feventeen fliips were lofl. or taken on the coafl of 
Ireland, and upwards of 5,000 men were drowmetl, killed, or 
taken priloncrs. Some afterwaids reached home in the mofl 
fliatteicd condition, under the Vice- Ad mi lal Recnlde ; others 
were fliipwieckcd among the rocks and (hallows ; and of Ihofe 
ivhich readied the (liore many of the cixwvs were liaibaioufly 
murdered, from an apprehcnlioii that in a count ly where theie 
so many difaffeded Catholics it would have been ilangeious to 
fliow mercy to id great a number of the enemy. 

Page 2C9. 

La la tecs 253* liorjhtten 769. 
Pootemeu 22000. The ttionhij^ 'ii>hieh attemis ott 
Is this made of horf men of Joote^ Launeers 481, 

Light korfe‘ 7 nen 1421. Footemcn 34050. 

This liiclicroufly bald array of figures (liows that Dekker w’a.s 
deititute of that admirable fertility of clcfcription which enabled 
Homer to make even a catalogue of fliips poetical. 

Page 281. 

youfliall tell him that I keej>e a Iloidwitfe in Cmtfmklir Ally, 

A hot-honfe meant properly a bagnio ; but it alfo meant a 
brothel ; for brothels were often kept under the pretence of their 
being hotlioufes,---^^ He, fir ! a lapdcr, fir 1 parcebbawd ; one 
that fen’es a bad woman; whofe houfe was, as they fay, plucked 
down in the fuhurbs ; and now Hie profefles a hvthoafe, which, I 
think, is a very ill houfe too.”— Sluikespeareks 'iMeafire for 
Meafure, ad ii, ifc. i. 
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Page 281. 

JItee hath red in the Italian Courtyer. 

Thomas Hoby’s tranflation of Cafliglione’s famous Courtier 
appeared in 4to in 1561. 


Page 286. 

which commonly make the j 7 wp of a Mercer, or a Limmi Draper, 
as dark as a roome in Bedlam. 

Our old wi-iters have frequent allufions to the rogueiy of 
tradefmeii in darkening their fhops, that cuflomers might be 
unable to detecfr the badnefs of their goods. So Brome : “ What 
diould the city do with honefty ? . . . . Why are your wares 
gummed, yo%r fhops darkf &c. — The City Wit, adh i. fc. i. And 
Middleton : 

“ though your fhop-wares you vent 
With your deceiving- lights f &c. 

Any thing for a Quiet Life, adl ii. fc. 2. 


lb. 

like an Antient that dares not fioriOi at the oath taking of the 
Pretor. 

a-ncient, i, e., flag, flandard. So afterwards, adl ii. fc. i 
** I’m as limber as an ajicient that has flourijhed in the rain,” &c. 

thepretor^ he., the Lord Mayor. 

Page 292. 

But firra, we are come to acquaint thee with ait excellent fecret. 

Sirrah Iras, go.” 

Shakefpeare’s Antony and Cleopatra, adl v. fc. 2. 

‘‘ Julia. Why, He tell thee, frrah. 

Dorigene. No, hrrah, you shannot tell me.” 

The Ttvo Merry Milke Maids, 1620. 

And in The Wit of a Woman, 1604, Erinta fays to Gianetta, 
‘'*But hoike, frra, tell me one thing, if it fail out, &c. 

A female was fometimes addreffed ^^-firrahl* long after our 
author’s days : in Etherege’s Man of Mode, or Sir Fopling 
Flutter, 1676, old Bellair fays to Haniet, firrah, I lih^e 

thy wit well,” adt ii. fc. i. 



In the norili of Scollaml pcrhms in the Itnver ranks of life 
frequently ufc tlic word Sirs^^* when fpeaking to two or three 
women. 

Pack 293. 

hi France iv/ien 1 rife^ &r. 

RifCy or risj was formerly often ufed for rofe. 

Page 296. 

fo long as your mirth hcc iioyde of all Squinility. 

A coniipt form of fctmility^ fonietimes found in our old writers. 

Page 297. 

Clyents that fuc in forma paper. 

Our early dramatifls took a pleafurc in making their charadlcr 
mifcall teims of law: fo Rowley; by my troth, he is now 
but a Knight under Forma PaprisF When you fee wee you humi 
meet 1632. 

Ik 

Hoio often hauc / told you t you nniR get a patch. 

** Even as blachi patches are 7 oorne, foinc for [u'idc, fame fo 
flay the Rhiwnne^ and feme to hide the fcab, — ^irr/v’ Drums 

Entertain ment, 1616. 

For when they did but; hat>pen for to fee 
Ihofe that Lilith Rhumc a little troubled he 
Weare on their faces a round viajUck patch ^ 

Their fondnefs I pcrccivM fometime to catch 
That for a Fafliion.’* 

Wither’s Ahnfes Stript and IVhipt, C. ii, Sat* i., p. 

p. 171, ed. 1615. 

Page 298. 

Jee what golden-winged Bee from llyhlOt flies hummingt with 
Crura th5nLno plena. 

At feffee multa referunt fe nodlc minores, 

Crura thymo plemsP — Virgil, George iv. 18 1. 

3 . 

breaks not vp the wilde fmle. 

To break up was an old tOTt for carving. So in Shakefpoare’s 
Lervis Lahouds Loft^ ad iv. fc. i, Break up this capon/’ i. e. 
Open this letter. 
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f AGE 300. 

at the Rhemjh wine-hmtfe iih Stillyard. 

‘*Next to this lane on the Eaft [Cofin Lane, Dowgale Ward] 
is the Stele houfe, or Stele yarde (as they terme it), a place for 
Maichantes of Almaiiie,” &:c. Stow’s Survey of London, 159^, 
p. 184. 

** Stilliard is a place in London, where the fratemitie of the 
Eafteiiing Merchants, otherwife the Merchants of the Haunfe 
and Almaine, are wont to have their abode. It is fo called 
Stilliard, of a broad place or court whei'ein fteele was much 
fould, q. Steelcyard, upon which that houfe is now founded.’ 
Minfliew’s Guide, into Tongues, 1617. 

“They [the Hans Town Merchants] were permitted to fell 
Rhenifli wine by retail.” — Malcolm’s Londo 7 i, vol. i. p. 48. 

Compare with the paffage in the text : — 

“Men when they are idle, and know not what to do, faith 
one, Let us go to the Jlillyarde and drinke Rkcnifh ivinef &c. — 
Fierce Pennilejfe, cd. 1595. 

“ Who would let a Cit (whofe teeth are rotten out with, fweet 
m cates his mother brings him from gofliip pings) breathe upon 
her vernish for the promife of a di*y neat’s tongue and a pottle of 
Rhemjh at the ftillyard, when die may comamnd a blade to tofs 
and tumble her?” — Nabbes’s Bride, 1640. 

The Steelyard, Stelyard, or Stilliard (in Upper Thames 
Street, in the ward of Dowgate) appears to liave been fo called 
from its being the place where the King’s steelyard, or beam, 
was eredied for weighing the tonnage of goods imported into 
London. — In the prefent paffage the old ed. has “Stillyard,’ 
but twice afterwards it has “ StilliardS 

Page 300. 

You mujl to the pawne to buy Lawne, 

So in the curious poetical dialogue, ^Tls Merry when. GoJJlps 
meet, 1609, the Wife fays : — 

“ In truth (kind couffe) my comming’s from the Rawfii 
But I proteft I lod: my labour there : 

A Gentleman promifl to give me lawne, 

And did not meet me, which he well dial! heare.” 

Stanza 2nd. 

c c 


2 



The Pawn {Pahi, Germ., a path-^or walk ; Paan, Dutch, a 
pathw’-ay) was a corridor, which formed a kind of Ila/anr, in llic 
Royal Excliangc (Grefliam’s). 

rA(JF. 302. 

Scarc/it ffie middk Pc la /I/wAt, amt ikrcc FJv'iakik 
tweluc-penccs preji three hiatics, 

Perfons of every defcriplion, with a Arange want of reverence 
for the Tandlity of the fpot, iifed daily to frequent the body of 
old St. Paul’s. There the yomii^ gallant gratified hus vanity by 
fli-utling about in the moft falhioiiablc attire ; there the jiohliciao 
difeuffed the latcA news; there he who could not a{h)tcl !(' dine 
loitered dining the dinner hoiii ; tho'c the Jtrvuat cut of place 
came to be engaged; there the pickpocket found the hell oppur- 
tunities for the cxercife of his talents, &c. 

Pagk 307. 

like old Icrouimo ; goe bj, go fy. 

An allufion to a paffage in Kyd’s Spanijh Tragedy, wliich has 
been ridiculed by a hoft of poets 

** Him'onimo, JiiAice, O, jufticc to Hieronitno ! 

Lorenzo. Back ! fec’A thou not the king is bulie ? 
Nieronimo. O, is he fo? 

IPlng. Who is he that intorrapts our biifincfs? 

Hicronimo. Not [. — Hieronimo, beware; goe /% gih 

Page 312. 

being gone Weftward for fniclts, 

A proverbial expreffion. In 1603 appeared a llory-book 
(which fuggefted to Shakefpeare fome of the circuniAances in 
CymheUnc) entitled Wejhvard for Smelts, or the WatermatPs Pare 
of Mad Merry Wejiern 'Wenches, 4 c, 

Ik 

I fee Pme borne /till to draw Dun out ath mire for you. 
Gifford thus fatisfadlorily deferibes a game, the allufion to 
which in Pomeo and Juliet, ad i. fc. 4, had comj>k*tely puzzled 
all Shakefpeare’s commentators. ^^Dun is in the mire is a 
Chriftmas gambol, at which 1 have often played. A log of wood 
is brought into the midA of the room : this is Dun (the carl- 
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horfe), and a cry is raifed that lie is Jluck m the mb'e. Two of 
the company advance, eitlier with or without ropes, to draw him 
out. After repeated attempts, they find themfelves unable to do 
it, and call for more affiftance. The game continues till all the 
company take part in it, when Dun is extricated of courfe ; and 
the merriment arifes from the awkward and affedled efforts of the 
rullics to lift the log, and from fundry arch contrivances to let the 
ends of it fall on one another’s toes.” — Note on Ben Jonfon^s 
Works^ vol. vii. p. 283. 

Page 312. 

Feare not me, for a veny or two. 

Veny^ or vemte, a technical term for a hit or thnill : — 

“ I Law, Women, look to’t, the fencer gives you a veney. 

2 Law, Believe it, he hits home.” 

Swetnami Ike Wo 7 nan Hater, 1620. 
(See Notes to Chapman’s Dramatic Works, Vol. Ill, p. 360.} 

Page 313. 

Amb. I hold my Ufe,hc. 

The old ed. prefixes to this fpeech which in early 

plays often {lands for Both:'' but here it would feem to be a 
miftakefor ‘‘Mab.” 


Page 316. 

Implentur, &c. 

“Implenturveteris Bacchi pinguisque ferincsB Virgil, Mneid, 
i 215, 

Page 318. 

Where didji hty this hnffe i Let me not Hue, but He giiie thee a 
good fiiite of durance. 

So, in Shakefpeare’s Firjl Part of Hettry IV., acSl i. fc. 2, the 
Prince lays to Fahlaff with a pun, And is not a buff jerkin a 
moft fweet robe of durance f ’ — Durance was a ftrong and lafling 
kind of Huff ; Mr. Halliwell {Shakefpeare Society Papers, vol. 
iii. 35) cites from The Book of Rates, ed. 1675, P- SS*”- 

£ s. d. 

Durance or 1 with tlired, the yard ... ... 00 06 08 

Duretty. ) with filk, the yard 00 jo 00 ” 



Pagk 318. 

you J}ml hauc my /word and hangers to pa le him, 

hangm — i.e., fiinged and ornamented loops attached to the 
girdle in which the fmall fword or dagger was fiifpended : — 
Mens fwords in ha 7 igers hang, fall by their fide.” 

Taylor the Water Poet’s Vertue of a fdyk aud 

Neceffitit' of Hanging, Works, 1630, p. 133. 

Page 319. 

Buy any fmall Coale, 

This was the common cry of colliers : fo in one of the rarctl of 
plays, A JCnacke to kno^o an hoinfl man, 1596 : 

Enter T.elio, like a col liar. 

Lc, Will yon buy any colcvS, fine fmall coles ?” 

Ih. 

Boy. Collier: keno came the goofe to he pm t ipoii you, ha ? 

Xusi'. Jle tell thee, the Tearme lying at Winchcflcr, &,e. 

Rcrpediiig the meaning and origin of the CKperiioii “ Winelicf 
ter goofe,” fee Notes to Chapman’s Diamatic Works, vt>l. i., pi\ 
342, 343- 

Page 326. 

come flialls go to Noddy? 

A game on the cards, which appears, from ])affage.s m our old 
writers, to have been played in more ways than one. 

Page 327. 

this Sacke iafies of Ilorfefltjk. 

So Glapthome ; This coller fpoyles ray drinking, or elfe this 
fack has horfefefh m^t, it rides upon my ilomacke.” 

I'he Hollamier, 1640. 

The ftatute 12 Car. ii. c. 25, fcdl. ii, which forbids the adulte- 
ration of wines, mentions, among other ingredients ufed for that 
purpofe, ‘‘ nor any fort of flfh whatfoever.” 

Page 332. 

0 Lordc I fir as mdancholtke, &c. 

Was the performer to conclude this fpeech with any fimilethat 
he thought proper? Our old dramatifls fometimes trufled to the 
player’s powers of exiemporifmg : fo Giccnc ; 
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Faire Polyxena, the pride of liioiij 
Fear not Achilles’ over-madding boy ; 

Pyrrhus fhall not, &c. 

Souns, Orgalio, why fufferefl thou this old trot to come fo 
nigh me?’’ 

Orlando Furw/o, Dram, Works^ i. 43, ed. Dyce. 
And Heywood ; 

Joclde is led to whipping OYQrtheHsLgefJ^ea^in^Jomewords, 
htit of no wipoHancel^ 

Edward the Fourth ^ Part Sec, ed. 1619. 
Page 335. 

. Whats had I follow ^ yet I fee whats good. 

Video meliora proboque, deteriora fequor.” Ovid, Met, vii. 
20. 

Page 336. 

or els take me a lodging in Cole harbour. 

Or Coal-harbour — a corruption of Cold-harbour, or Coldhar- 
borough, was an old building in Dowgate Ward. Sto%v {Sufvey^ 
p. 188, ed. 159S,) tells us, The lall deceafed Earle [of Shrewl- 
buiy] tooke it down, and in place thereof builded a great num- 
ber of fmall tenements, now letten out for great rents to people 
of all forts.” — Debtors and perfons not of the mofl refpe<flable 
charadler ufed to take refuge there. Middleton calls it the 
devil’s fandluary.” A Trick to catch the old one^ — Works, ii. 55 > 
ed. Dyce. 

Page 339. 

if all the great Turks Co 7 tcubins were but like thee, the ten- 
penny infidell fhould neuer, &c. 

So Dekker, in Satiroma/lix, 

“Wilt fight, Turke’-a-tenpnee 

Page 345. 

Sfoote week dance to Norwich. 

An ailufion to a feat of Kempe, the adfor, of which he pub- 
li filed an account, called Kemps Nine Dales Wonder, performed 
in a daunce from London to Norwich, 1600, 4to. It has been 
reprinted by the Camden Society from the unique copy in the 
Bodleian Library, 
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Vaue 345* 

as fa7itajiicke a 7 id light Jimdt'dto thccye^ as fdJHr-inahrs^ 'hiit as 
pim' about the heart as ij 7 i>e deceit afuou^i^/l \'fu if! Jilaih Kfyers. 

Biackfriars was {iimecl for the icrRlciicc of Finilaus, foinc of ^ 
whom, moil mconfiRcnily with theu* lellgious opinions, followed 
the trade of feather-making. 

Page 347. 

/ dofibt that olde Ifag Gillian of Braineford has herivitckt me, 

Gillian, Julian, or Joan of Brentford was a leputed witch of 
fome celebrity. 

lyl of hrcyntfords fejiamcni, Nezidy complied^ n. d., 410, con- 
fifting of eight leaves, is among the inicfl of bhick-letU'r tra( 5 ls ; 
it was written by Robert, and printed by William, Copland. In 
this very low and vulgar produeflion no mention is imulcof Gil- 
lian’s being addidled <0 witchcraft : the following me a few lines 
from it : — 

At Brentford on the weft of London 
Nygh to a ]')lace yt called is Syon 
There dwelt a widow of a hondy fort 
Honell in fubtlauncc and full of fporl 
Daily the cowd wt paflim and jeftes 
Among her neyghbours and her gefles 
She kept an Imie of ryght good lodgyng 
For all ellatcs that tliydcr was coinyng.” 

The reader who has any curiofity to know what Gillian be- 
queathed to her friends, may gratify it by luiiiing to Nalli’.s Sam- 
mm loft will ami tejiament^ 1600, 

It appears from Henflowe’s Diary that flic was a charadlcr in 
a play written by Thomas Dowtoii [or Downton] and Samuel 
Redly [Rowley ?], produced in February, 3 'S 9 S- 9 , and niontioned 
there under the title of Fryer Fox and gytlen if FrafiJordeF 

In the 4to. of Shakefi:)eare’s Merry fFipcs of Windfor, 1602, 
when Milirefs Page fays that Falflaff 

might put on a gowne and a mnhler, 

And fo efcape.” 

Miftrefs Ford anfwers, 

Thats wel remembred, my maids aunt, 

Gillian of Bminfoni^ hath a gowne tiboue/’ 
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Page 349. 

Zong-Jlfeg of Wejifmftfier, 

An Amazon often alluded to by our old writers. She was die 
heroine of a play, named after her, and adled fii-ft in 1594, as we 
learn finm Henflowe’s Diary, She alfo figured in a ballad entered 
on the Stationers’ books in that year. In 1635 appeared a tradl 
entitled The Life of Long Meg of Wefminjier, containing the 
mad mmy prankes fhe played in her lifetime^ 

Lb, 

Mary Amlree 

Was as famous as the lady laft mentioned. The valorotis adis 
performed at Gaunt by the brave honnie lafs Mary Afnbree^ who in 
re^^enge of her lovers death did play her part moji gallantly^ may 
be found in Percy’s Reliqucs^ vol. ii. p, 240, ed. 1812. 

Page 353. 

play mad Hamlet ; and cric Renenge ! 

One of the numerous paffages in contemporary writers which 
attefl the popularity of Shakefpeare’s Hamlet, 

See Dekker’s Saiiromallix (vol. i. page 229), ‘‘My name’s 
Hamlet rcuenge.’’ 

Page 354. 

The torckmen and whifilers had an Item to receme Mm. 
Refpedling the meaning and derivation of this word, fee Notes 
to Chapman’s Dramatic Works, vol. i, p. 342. 

Page 357. 

3 mcry men^ & 3, mery nien^ ^c. 

A fragment of an old fong. See Dyce’s edition of Peek’s 
Works ^ vol. i. p, 208, fee. ed. ; and the notes of the commentators 
on Shakefpeare’s Twelfth Night, a6l ii. fc. 3. 

Lb, 

Who my ouerthwart neighbour : 

Generally ufed for crofs, contradidious — ^bul here it feems 
merely to mean oppofite, as in the The Merry Davill of 
Edmonton, 1626 : “ Body of Saint George, this is mine 0000-- 
timari neighbour hath done this,” 
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Pace 360. 

tlio thy more about ^hm fhau Captainc Caudifhis 

voiageeamc to. 

The Maine of Tlioinas Caveiidifli (—who, fail 1111? from riymotilh 
in 1586, with three infignificanl vcffcls, phnulcred 1 he coafl of 
New Spain and Peru, captured off California, a Spanifli admiral 
of feveii hundred tons, and having circumnavigated the glohc, 
returned to England with a very large fortune, in 158S — ) is fre- 
quently abbreviated by our old writers : so Bronte ; 

“ CdndiJJt and Idawkins, Furbidicr, all our voyagers, 

Went fliort of Mandevile.’* 

The Antipodes^ 1640 (Dramatic Works, voh iii.) 

This coiitratflion is fcarcely yet out of ufe ; 

“ When Chatfworth tafles no Cahtdiflt bounties, 

Let fame forget this coflly counlcfs. 

Epitaph by Horace Walpole, in his Letters to Moutagit, p. 307* 

Pack 361. 

fet the Hares-hcad again ft the Goo/e-giblets, 

A proverbial expreffion, figttifying to balance things, to fet 
one againJl another: compare Field’s Amends for ladies^ 
ed. 1639^ and Middleton’s A Trick U catch the old one,-- 
Works, it. 7$, ed. Dyce. Sometunes it occurs with a flight varia- 
tion : “ fet the Ifare againR the Coofe giblets.”' Rowley’s 
MLatch at Midnight, 1633. We fet mine oldc debts againll my 
new driblets, and the hare’s foot agaiiia the goofe giblets,” 
Dekker’s Shoomakers Holiday, i6oo,////rd, voL i.) 

Page 363. 

Looks you, your Schoole-maijltir has bin in France, and Uft his 
hayre. 

Here we mull fuppofe Juftiniano to pull off the Mfc hair 
which affifled his difguife : he alludes to the effects of the vene- 
real, or, 05 it was called, the French difeafe. 


END OF SECOND VOLUME. 




